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FOREWORD 


This  book  is  about  Brigham  Murdoch,  the 
son  of  John  Murray  and  Isabella  Crawford 
Murdoch,  his  brother.  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  the 
son  of  John  Murray  and  Anne  Steele  Murdoch, 
their  wives,  their  ancestors,  and  their  posterity 
Thomas  Todd's  wife  was  Sarah  Hansen  and  they 
had  7  children    Brigham  had  two  wives.  His  first. 
Mary  Blanche  Alexander,  died  shortly  after  the 
birth  of  their  son.  Rue  Murdoch.  His  second  wife, 
Martha  Louannie  Hammon.  was  the  mother  of  10 
of  his  children. 

It  includes  biographies  of  their  children,  their 
grandchildren,  and  all  of  their  descendants.  Our 
goal  has  been  to  include  a  biography,  a  family 
picture,  and  a  index  listing  of  every  member  of 
this  great  Murdoch  family  in  this  book.  This 
family  lives  in  many  states  and  several  foreign 
countries  and  this  book  brings  them  all  together  in 
one  volume. 

A  few  family  members  did  not  submit 
material  to  us  for  inclusion  in  this  book.  This  has 
caused  us  to  feel  a  great  loss  because  we  wanted 
so  badly  to  include  each  descendant.  Perhaps  we 
failed  to  notify  them  in  time.  Perhaps  life  has  not 
been  good  for  them  and  they  were  discouraged. 
Whatever  the  cause,  we  want  them  to  know  that 
we  love  them,  we  miss  them  and  we  wish  they 
were  included  with  us.  Also,  in  spite  of  our  best 
efforts,  there  are  mistakes  in  this  book,  and  for 
that  we  ask  for  your  forgiveness.  We  have  the 
frailties  that  are  common  to  all  of  mankind. 
Please  overlook  them  and  be  grateful  for  the  great 
histories  these  pages  contain. 

We  have  felt  a  great  spirit  motivating  us  to 
complete  this  work.  It  is  fitting  that  it  be 
published  in  1998,  one  year  following  the 
sesquicentennial  celebration  by  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints  of  the  arrival  of 
the  first  Mormon  pioneers  in  the  Salt  Lake  Valley 
on  July  24th,  1847.  As  we  peruse  the  pages  of 
this  book,  we  too  can  celebrate  with  others  the 
great  legacy  left  to  us  by  our  illustrious  ancestors, 
to  whom  we  owe  so  much.  Let  us  consider  the 
great  example  of  John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Anne 
Steele,  who  joined  the  church  in  Scotland  in  1850 
and  immigrated  to  America  in  1852,  burying  their 
two  oldest  children  on  the  way.  They  sent  money 


back  to  Scotland  so  that  in  1 856,  John's  mother, 
"Wee  Granny"  could  make  the  trek  to  Zion.  She 
came  with  Anne's  brother,  James  Steele,  his  wife, 
Elizabeth  Wylie,  their  two  sons,  James  and 
George,  and  Elizabeth's  mother,  Mary  Ann 
George  Wylie.  They  joined  forces  with  the  ill 
fated  Martin  Handcart  Company  that  did  not  leave 
Florence,  Nebraska  until  August  25,  1856,  and  in 
the  trek  across  the  plains  faced  the  tragedy  of  an 
early  winter. 

Wee  Granny  died  on  October  3,  1856  near 
Chimney  Rock,  Nebraska,  with  her  last  words 
being,  "Tell  John  I  died  with  my  face  towards 
Zion."  Later,  James  Steele  succumbed  to  the 
severe  circumstances  they  faced  but  his  wife,  his 
sons,  and  his  mother-in-law  did  make  it  to  the  Salt 
Lake  Valley.  The  entire  company  would  have 
perished  had  not  Brigham  Young  sent  a  rescue 
party  to  save  them.  Since  James  Steele  first 
introduced  the  gospel  to  John  and  Anne  and  later 
accompanied  Wee  Granny  across  the  plains,  we 
have  felt  impressed  to  include  his  history  in  a 
chapter  in  our  book. 

John  and  Anne  later  settled  in  Heber  Valley  in 
1860.  They  were  joined  in  1862  by  Isabella 
Crawford,  a  convert  from  Scotland  who  became 
John's  second  wife.  They  brought  22  children  into 
this  world  and  of  these,  15  married  and  had 
posterity.  John,  Anne,  and  Isabella  were  true 
pioneers  as  they  assisted  in  the  settling  of  Heber 
Valley  and  the  building  up  of  the  Kingdom  of 
God.  However,  the  ancestors  of  Mary  Blanche 
Alexander,  Martha  Louannie  Hammon  and  Sarah 
Hansen  were  not  one  whit  behind  in  blazing  a  trail 
of  glory  for  us  to  follow. 

Blanche's  parents  were  Charles  Marsteller 
Alexander  and  Lovisa  Comstock  Snyder.  They 
were  also  among  the  very  early  settlers  of  Heber 
Valley.  Her  mother  was  a  fine  seamstress  and  the 
first  telephone  operator  in  Heber  City. 

Louannie's  Grandparents,  Levi  Byram 
Hammon  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee.  were  early 
converts  to  the  church.  The  Bybee  ancestral  line 
in  America  began  in  the  same  time  frame  as  the 
pilgrims  who  came  to  America  on  the  Mayflower. 
Levi,  Polly  and  her  parents  came  into  Nauvoo 
shortly  after  the  martyrdom  of  the  Prophet  Joseph 


Smith  and  his  brother  Hyrum  and  in  their  family 
journals  they  report  seeing  the  bodies  of  the  slain 
prophet  and  his  brother.  Polly  has  written  in  her 
journal  that  she  was  present  at  the  meeting  on 
August  8,  1844,  when  the  Prophet  Brigham 
Young's  face  was  transfigured  as  he  spoke, 
appearing  and  sounding  to  the  saints  as  the 
Prophet  Joseph,  a  signal  of  the  Lord's  approval  of 
him  as  their  next  prophet. 

Her  parents  had  their  endowments  in  the 
Nauvoo  Temple  on  February  3,  1846,  the  last  day 
the  Nauvoo  Temple  was  open  and  just  before  the 
Saints  began  their  westward  trek. 

They  made  the  difficult  journey  across  the 
plains  in  1851  and  were  great  stalwarts  in  the 
building  up  of  Zion  wherever  they  went.  Levi 
Hammon  was  appointed  by  Brigham  Young  to  be 
in  charge  of  the  first  company  of  Saints  that 
settled  in  Bear  Lake  Valley  in  1864.  In  his  later 
years,  he  and  his  dear  wife,  Polly  Chapman  B\  bee. 
moved  to  the  Wilford  area  north  of  Rcxburg  and 
assisted  in  the  settling  of  that  area.  They  were  the 
parents  of  16  children,  12  of  whom  married  and 
had  posterity.  Among  these  was  Louannie's 
father.  Heber  Chase  Hammon.  named  after  Heber 
C.  Kimball,  one  of  the  early  prophets  of  the 
church. 

Heber  married  Martha  Pnscilla  Christensen. 
Her  parents.  Rasmus  and  Priscilla  Victoria 
Mitchell  Christensen,  converts  to  the  church  from 
Denmark  and  England,  were  also  numbered 
among  the  early  pioneers,  having  come  across  the 
plains  in  1853  and  1854. 

The  family  of  Sarah  Hansen  immigrated  from 
Denmark  to  Utah  in  August  of  1903.  Although 
they  were  not  members  of  the  church,  they  did 
their  part  in  helping  to  settle  and  build  the  state  of 
Utah.  Sarah  was  the  first  of  her  family  to  join  the 
church,  in  part  because  of  the  encouragement  of 
her  future  husband,  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  but 
mostly  because  she  had  developed  her  own 
testimony  of  the  truthfulness  of  the  restored 
gospel.  What  a  marvelous  legacy  she  has 
contributed,  not  only  to  her  own  posterity,  but  to 
all  of  us  who  are  members  of  this  great  Murdoch 
family. 

Those  of  us  who  have  been  involved  in  the 
gathering  of  material  for  this  book  have  felt  a 
special  spirit  from  on  high  that  has  been  a  guiding 
influence  to  us.  We  have  come  to  know  in  ways 


that  are  very  sacred  to  us  that  our  parents,  our 
grandparents,  our  great-grandparents  and  all  of 
our  ancestors,  who  came  ahead  to  prepare  the  way 
for  us.  are  vitally  interested  in  our  welfare  and 
spiritual  development.  They  are  pleased  to  see 
this  book  become  a  reality.  They  recognize  that  it 
is  our  way  of  remembering  and  honoring  them  and 
expressing  gratitude  to  them  for  their  great 
contribution  to  our  lives.  Indeed  we  could  say, 
their  hearts  are  turned  to  us. 

We  who  are  members  of  this  great  Murdoch 
family,  who  draw  sustenance  and  life  from  the 
noble  lives  of  our  ancestors,  have  much  to  be 
thankful  for    In  ways  that  we  do  not  fully 
understand,  they  have  left  an  indelible  stamp  upon 
our  minds  and  upon  our  hearts,  and  are  an 
influence  for  good  in  what  we  have  become.  Each 
of  us.  at  different  times,  have  faced  adversity  and 
challenge,  sometimes  to  the  breaking  point. 
Through  these  difficult  times,  something  deep 
within  tells  us  to  keep  going,  to  not  give  up.  but  to 
do  our  best  and  eventually  we  will  come  out  on 
top.  As  we  read  through  these  hallowed  pages,  we 
will  discover  the  challenges  our  fore-fathers  faced. 
We  will  find  that  they  too  were  pushed  many 
times  to  the  breaking  point,  where  they  did  not 
know  how  they  could  continue  on.  But  somehow, 
from  deep  within,  they  gathered  the  strength  to 
continue  onward  and  in  so  doing  their 
accomplishments  have  become  a  great  inspiration 
for  us  as  we  face  our  trials  of  life.  Indeed  we 
could  say,  our  hearts  are  turned  to  them. 

The  preparation  of  material  for  this  book  has 
been  a  long  time  coming.  Perhaps  no  member  of 
this  family  has  felt  the  inspiration  from  on  high 
concerning  its  coming  forth  more  than  our  family 
historian.  Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch  Garrett,  the 
wife  of  Clyde  Garrett  and  the  sixth  child  and  third 
daughter  of  Brigham  Murdoch  and  Martha 
Louannie  Hammon.  She  has  long  been  the 
repository  of  the  family  pictures,  diaries,  etc.  She 
was  responsible  for  printing  of  the  book, 
"Pioneering  and  Homesteading  in  the  Upper 
Highlands  between  Fall  and  Teton  Rivers",  which 
was  published  in  1992.  With  her  gentle  guidance 
and  encouragement,  a  goal  was  made  that  each 
year  a  biography  would  be  presented  for  one  of 
the  children  of  Brigham  Murdoch  at  the  annual 
Murdoch  reunion  that  traditionally  was  held  the 
first  Saturday  of  August  at  "The  Point." 


For  those  that  may  not  know.  "The  Point"  is  a 
choice  piece  of  property  owned  by  Katie  and 
Glade  Lyon  that  is  located  at  the  confluence  of 
Conant  Creek  and  Fall  River,  about  5  miles  south 
and  east  of  Ashton    It  has  been  a  traditional 
location  for  the  annual  Murdoch  Reunion,  thanks 
to  the  kindness  and  generosity  of  Katie  and  Glade 
To  them  the  Murdoch  family  will  ever  be 
indebted 

This  goal  of  presenting  a  biography  each  year 
was  completed  at  the  annual  reunion  of  1994. 
These  biographies  became  the  foundation  for  the 
histories  contained  in  this  book  on  their  lives. 
During  this  time  that  Tressa  was  accumulating 
these  biographies,  she  was  dreaming  of  the  time 
when  they  could  be  included  in  a  book  about  the 
Murdoch  family.  As  time  passed,  she  felt  a 
greater  and  greater  urgency  to  see  this  family  book 
published,  as  her  generation  of  the  family  was 
growing  older  and  some  of  them  had  already  left 
this  mortal  sphere.  As  she  relates  it.  she  began 
praying  to  the  Lord  that  he  would  send  her  some 
assistance  to  complete  the  work 

At  this  same  time,  while  attending  a  session  at 
the  Logan  Temple,  the  thought  came  into  my 
mind.  "Is  there  a  special  assignment  that  the  Lord 
would  have  me  do')"  As  I  contemplated  what  it 
may  be.  another  thought  immediately  followed. 
"Call  your  Aunt  Tressa  and  ask  her  if  she  would 
like  some  assistance  in  publishing  the  Murdoch 
history."  As  a  result  of  this  experience.  I  did  call 
her  and  she  graciously  welcomed  any  help  I  could 
give. 

I  had  previously  served  as  president  of  the 
James  and  Mary  Murray  Murdoch  Family 
Organization  and  during  this  time  we  published 
"The  James  and  Mary  Murray  Murdoch  Family 
History."  Although  being  a  dentist  is  my  primary 
occupation.  I  had  also  been  involved  in  the 
development  and  marketing  of  software  for 
medical  and  dental  offices  and  so  had  some 
background  in  the  use  of  computers,  word 
processing,  writing,  and  mailing  lists.  I  also  had 
access  to  an  excellent  computer  system,  along 
with  high  speed  copy  machines  and  laser  printers, 
each  of  which  proved  to  be  vital  in  the  preparing 
of  this  material  for  publication. 

Shortly  thereafter,  a  meeting  was  held  at 
Tressa  and  Clyde's  home  in  St.  Anthony  on 
January  27,  1995.  As  I  recall,  my  father.  Brigham 


Dallas  Murdoch,  the  oldest  son  of  Brigham  and 
Martha  Louannie,  was  in  attendance,  along  with 
Bob  and  Gwen  Lee  and  Pat  Wodskow.  who  was 
the  family  secretary  and  had  been  in  charge  of 
many  of  our  annual  Murdoch  reunions  when  the 
biographies  were  presented.  As  we  discussed 
possible  formats  for  the  book,  it  became  very 
apparent  to  us  that  since  Brigham  Murdoch. 
Thomas  Todd  Murdoch  and  their  families  had 
been  so  inseparable  for  most  of  their  lives,  and 
that  even  in  death  they  were  buried  next  to  each 
other  in  the  Ashton  Pineview  Cemetery,  it  was 
only  proper  and  fitting  that  this  book  contain  the 
histories  of  both  families.  Delia  Perry,  a  daughter 
of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Murdoch,  was  present 
and  when  asked  how  she  felt  about  her  family 
being  included  in  the  book,  she  indicated  it  was 
entirely  appropriate  and  in  behalf  of  her  family 
accepted  the  opportunity. 

Tressa  accepted  the  responsibility  for 
collecting  the  ancestral  histories  along  with  the 
biographies  of  her  own  family.  Pat  Wodskow, 
the  daughter  of  Howard  and  Grace  Murdoch, 
agreed  to  continue  as  our  family  secretary  and  to 
collect  the  biographies  from  the  other  descendants 
of  Brigham  and  Martha  Louannie.  Bob  and  Gwen 
Lee  accepted  the  responsibility  of  gathering  the 
material  for  the  Rue  Murdoch  Family.  Delia  Perry 
accepted  the  responsibility  for  the  Thomas  Todd 
and  Sarah  Murdoch  family.  I  accepted  the 
responsibility  of  being  the  editor  for  the  book. 
This  involved  taking  both  the  ancestral  material 
and  the  descendant  biographies  and  placing  them 
in  an  orderly  sequence  in  the  book. 

A  sweet  sustaining  spirit  was  felt  by  all  as  this 
historic  meeting  was  concluded.  We  all  felt 
confident  that  both  Brigham  and  Thomas  Todd 
Murdoch  and  their  wives  were  pleased  with  the 
decisions  that  were  made  at  this  family  council 
meeting. 

The  announcement  of  the  meeting  was  sent  to 
family  members  and  soon  biographical  material 
began  coming  in.  Meetings  were  held  from  time 
to  time  to  coordinate  the  work  and  review  the 
progress  that  had  been  made. 

Another  historic  meeting  was  held  at  St. 
Anthony  on  January  21,  1997,  with  many  family 
members  present.  At  that  time,  we  agreed  to 
publish  1000  copies.  A  timetable  was  set  so  that 
family  members  would  know7  the  deadlines  we 


were  facing.  Publishers  Press  in  Salt  Lake  City 
was  selected  as  our  publisher.  We  committed 
ourselves  as  a  family  to  pre-sell  at  least  400 
copies  of  the  book  to  pay  for  printing  costs. 

At  the  appropriate  time,  other  family 
members  stepped  forward  to  offer  their  assistance. 
Among  them  was  my  nephew,  Greg  Hall,  the  son 
of  Ronald  and  Helen  Murdoch  Hall  and  the 
grandson  of  Brigham  Dallas  Murdoch.  He  has 
worked  for  both  WordPerfect  and  Novell.  Greg 
and  his  wife  Pearl  agreed  to  take  all  the  pictures 
that  were  submitted,  assign  them  to  the 
appropriate  location  in  the  text,  and  enter  their 
sub-headings.  He  also  obtained  bids  from 
different  publishers  that  we  might  select  the  most 
appropriate  one.  In  addition,  his  parents.  Ronald 
and  Helen  Hall,  who  were  awaiting  an  assignment 
to  be  in  charge  of  the  Mission  Training  Center  in 
Guatemala  City  in  January  of  1998,  did  the  final 
proofreading  for  the  book.  Ronald  had  served  as 
the  President  of  the  El  Salvador  East  Mission  and 
at  the  time,  they  had  just  returned  from  spending  a 
year  teaching  English  in  a  university  in  mainland 
China. 

Another  family  member  who  assisted  was 
Jack  Lyon.  Jack,  the  son  of  Glade  and  Katie 
Lyon,  is  a  Managing  Editor  for  Deseret  Book  and 
has  a  broad  background  in  the  publishing  field. 
He  and  his  wife,  Cecilia  Anne,  were  the  ones  who 
earlier  accepted  the  responsibility  of  taking  the 
material  we  had  collected  for  the  "James  and  Mary 
Murray  Murdoch  Family  History"  and  placing  it  in 
its  final  format.  Jack  provided  invaluable 
guidance  for  us  as  we  progressed  with  this  book 
and  helped  place  it  in  its  final  format  for 
publishing. 

We  are  greatly  blessed  to  have  family 
members  with  talents  and  resources  and  the 
willingness  to  share  them  with  all  of  us.  I  have 
observed  that  in  life  we  have  "Windows  of 
Opportunity"  that  enable  us  at  the  appropriate 
times  to  accomplish  great  challenges.  These 
windows  come  and  go.  For  the  Murdoch  Family, 
the  "Window  of  Opportunity"  for  publishing  this 


book  is  now  while  many  of  the  children  of 
Thomas  Todd  and  Brigham  are  still  with  us  to 
enjoy  the  great  drama  displayed  on  its  many 
pages. 

The  gathering  of  material  and  publication  of 
this  book  has  been  a  great  work  of  love  for  those 
of  us  who  have  been  involved.  It  is  our  sincere 
hope  and  prayer  that  it  will  become  a  great 
blessing  in  the  lives  of  our  Murdoch  family 
members  as  they  peruse  its  pages.  We  desire  that 
as  each  member  of  this  family  reads  the  material 
in  this  book,  they  will  gain  a  greater  appreciation 
of  their  roots  as  they  learn  of  our  illustrious 
ancestors  who  left  us  such  a  marvelous  legacy. 
We  hope  that  you  will  sec  as  they  saw  and  feel  as 
they  felt. 

The  stories  contained  in  these  pages  should  be 
included  in  your  family  home  evenings,  in  your 
church  talks,  and  in  your  private  conversations. 
Parents  should  teach  them  to  their  children  that  the 
legacy  may  continue.  Through  these  pages  we 
will  become  better  acquainted  with  each  other  and 
learn  to  appreciate  and  love  each  other  more  fully 
Truly,  wc  are  a  blessed  family  and  the  watchful 
eve  of  the  Almighty  is  over  us.  encouraging  us 
through  his  divine  spirit  to  honor  our  worthy 
ancestors  through  the  lives  we  live 

The  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  was  a  great 
motivating  force  in  their  lives.  Because  of  their 
testimony  of  the  restoration  of  Christ's  true  church 
through  the  Prophet  Joseph  Smith,  they  were 
willing  to  sacrifice  all  that  they  possessed,  even 
their  lives  when  necessary,  to  help  build  God's 
Kingdom  here  on  earth  and  adv  ance  the  cause  of 
Zion. 

It  was  and  is  their  desire  that  in  the  eternities, 
we  who  are  their  descendants  will  be  worthy  to 
join  with  them  and  dwell  with  them  in  the 
mansions  that  God  has  prepared  for  those  who  are 
faithful,  that  we  may  forever  be  together  as  an 
eternal  family. 

By  Dallas  Earl  Murdoch.  Editor 
September  25.  1998 
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It  is  good  to  look  to  the 

past  to  gain  appreciation  for 
the  present  and  perspective 
for  the  future.    It  is  good  to 
look  upon  the  virtues  of  those 
>who  have  gone  before,  to  gain 
strength  £or  whatever  lies 
aheadTlt  is  good  to  reflect  up- 
on the  work  of  those  who 
labored  so  hard  and  gained  so 
little  in  this  world,  but  out  of 
whose  dreams  and  early  plans, 
so  well  nurtured,  has  come  a 
great  harvest  of  which  we  are 
|  the  beneficiaries.  Their  tremen- 
f  dous  example  can  become  a  com- 
pelling motivation  for  us  all, 
for  each  of  us  is  a  pioneer  in 

his   OWn  Ute/'        PreS.gordon  6.  Hinckley 
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SECTION  ONE 

HISTORIES  OF  THE  ANCESTORS 

of 
BRIGHAM  AND  THOMAS  TODD  MURDOCH 

CHAPTER  ONE 

GENEALOGIES  OF  THE  JAMES  MURDOCH  ANCESTORS 

Editors  Note:   This  chapter  includes  brief  histories  and  family  information  about  the  direct  ancestors  of 
James  Murdoch,  the  father  of  John  Murray  Murdoch  and  grandfather  of  Brigham  and  Thomas  Todd 
Murdoch.   Those  children  who  are  direct  ancestors  of  this  line  have  an  (X)  designation  next  to  their  name. 

JAMES  MURDOCHS  FATHERS  GENEALOGY 

1  -  JOHN  MURDOCH  and  WIFE.  John  Murdoch  was  born  about  1676.  The  first  records  that  have 
been  found  so  far  have  established  them  living  in  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.  His  wife  went  by  the 
name  of  Mrs.  John  Murdoch.   Neither  the  marriage  date  nor  the  name  of  his  wife  has  been  established  yet. 

Editors  Note:   The  children  of  John  Murdoch  and  his  wife  are  not  listed  here  primarily  because  of 
inaccuracies  in  the  records  that  are  currently  available.   It  is  known,  however,  mat  this  couple  are  the 
parents  of  Robert  Murdoch.   This  information  is  from  the  Auchinleck  Parish  Register,  film  #  (102812). 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Robert  Murdoch  (X)  Chr  -  14  Mar  1712,  Murdoch's  town,  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 

Married  -  02  Jun  1737,  to  Margaret  Wylie,  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire, 

Scotland  (Film  #  102812) 

2  -  ANDREW  and  JEAN  MUCKLE  WYLIE  (102837). 


31  May  1703,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837) 
06  Jun  1705,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837) 
06  Feb  1707,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837) 

-  04  Oct  1708 
10  Oct  1708,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837) 

-  27  Aug  1710 
31  Aug  1710,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837) 

-  14  Nov  1714 

23  Nov  1714,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837) 
23  Nov  1714,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 

-  23  Dec  1716,  Kilmarnock  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837) 
Robert  Murdoch,  02  Jun  1737.  (102812) 

-  27  Nov  1781  (102812) 

(9)  -  William  Wylie  Born  -  29  Jul  1719,  Kilmarnock,  Ayrshire,  Scodand 

Chr  -  06  Aug  1719,  Kilmarnock  Parish  (102837) 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Jean  Wylie 

Chr- 

(2)  -  Janet  Wylie 

Chr- 

(3)  -  Agnes  Wylie 

Chr- 

(4)  -  Mary  Wylie 

Born 

Chr- 

(5)  -  Andrew  Wylie 

Born 

Chr- 

(6)  -  Janet  Wylie 

Born 

Chr- 

(7)  -  Wylie  (female) 

Chr- 

(8)  -  Margaret  Wylie  (X) 

Born 

Md- 

Died 

3  -  ROBERT  and  MARGARET  WYLIE  MURDOCH.  Robert  Murdoch  was  born  March  14,  1712,  at 
Murdoch's  town,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.  (Film  #  102812).  He  died  on  November  9,  1792,  at  Commondyke, 
Ayrshire,  Scotland.  (Source;  letter  in  possession  of  Janet  0.  Gill;  tells  of  death  and  funeral). 

He  was  united  in  marriage  to  Margaret  Wylie,  June  2,  1737,  at  Auchinlech,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
(102812).  She  was  the  daughter  of  Andrew  and  Jean  Muckle  Wylie  and  was  born  23  December  1716,  at 
Kilmarnock,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102837).   Margaret  Wylie  Murdoch  was  the  eighth  child  of  nine 
children. 


CHILDREN:  (film  #  (102812): 

(1)  -Janet  Murdoch 

(2)  -  Jane  Murdoch 

(3)  -  Ann  Murdoch 

(4)  -  John  Murdoch 

(5)  -  Robert  Murdoch 

(6)  -  James  Murdoch  (X) 


Chr  -  22  Apr  1738,  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102812) 

Chr  -  26  Nov  1744,  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 

Married  -  William  Howat 

Born  -  abt  1746,  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 

Married  -  John  Logan 

Born  -  abt  1748,  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 

Married  -  (1)  Isabella  Sharp 

Born  -  abt  1750,  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 

Married  -  Grizzle  Braidfoot 

Born  -  abt  1752,  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 

Married  -  (1)  -  to  Janet  Osborne  on  08  Feb  1781  (102812) 

Married  -  (2)  -  to  Veronica  Kirkland  on  18  Jun  1802  (102812) 


4  -  JAMES  and  JANET  OSBORNE  MURDOCH.    James  Murdoch  was  born  about  1752,  in 
Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland,  the  son  of  Robert  and  Margaret  Wylie  Murdoch.   He  was  united  in 
marriage  to  Janet  Osborne,  the  daughter  of  James  Osborne  and  his  wife  (not  known),  February  8,  1781 ,  at 
Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland,  (Film  #  102812).   He  died  in  1846,  at  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
(Parish  record  102812).   He  was  the  sixth  child  of  six  children: 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Robert  Murdoch 

(2)  -  James  Murdoch  (X) 


(3)  -  William  Murdoch 

(4)  -  Margaret  Murdoch 


Born  -  abt  1784,  at  Commondyke  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

Married  -  Agnes  Aitken. 

Born  -  abt  1786,  at  Commondyke  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

Married  -  Mary  Murray ,  1 0  Jan  1811. 

Died  -  Oct  20,  1831,  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(William  Murdoch  record,  book  compiled  1878). 

Born  -  abt  1788,  at  Commondyke  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

He  never  married.   Died  06  July,  1862. 

Born  -  abt  1790,  at  Commondyke  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

Married  Andrew  McTurk.   She  died  31  May,  1862. 


JAMES  MURDOCHS  MOTHERS  GENEALOGY. 

1  -    LAWRENCE  and  JEAN  WATSON  OSBORNE.   Lawrence  Osborne  was  born  about  1645,  and 
was  of  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.  (Parents  not  known).   He  married  Jean  Watson  Aug  1670, 
Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland  (102855  Ochiltree  Parish). 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Robert  Osborne  (X) 


(2)  -  James  Osborne 

(3)  -  Janet  Osborne 

(4)  -  Alexander  Osborne 


Chr  -  22  May  1671,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland).  (102855  Parish  Reg). 

Married  -  Margaret  Osborne,  29  Nov  1691,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire, 

Scotland.   (102855  Ochiltree,  Parish  Reg.) 

Chr  -  07  Oct  1677,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

Chr  -  04  Jul  1680,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

Chr  -  18  Feb  1683,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 


2  -    ROBERT  and  MARGARET  OSBORNE.      Robert  Osborne,  of  Stair,  Ayrshire  Scotland,  was  chr. 
22  May  1671 ,  at  Ochiltree  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   He  was  the  son  of  Lawrence  Osborne  and  Jean 
Watson.   He  married  Margaret  Osborne  November  29,  1691,  at  Ochiltree  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Margaret  Osborne  was  chr.  23  Jun  1672,  at  Ochiltree  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   No  parents  listed. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Allan  Osborne  (X) 

(2)  -  Robert  Osborne 

(3)  -  Janet  Osborne 


Born  -  abt.  1693,  of  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   (Wife  is  unknown.) 

Chr  -  23  Jun  1695,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102855,  Ochiltree  Parish  Reg) 

Chr  -  01  May  1698,  Chalmerston,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102855  Ochiltree  Parish  Reg.). 


3  -    ALLAN  OSBORNE  and  WIFE.  Allan  Osborne  was  born  about  1693.   He  was  of  Ochiltree, 
Ayrshire,  Scotland,  and  the  son  of  Robert  Osborne,  and  wife,  Margaret.   Robert  was  of  Stair,  Ayrshire, 
Scotland.   Allan  Osborne  and  his  wife  have  four  children: 


CHILDREN:  (102855  Ochiltree,  Parish  Reg) 

(1)  -  Jean  Osborne  Chr  -  03  May  1719,  at  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(2)  -  Helen  Osborne  Chr  -  14  May  1721,  Boxtown,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(3)  -  William  Osborne  Chr  -  Apr  24  1726,  Boogstown,  Ochiltree,  Scotland. 

(4)  -  James  Osborne  (X)  Chr  -  15  Mar  1730,  Boxtown,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

4  -  JAMES  OSBORNE  and  WIFE.  James  Osborne  was  born  15  March,  1730,  at  Boxtown,  Ochiltree, 
Ayrshire,  Scotland,  chr.  Mar  15,  1730.  (102755  Auckinleck  Parish,  Ayrshire,  Scotland).  He  was  the  son 
of  Allen  Osborne  and  wife  (unknown).  James  wife's  name  is  unknown.  They  had  eight  children. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Allan  Osborne 

(2)  -  Janet  Osborne  (X) 

(3)  -  William  Osborne 

(4)  -  Robert  Osborne 

(5)  -  Elizabeth  Osborne 

(6)  -  Jean  Osborne 

(7)  -  James  Osborne 

(8)  -  John  Osborne 


Chr  -  08  Dec  1754  at  Fogston,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Chr  -  21  Apr  1756  at  Fogston,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Married  -  James  Murdoch,  08  February,  1781  (Film  #102812). 
Chr  -  25  Feb  1759  at  Tarbeg,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Chr  -  22  Feb  1761  at  Tarbeg,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Chr  -  15  May  1763  at  Tarbeg,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Chr  -  28  Aug  1765  at  Tarbeg,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Chr  -  17  Apr  1768  at  Tarbeg,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
Chr  -  05  Aug  1770  at  Tarbeg,  Ochiltree,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 


HISTORY  OF  JAMES  AND  MARY  MURRAY  MURDOCH 

James  Murdoch  was  born  abt  1786,  at  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   He  was  the  son  of  James 
Murdoch  and  Janet  Osborne.   He  married  Mary  Murray  10  Jan,  1811,  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland 
(102812  Auchinleck  Parish  reg).   She  was  the  daughter  of  John  Murray  and  Margaret  McCall. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Janet  Murdoch 


(2)  -  Mary  Murdoch 


(3)  -  James  Murdoch 


(4)  -  Veronica  Murdoch 


(5)  -  Mary  Murdoch 


(6)  -  John  Murray  (X) 


(7)  -  Margaret  Murdoch 


(8)  -  William  Murdoch 


Chr  -  29  Dec  181 1 ,  Boghead,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102812  Auchinleck  Parish  Reg). 

Married  -  Alexander  Smith,  20  Dec  1833,  (102812  Auckinleck  Parish) 

Died  -  28  Jun  1866  (350912).   (twelve  children) 

Born  -  16  Jun  1813,  Boghead,  Ayrshire,  Scotland, 

Chr  -  27  Jun  1813,  (102812  Auchinleck  Parish). 

Died  as  a  child. 

Chr  -  10  Aug  10  1814,  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102812  Auchinleck  Parish). 

Married  -  Margaret  McCall,  24  Nov  1841,  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire, 

Scotland.  (102812  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland). 

Died  -  12  Sep  1884.  (102812).   (nine  children) 

Chr  -  30  Jun  1816,  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102812,  Auchinleck  Parish  Reg). 

Married  -  George  Caldow  15  Feb  1839.  Muirkirk,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102853  Muirkirk  Parish  Reg) 

Died  -  04  Oct  1908.  (26030).   They  had  eleven  children. 

Chr  -  08  Nov  1818,  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102856,  Old  Cumnock  Parish  Reg,  Old  Cumnock,  Ayrshire,  Scotland). 

Married  -  Allen  Mair,  04  Jun  1841,  Cronberry,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102812,  Auchinleck  Parish  Reg,  Ayrshire,  Scotland). 

Died  -  05  Dec  1900,  (483507).  They  had  nine  children. 

Born  -  28  Dec  1820,  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

Chr  -  21  Jan  1821,  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102812  Auchinleck  Parish) 

Married  -  (1)  Ann  Steele  25  Feb  1848.   (15  children) 

(102322  Kirkconnel  Parish  Dumfriesshire.  Scotland). 

Married  -  (2)  Isabella  Crawford,  09  Aug  1862,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 

(183395  Special  Collections;  sealings,  End  House  records).   (7  children) 

Died  -  06  May  1910,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah  (26030). 

Born  -  30  Dec  1822,  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland, 

(102812  Auckinleck  Parish  Reg,  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland). 

Died  young. 

Born  -  03  July  3,  1825,  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

(102812  Auchinleck  Parish  Reg). 

Married  -  (1)  Janet  Lennox,  23  Jun  1846,  (102812  Auchinleck  Paris 

Reg),   (four  children)  She  died  20  Dec,  1877. 

Married  -  (2)  Christina  Graham,  29  Jun  1882.   (divorced) 

Married  -  (3)  Mary  Reid,  26  Nov  1887.   (three  children) 

Died  -  12  Mar  1913  (026988  Deseret  News  Mar  12,  1913). 


CHAPTER  TWO 
STORY  OF  MARY  MURRAY  MURDOCH  (WEE  GRANNY) 

AND  HER  6,000  MILE  TRIP  TO  ZION. 

Editor's  Note:  This  story  is  written  in  first  person  by  Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch  Garrett,  a  great-grand-daughter. 


I  was  born  in  the  little  village  of  Glencairn, 
Dumfries,  Scotland,  October  13,  1782  --  213 
years  ago  (as  of  the  present  time,  July  14, 
1995).   My  father's  name  was  John  Murray,  my 
mother  was  Margaret  McCall.   I  was  the  third 
child  of  fourteen  children.   I  had  three  sisters: 
Grizzel,  Jane,  and  Margaret,  and  ten  brothers: 
Thomas  (died  as  a  child),  John  (died  as  a  child), 
and  William,  Adam,  John,  Campbell,  Hugh, 
George,  Thomas,  and  William  that  lived  to 
adulthood. 

I  was  married  to  James  Murdoch,  January 
10,  1811,  at  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
We  had  eight  children  -  three  sons:  James, 
John,  and  William  and  five  daughters:  Janet, 
Mary,  (who  died  as  an  infant),  Veronica,  Mary, 
and  Margaret.   They  were  obedient,  hard 
working,  and  loving  children.   We  loved  our 
children;  they  were  a  joy  to  us. 

My  husband,  James,  was  born  about  1786,  at 
Commondyke,  Ayrshire  Scotland.   He  was  the 
second  child  of  James  Murdoch  and  Janet 
Osborne.  They  had  four  children:  Robert, 
James,  William  and  Margaret.   All  the  children 
were  born  at  Commondyke,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 

My  husband,  James,  worked  at  a  coal  mine 
located  at  Gaswater  that  was  called  the  Lime 
Works.  We  rented  a  house  near  his  work.  We 
were  poor,  work  was  hard  to  find,  and  wages 
were  low,  about  $1.00  a  day.  Although  we  were 
blessed  to  have  work,  we  had  a  hard  time  to 
provide  for  our  family,  but  we  were  happy. 

On  October  20,  1831,  I  received  terrible 
news:  my  James  had  been  killed  at  the  mine  by 
poison  gas,  or  black  damp,  as  it  was  called.  A 
young  man,  George  Baird,  who  lived  at  Dalford, 
a  little  village  close  by,  had  come  to  see  the  new 
mine  shaft  that  had  just  been  dug  (about  25  feet 
deep)  and  was  operated  by  a  windlass.  Being  a 
curious  young  man,  he  wanted  to  ride  on  the 
windlass  and  see  how  deep  the  mine  was.  After 
he  got  so  far  down,  they  noticed  that  he  had 


fallen  out  of  the  bucket  and  something  was 
wrong.   The  alarm  was  sounded  and  James  went 
to  rescue  him  and  also  collapsed.   They  both 
were  overcome  by  the  poisonous  gas.   By  the 
time  efforts  could  be  made  to  disperse  the  damp 
foul  air  and  bring  their  bodies  up,  my  James  and 
the  young  lad's  lives  were  snuffed  out.  The 
provider  and  the  father  of  my  family  was  gone. 
I  was  devastated.  What  a  sad  and  sorrowful 
family  we  were.   I  was  left  with  six  living 
children  of  my  own,  and  an  orphaned  niece, 
Margaret,  she  being  four  years  old.  The  other's 
ages  ranged  from  ages  6  -  20  years  old. 

We  lived  in  an  area  where  most  of  the 
people  were  farmers  and  raised  sheep  and  other 
stock.  There  was  a  law  in  Scotland  that  the  boys 
under  10  years  of  age  could  not  work  at  the  mine 
unless  they  could  read  and  write.   The  children 
and  I  had  to  work  for  other  people  to  provide  for 
our  family.  Janet,  our  first  child,  was  twenty 
years  old  when  her  father  died.  She  was  born 
December  8,  1811,  at  Boghead,  Ayrshire, 
Scotland.  She  was  named  for  her  grandmother, 
Janet  Osborne,  (my  mother-in-law).  Being  the 
eldest  child,  she  was  a  great  help  around  the 
home.  She  was  a  good  hand  sewer  and  worked 
for  other  people  in  the  fields  or  whatever  work 
she  could  find.   Two  years  after  her  father  died, 
Janet  married  Alexander  Smith,  a  good  man,  on 
December  20,  1833.  They  lived  at  Birnieknowe, 
about  three  miles  from  Gaswater.   He  also  was  a 
miner  in  the  coal  mines  about  three  miles  away. 
They  had  twelve  children.  Two  died  under  eight 
years  of  age  and  five  more  died  under  age  of 
35.  Circumstances  were  very  poor  for  this  good 
family.  Alexander  had  an  asthmatic  condition 
and  wasn't  very  well. 

Mary,  our  second  child,  was  born  16  June, 
1813,  in  Boghead,  Ayrshire.  We  were  so  happy 
over  another  girl,  but  she  wasn't  with  us  long. 
She  died  as  an  infant  and  is  buried  near  here. 

James,  our  third  child,  was  born  July  29, 


1814,  in  Gas  water,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   He  was 
named  after  his  father.   At  seventeen,  being  the 
oldest  boy,  he  became  the  man  of  the  family. 
He  worked  with  his  brother,  John,  doing  repairs 
on  the  mine  at  Lugar  in  1851 .  He  married  a  lady 
by  the  name  of  Margaret  McCall  (the  same  name 
as  his  grandmother,  Margaret  McCall)  at 
Leadhills,  Dumfriesshire  Parish,  Scotland, 
where  his  wife  was  born.   Before  November  7, 
1853,  James  had  moved  his  family  to  Glasgow, 
Lanark,  Scotland.   They  had  nine  children  -  all 
sons.  James  and  Margaret  had  much  sorrow  in 
their  lives.   Five  of  their  sons  died  before 
reaching  the  age  of  twenty  seven.   Margaret,  his 
wife,  died  about  1880.  James  was  a  very  lonely 
man  after  his  wife's  death.   He  died  September 
12,  1884,  in  Glasgow. 

Veronica,  the  fourth  child,  was  born  June 
30,  1816,  at  Gas  water,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   She 
was  a  kind,  gentle  person  and  a  hard  worker. 
She  adapted  herself  to  all  kinds  of  hard  work. 
She  went  to  work  for  others  at  an  early  age.   In 
the  winter,  she  would  attend  school  where  she 
could  learn  to  read  and  write,  spell,  and  do 
numbers.   It  was  customary  for  the  women  who 
were  working  on  the  farms  to  feed  and  milk  the 
cows.   They  also  cut  and  raked  the  hay  and  grain 
and  made  the  butter  and  cheese,  as  most  of  the 
men  worked  at  the  mines.   The  grain  was  cut 
with  a  sickle  and  the  hay  cut  with  a  scythe.   All 
the  work  had  to  be  done  by  hand.   It  was  very 
hard  work  and  a  very  slow  process.   The  fields 
were  surrounded  by  hills  covered  with  wild 
heather  and  they  were  beautiful  during  July  and 
August  when  it  was  in  full  bloom.   It  was  also 
the  chief  supply  of  food  for  the  sheep  and  cattle 
which  grazed  on  the  hills  most  of  the  year. 

Veronica  married  George  Caldow  on 
February  15,  1839.   They  had  eleven  children: 
Mary,  George,  James,  John,  Alexander, 
William,  Thomas,  Joseph,  David,  Brigham,  and 
Nephi.   She  was  left  a  widow  and  worked 
diligently  to  raise  her  family  and  provide  for 
their  needs. 

Mary,  the  fifth  child,  was  born  October  3, 
1818  at  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.  She  had 
to  work  in  die  fields  also  to  help  provide  for  the 
family.  Mary  learned  to  knit  and  helped  knit  the 
family  stockings.   She  and  her  sister,  Veronica, 
were  in  the  same  room  at  school.  She  didn't 
attend  school  very  long,  but  did  learn  to  read  and 


write,  spell  and  count.  She  was  a  strong  and 
healthy  woman  and  she  was  efficient  in  all  kinds 
of  women's  work.   She  had  a  happy  disposition. 
She  attracted  the  attention  of  a  steady  young  man 
in  the  neighborhood  by  the  name  of  Allen  Mair 
and  they  were  married  June  4,  1841 .   Allen, 
being  a  very  steady,  industrious  young  man  and  a 
willing  worker,  and  Mary,  being  of  a  frugal- 
saving  disposition,  were  soon  comfortably  settled 
down  in  a  little  cottage  with  simple  furnishings 
and  were  happy  and  contented  with  their  lot  in 
life.   They  had  nine  children:  John,  James, 
Allan,  Matthew  (who  died  as  a  child),  William, 
(who  died  as  a  child),  Mary,  Janet,  (who  died  as 
a  child),  Andrew,  and  Alexander. 

John  Murray  Murdoch  was  born  December 
28,  1820,  at  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   He 
was  only  10  years  old  when  his  father  died.   He 
went  to  work  at  a  very  young  age.   All  the 
children  who  were  old  enough  were  working  at 
some  kind  of  job.   John  had  been  herding  sheep 
on  the  bonnie  heathered  hills  around  the  area  at 
this  time.   He  herded  sheep  until  he  became  very 
professional.   When  he  was  about  19  years  old, 
he  obtained  work  in  a  local  coal  mine,  as  it 
offered  more  pay.   He  was  a  good,  loving, 
considerate  son  and  contributed  to  our  welfare 
through  the  years.   He  lived  with  me  until  he  met 
a  fine  young  girl,  Ann  Steele,  and  they  were 
married  February  24,  1848.   They  had  fifteen 
children,  but  six  died  under  six  years  of  age. 

Margaret,  born  30  December  1822,  at 
Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland,  was  our  seventh 
child  and  died  in  childhood. 

William,  our  eighth  child,  was  born  July  3, 
1825,  at  Gaswater,  Ayrshire,  Scotland.   He  was 
christened  July  24,  1825,  in  the  Parish  church  at 
Auchinleck.   He  was  six  years  old  when  his 
father  died.   As  soon  as  he  was  old  enough  to 
handle  a  small  herd  of  sheep  on  the  bonnie 
heathered  hills  close  by,  he  was  hired  out  to  do 
that  kind  of  work  -  as  were  his  brothers  and 
sisters  before  him  -  to  help  provide  for  the 
family.   He  went  to  school  during  the  winter  and 
learned  to  read  and  write  and  do  numbers.   I 
provided  him  with  yarn  and  taught  him  to  knit, 
and,  while  herding  sheep,  he  would  knit 
stockings  for  the  family.   Wages  being  very  poor 
for  farm  workers,  he  went  to  work  in  the  mines 
when  he  was  about  twenty  years  old,  this  being 
the  only  work  available  in  the  area  other  than  the 


farm  work.    He  was  a  steady,  sober  man,  very 
dependable,   trustworthy,  and  a  willing  worker. 
At  age  21 ,  he  found  a  very  choice  young  lady 
named  Janet  Lennox.   They  were  married  June 
23,  1846,  at  Old  Cumnoek,  Ayrshire,  Scotland. 
It  wasn't  long  until  he  beeame  the  manager  in 
one  o\'  the  eoal  pits  owned  by  the  Eglinton  Coal 
and  Iron  Company.   He  beeame  a  well  respected 
man  in  the  village  of  Muirkirk  in  Ayrshire, 
Scotland. 

They  had  six  children:   Elizabeth  died  at  age 
seventeen,  James  D.,  David  Lennox,  Mary 
(who  died  at  eleven  days),  Janet  and  Margaret. 
William's  wife,  Janet  Lennox,  died  on  December 
20th,  1877,  and  he  later  married  Mary  Reid 
Lindsey,  a  widow  with  four  children.   William 
and  Mary  Lindsey  had  three  children:   William 
Louis,  Mary  Murray,  and  Lizziebell. 

This  is  the  account  of  my  children  up  to  this 
point.  Now  I  will  go  back  and  relate  additional 
information  on  our  lives. 

Within  a  few  years  after  my  husband, 
James's,  death,  with  the  help  of  the  children,  we 
had  saved  enough  money  to  build  a  small 
cottage.   It  was  of  rough  stone,  with  a  thatched 
roof,  and  stood  among  the  heathered  hills  close 
by.   All  the  children  tried  to  help  in  any  way  they 
could.   Much  love  and  happiness  filled  our 
home.   I  washed  clothes  on  the  scrubbing  board 
with  a  tub  and  plenty  of  water  and  handmade 
soap.  It  was  wonderful  to  have  our  own  little 
home.   I  taught  my  children  how  to  work,  to  be 
thrifty,  to  love  truth,  to  love  each  other  and  to 
love  their  kin  and  home.   The  boys  learned  to 
knit  and  help  around  home,  and  went  to  work  at 
such  a  young  age.   I  taught  the  girls  the  arts  of 
homemaking,  to  keep  a  clean  house,  sewing, 
knitting  and  how  to  work  in  the  fields.   At  times, 
I  worked  with  them.  We  had  to  know  how  to 
work  in  order  to  survive,  because  times  were 
very  hard.   There  were  times  when  all  we  had  to 
eat  were  potatoes  and  salt.   They  all  attended 
school  when  possible  and  learned  to  read,  write, 
and  do  numbers,  and  they  were  all  eager  to 
learn.  We  attended  our  local  Presbyterian 
Church.   I  watched  them  grow  and  choose 
worthy  mates  of  their  own  and  from  my  own 
fireside  go.   By  1850,  all  my  children  were 
married. 

It  was  about  that  time  that  my  daughter-in- 
law's  brother,  James  Steele  (who  lived  in 


England),  wanting  to  share  this  new-found 
doctrine  of  the  restored  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ 
with  his  family,  came  for  a  visit.    At  this  time, 
John  and  Ann,  who  were  married  on  February 
24,  1848,  had  gone  to  live  with  her  parents  on 
their  small  farm  in  Kirkconnell.   They  now  had 
two  children,  Elizabeth  and  James.  John  and 
Ann  readily  accepted  the  teachings  of  the 
restored  gospel. 

After  James  went  back  to  England,  he  sent 
the  missionaries  to  teach  them.   My  daughter, 
Mary,  had  married  Allen  Mair  on  June  4,  1841 . 
They  lived  about  a  mile  or  more  away.   Church 
meetings  were  being  held  in  various  homes. 
Many  were  held  in  my  own  home.  Mary 
attended  meetings  in  my  home  and  accepted  the 
gospel,  also.  John  found,  to  his  surprise,  that 
these  teachings  were  far  in  advance  of  the 
religious  teachings  of  the  churches  he  had  been 
attending.   He  was  well -acquainted  with  the 
creeds  of  the  Catholic  and  Protestant  churches, 
teachings  that  were  so  different  from  the  gospel, 
as  taught  by  the  Elders  about  Jesus  Christ  and  his 
Apostles  as  recorded  in  the  New  Testament.   We 
were  privileged  to  have  the  gospel  taught  to  us 
and  John  and  Ann  joined  the  church  on 
November  29,  1850. 

As  we  were  taught,  we  recognized  it  had  the 
answers  to  the  things  quoted  in  the  Bible  that 
weren't  found  in  the  other  churches  we  had  been 
studying.   We  studied  the  scriptures  more  and 
prayed  over  this  matter  before  accepting  baptism 
in  this  new  church.  My  daughter,  Veronica,  and 
I  waited  and  studied  more  about  this  new 
doctrine  and  prayed  about  it.   We,  too,  were 
convinced  this  was  the  true  church  of  Jesus 
Christ  and  patterned  after  the  church  Christ  had 
set  up  while  he  was  on  this  earth. 

I  was  baptized  on  December  22,  1851,  and 
confirmed  the  23  of  December,  1851 ,  when  I 
was  67  years  old.   My  daughter,  Veronica,  was 
baptized  on  September,  1852,  when  she  was  35 
years  old. 

In  1850,  Franklin  D.  Richards,  President  of 
the  British  Mission,  had  been  asked  by  Brigham 
Young  to  find  two  Scottish  sheep  herders  with 
dogs  to  come  to  Utah  to  herd  his  sheep.  My  son, 
John  M.,  was  a  professional  sheep  herder.   A 
fellow  convert,  a  brother  Calvin,  was  chosen  to 
go  with  John  M.   On  January  1 ,  1852,  both 
families  boarded  the  train  for  Liverpool, 
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England.  It  was  so  hard  to  bid  loved  ones  and 
friends  farewell.   America  was  so  far  away! 

Life  went  on  and  after  awhile,  I  heard  from 
John  and  Ann.  The  trip  had  taken  longer  than  it 
should  have,  due  to  storms  that  had  delayed  them 
in  England.  It  took  nine  weeks  to  go  from 
Liverpool  to  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi  River, 
where  the  ship  became  stuck  on  a  sand  bar. 
They  were  finally  transferred  to  a  steamboat  and 
started  up  the  river  to  St.  Louis.   Food  was 
scarce.  All  they  had  to  eat  was  oatmeal  and 
brackish  river  water.   Little  James  died  from 
lack  of  proper  food  and  was  buried  in  a  wood 
yard  on  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi  River. 
When  they  reached  St.  Louis,  little  Elizabeth 
died.  Their  hearts  were  broken. 

Their  trek  across  the  plains  was  by  an  ox 
team  pulling  a  covered  wagon  with  a  group  of 
many  wagons  and  people.   It  was  a  long  and 
dusty  trip.   They  acknowledged  the  Lord's  hand 
in  all  things  that  transpired.   All  they  wanted  was 
to  get  to  Zion,  where  they  could  worship  the 
Lord,  live  his  teachings  (which  had  just  been 
restored  through  the  Prophet  Joseph  Smith)  and 
leave  behind  the  persecution  they  had  received 
before  leaving  Scotland. 

"The  Journey" 

Early  in  1856,  we  received  a  letter  from 
John  and  Ann,  with  the  money  for  Ann's 
brother,  James  Steele,  and  his  family  and  me  to 
come  to  Zion  also.   It  was  wonderful!   Now  at 
last  we  could  be  free  from  persecutions  that  we 
were  receiving  from  people  we  thought  to  be  our 
good  friends.  By  this  time,  all  my  children  were 
married  and  my  daughter,  Margaret,  had  died. 
The  rest  of  my  children  were  saving  to  come  to 
Zion,  also. 

The  day  finally  came  and  we  took  the  train 
to  Liverpool,  England.   Some  of  our  friends  and 
families  were  still  trying  to  discourage  us  from 
leaving.   We  sailed  on  the  ship,  "Horizon",  on 
May  25,  1856.   Each  morning  we  were 
awakened  by  5:00  AM  to  prepare  for  the  day  and 
join  in  morning  prayer  with  the  other  Saints  and 
have  our  breakfast.   There  were  576  of  our 
group  to  be  looked  after  and  fed.  This  is  the 
pattern  we  followed  each  morning  as  we  crossed 
the  ocean. 

We  arrived  at  New  York  on  July  8,  1856.  It 


had  taken  about  twenty  six  days  crossing  the 
ocean.   When  we  landed,  we  took  the  train  to 
Iowa  City,  Iowa.   It  took  us  three  weeks  for  the 
train  to  come  to  Iowa  City,  as  this  was  as  far  as 
the  railroad  went  at  this  time.   The  train  fare  was 
$1 1.00  per  person. 

Here  we  received  our  handcarts  and  supplies 
under  the  direction  of  Brother  Edward  Martin, 
who  was  just  returning  from  a  mission  to 
England.   He  had  helped  us  in  England  to 
prepare  for  our  journey  to  die  West.   There  were 
146  hand  carts  that  were  divided  among  576 
people.  There  were  also  seven  wagons  to  each 
group.   Thirty  oxen  and  50  cows  and  beef  cattle 
were  also  assigned  each  group.   We  were 
allowed  seventeen  pounds  of  clothing  and 
bedding.   We  were  divided  into  groups  of  about 
100  persons,  each  with  a  sub-captain  over  each 
group,  as  a  third  of  the  hundred  people  were 
mostly  from  Scotland.   Each  hundred  people 
were  allowed  twenty  persons  to  a  tent.   The  tents 
were  large  and  round.   One  cart  was  allowed  for 
every  five  persons.  James  Steele  and  his  family 
and  I  were  allowed  one  cart.   The  strength  of  die 
company  was  equalized  as  much  as  possible  by 
distributing  the  young  able-bodied  men  among 
the  different  families  to  help  diem. 

We  left  Iowa  City  on  July  28,  1856.  The 
roads  across  Iowa  were  good,  but  it  was  hot  and 
dusty.  Fortunately,  we  had  few  difficulties.   A 
few  travelers  dropped  out  en  route,  either  to  wait 
for  better  traveling  or  to  quit  the  project  entirely. 
The  journey  to  Florence,  Nebraska,  277  miles 
away,  was  made  in  a  little  less  man  four  weeks. 
We  arrived  on  August  22.   Here  we  stopped  for 
repairs.  We  were  delayed  longer  than  expected 
because  so  many  carts  required  new  axles.  The 
Company  left  from  Cutler's  Park  camp,  two  and 
one  half  miles  west  of  Florence  and  the  Missouri 
River  on  August  27th. 

From  there  we  traveled  along  the  Piatt  River 
to  Scotts  Bluff,  Nebraska.   The  newspaper  there 
stated  that  they  were  very  impressed  with  these 
people  who  conducted  themselves  very  well  and 
were  well  organized.   Also,  a  news  report  from 
New  York,  by  special  correspondent,  stated  that 
the  handcarts  could  travel  much  faster  and 
further  in  one  day  than  those  coming  by  ox  team: 
"It  is  impossible  to  restrain  our  admiration  of 
their  self-sacrifice  and  devotion  to  the  principles 
of  their  faith. "  At  this  time  people  were  advising 
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us  not  to  start  on  the  last  part  of  our  trip  over  the 
mountains,  so  it  was  put  to  a  vote  of  the  people 
whether  to  stay  or  to  journey  on.   The  people 
voted  to  go  on.  Little  did  we  know  what  was  to 
lie  ahead  of  us.   As  we  came  near  Grand  Island  , 
Nebraska,  there  were  big  herds  of  buffalo,  which 
stampeded  our  cattle.   The  Martin  Handcart 
group  lost  many  head  of  their  cattle. 

We  continued  to  follow  the  Platte  River.   As 
we  came  closer  to  Scotts  Bluff,  Nebraska,  our  17 
pounds  of  clothing  and  bedding  weren't  enough 
to  keep  us  warm.   We  had  to  leave  some  of  our 
surplus  clothes  and  bedding.   We  could  see  the 
snow  in  the  mountains  ahead.   Our  food  supply 
was  getting  low,  also.   We  were  to  get  rations  at 
Fort  Laramie,  which  was  still  some  distance 
ahead.   Due  to  strenuous  conditions,  James 
Steele  was  becoming  weaker;  he  hadn't  been 
feeling  well  for  sometime.   He  had  been  so 
strong  and  did  most  of  the  pulling  of  the  hand 
cart.   There  were  two  at  a  time  pulling  the  hand 
cart.  We  had  all  taken  our  turns  at  times.   The 
children  were  so  small.  We  were  all  getting  so 
tired  and  it  was  so  cold.   Even  though  I  was  74 
years  of  age,  I  had  walked  most  of  the  way  and 
helped  pull  and  push  the  handcart.   I  was  getting 
so  very  tired.  We  didn't  have  much  food,  and 
we  were  all  getting  weaker. 

Then  an  early  winter  storm  came  upon  us. 
The  wind  was  blowing.   There  was  hail,  dirt, 
and  then  a  lot  of  snow.   We  tried  to  make  camp, 
but  the  ground  was  so  frozen  we  couldn't  drive 
the  stakes  into  the  ground  to  put  up  our  tents. 
The  snow  was  getting  deeper.   We  were  in  the 
shadow  of  Chimney  Rock,  but  it  couldn't  shield 
us  from  the  weather.   The  camp  was  made  as 


good  as  could  be  expected  under  these 
conditions.   The  company  had  to  lay  over  a  few 
days  to  rest,  as  many  were  too  weary  and  sick  to 
travel . 

On  the  morning  of  October  3,  1856,  word 
was  sent  through  the  camp  that  sister  Mary 
Murray  Murdoch  (Wee  Granny),  and  many 
others,  had  passed  away  during  the  night  from 
hardships  brought  on  from  the  lack  of  food, 
weariness,  exposure  to  severe  cold,  and  snowy 
weather.   Those  who  were  with  her  stated  she 
was  brave  through  all  her  trials  and  didn't 
murmur  or  complain.   Her  last  words  were, 
would  they  tell  her  son,  John,  "I  died  with  my 
face  toward  Zion. " 

She  is  a  true  pioneer.  She  loved  her  Savior 
and  gave  her  life  -  to  seal  her  testimony  to  the 
truthfulness  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  and 
that  it  is  a  precious  thing  to  possess.   To  her 
posterity,  what  a  heritage  she  has  left  us!  Let 
usgive  honor  to  her  memory  by  living  the 
commandments  and  preparing  our  lives  and 
ourchildren's  lives,  to  be  worthy  of  being  with 
her  in  the  Celestial  Kingdom  of  Heaven.  What 
great  blessings  re  in  store  for  us,  if  we  do. 
(James  Steele  ,  John  Murray  Murdoch's  brother- 
in-law,  died  at  Bitter  Creek,  Wyoming,  soon 
after). 

This  was  written  and  presented  August  4th 
and  5th,  1993,  by  her  great-granddaughter, 
Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch  Garrett,  honoring  Mary 
Murray  Murdoch  on  the  213th  year  of  her  birth. 
The  date  of  our  Murdoch  Reunion  honoring  Wee 
Granny  had  been  139  years  since  her  brave 
journey  to  the  Zion  of  which  she  wanted  so  much 
to  be  a  part. 


The  following  two  pages  (pp.  10,  11)  show  Vernon  Murdock's  illustration  of  handcart  pioneers  passing  by 
Chimney  Rock,  near  the  location  of  where  Wee  Granny  died  as  she  crossed  the  plains  with  the  Martin 
Handcart  Company. 


(Illustration  used  with  permission  of  Vernon  Murdoch  and  Eagle  Systems  International) 
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Tributes  to  Mary  Murray  Murdoch 


Sunrise  at  Chimney  Rock 


What  solemn  thoughts  pervade  the  soul 
As  on  this  scene  we  meditate, 
This  resting  place  for  wearied  Saints 
Tired,  travel  stained  and  desolate. 

This  scene  portrays  in  vivid  ways 
A  spot  made  dear  on  journey  drear 
By  handcart  means  in  early  days, 
A  halfway  place  on  journey  here. 

Impelled  by  faith  and  filled  with  hope 
That  soon  they'd  reach  the  appointed  place 
In  wed  to  toil,  with  trials  cope, 
To  Utah's  vales  they  set  their  face. 

But  some  along  this  dreary  road 
Worn  out  and  faint,  oft  fell  asleep 
Ere  they  could  reach  the  cherished  spot 
The  Valley  dear  and  friends  to  greet. 


Brave  honest  souls  at  early  morn 
As  pilgrims  in  a  holy  cause 
Who  dared  to  face  a  world  of  scorn 
To  obey  God's  call  and  keep  his  laws. 

Somewhere  around  the  stopping  place 
As  years  go  by  -  'tis  1857- 
Wee  Granny  died.   There  is  no  trace 
Of  earth's  abode;  her  soul's  in  Heaven. 

"Tell  John,"  she  said  as  she  lay  down 
Her  worn-out  frame  in  this  lone  place, 
"That  I  died  here,  but  with  my  face 
Turned  Zionwards,  the  cherished  place." 

Blest  be  their  names  with  fondest  love. 
We'll  cherish  aye  their  mem'ries  dear, 
Soon  we  may  meet  with  them  above 
And  greet  them  in  their  higher  sphere. 

David  L.  Murdoch 
December  24,  1914 


On  the  broad  plains  of  Nebraska  stands  a 

lonely  sentinel  — 
Majestic  Chimney  Rock!  what  stories  it 

could  tell. 
If  only  it  could  speak,  I'd  say, 

"Old  rock  do  you  recall, 
The  Mormon  handcart  pioneers 

who  came  late  in  the  fall 
Of  eighteen  hundred  fifty  six? 

One  of  the  Martin  band 
Was  my  little  Scottish  grandma, 

en  route  to  the  Promised  Land. 
On  the  purple  heathered  highland  she  had 

spent  her  childhood  days, 
There  she  won  a  fine  Scotch  laddie,  with 

her  sweet  and  winning  ways. 
Eight  wee  bairns  blessed  their  humble  home 

And  the  cup  of  happiness  they  quaffed 
When  the  brave,  kind  husband  tried  to 

save  a  dying  man  from  a  gas  filled  shaft. 


Both  lost  their  lives,  then  my  wee  granny 

raised  her  family  alone. 
She  taught  them  thrift,  and  work  and  love 

of  truth  and  kin  and  home. 
In  a  rough-stone  thatched  roofed 

cottage  she  watched  her  family  grow, 
And  saw  them  choose  mates  of  their  own 

and  from  her  fireside  go. 
In  1850,  the  elders  came  from  Christ's 

church  of  latter  days. 
The  gospel  in  its  fulness 

swelled  her  soul  with  joy  and  praise 
That  she  could  know  salvation's  plan 

while  still  she  lived  on  earth, 
And  with  some  of  their  children 

be  baptized  and  have  new  birth. 
As  time  passed  she  longed  for  Zion 

where  her  son  had  found  a  home. 
For  the  first  time  in  seventy-three  years 

Wee  Granny  began  to  roam. 
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She  bade  farewell  to  loved  ones, 

looked  last  at  the  bonnie  braes, 
A  lone,  but  happy  pilgrim 

she  set  out  upon  her  way. 
Across  the  wide  Atlantic 

in  a  sailing  vessel  tossed, 
From  New  York  on  to  Iowa, 

but  she  counted  not  the  cost 
On  her  frail  and  aging  body 

for  her  spirit  was  so  strong, 
And  she  felt  so  close  to  Utah 

she  could  travel  right  along. 
With  the  Martin  Handcart  Company, 

the  last  to  leave  her 

unhappy  lot  was  cast. 
Their  handcarts  broke,  their  food  was 

scarce,  they  felt  the  chilling  blast 

of  a  hard  and  early  winter 

but  bravely  they  went  along. 
In  their  hearts  a  prayer  to  God, 

and  on  their  lips  a  song. 
Perhaps  old  Chimney  Rock  would  speak 

with  the  voice  of  the  sighing  wind: 
"I  saw  that  last  brave  handcart  band 

and  my  stone  heart  wept  within. 
Scores  of  women,  children,  aged 

from  a  mild  and  gentle  land, 
Combating  hunger,  fear  and  weariness, 

t'was  more  than  the  strong  could  stand. 
At  my  side  those  brave  souls  huddled, 

sick  and  dying,  cold  and  weak, 
But  no  complaining  word  or  grumble 

did  I  ever  hear  them  speak. 


I  longed  to  reach  my  rough  arms  out 

and  lift  them  as  they  fell, 
But  they  sang  as  they  buried  their  many 

dead 
'All  is  well --All  is  well.'" 
I  lift  my  head  with  pride  and  reverence, 

my  Wee  Granny's  buried  at  your  feet, 
How  she  longed  to  enter  Utah, 

the  Saints  and  her  son  to  meet. 
She  was  never  known  to  murmur 

She  did  her  tasks  both  large  and  small. 
With  her  life  she  loved  the  gospel 

and  for  it  she  gave  her  all. 
When  her  weary  life  was  ebbing 

with  her  eyes  turned  to  the  west: 
Tell  my  son  John,  I  faced  Zion 

when  I  died,  he'll  know  the  rest.' 
She  truly  was  a  Saint, 

Chimney  Rock,  you're  the  monument  to 

show 
The  hallowed  ground  wherein  she  lies, 

you're  the  sign  to  make  us  know 
How  much  we  owe  Wee  Granny 

for  the  blessed  gospel  light. 
Oh,  may  we  never  fail  her 

but  keep  her  ideals  bright." 

Virginia  D.  Christensen 
Great-great-grand-daughter . 
Written  for  the  1956  reunion,  100  years 
after  Wee  Granny  passed  away. 
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Testimony  of  Surviving  Handcart  Pioneer 


Sharp  criticisms  of  the  church  leaders  was 
being  indulged  in,  some  wondered  why  the  Lord 
would  permit  these  people  to  freeze  their  limbs, 
yes,  and  lose  even  their  very  lives,  when  the 
Lord  could  control  the  elements  if  he  just  would. 
Others  felt  the  Lord  should  have  never  permitted 
the  saints  to  leave  so  late  in  the  year. 

One  man  in  a  class  said,  "Well,  I  am  a 
member  of  this  church,  I  can  go  along  with 
almost  anything  else,  but  this  subject  is  one  I  just 
get  hot  under  the  collar  about,  for  I  think  the 
Lord  was  not  quite  fair,  in  permitting  those 
people  to  leave  the  camp  and  come  West  so  late 
in  the  year." 

As  this  discussion  went  on,  an  old  man  in  the 
corner  of  the  room  sat  silent  and  listened  as  long 
as  he  could  stand  it,  men  he  arose  and  said  things 
that  few  will  ever  forget.   His  face  was  white 
with  emotion,  but  he  spoke  slowly,  deliberately, 
but  with  great  earnestness  and  sincerity. 

He  said  in  substance,  "I  ask  you  to  stop  this 
criticisms  for  you  are  discussing  a  matter  you 
know  nothing  about.   Cold  historical  facts  mean 
nothing  here  for  they  give  no  proper 
interpretation  of  the  questions  involved.   Mistake 
to  send  the  handcart  company  out  so  late  in  the 
season?  Yes,  but  I  was  in  that  company  and  my 
wife  was  in  it  and  we  suffered  beyond  anything 
you  can  imagine  and  many  died  of  exposure  and 
starvation.   But  did  I  ever  hear  a  survivor  of  that 
company  utter  a  word  of  criticisms?  Nor  did  any 
one  of  that  company  ever  apostatize  or  leave  the 
church  because  everyone  of  us  came  through 
with  the  absolute  knowledge  that  God  lives,  for 
we  became  acquainted  with  him  in  our 
extremities. 

I  have  pulled  my  handcart  when  I  was  so 
weak  and  weary  from  illness  and  lack  of  food 
that  I  could  hardly  put  one  foot  ahead  of  the 
other.  I  have  looked  ahead  and  seen  a  patch  of 
sand  or  a  hill  slope  and  I  said  I  can  only  go  that 
far,  and  there  I  must  give  up  for  I  cannot  pull  my 
load  through  it.  I  have  gone  on  to  that  sand  and 
when  I  reached  it,  the  cart  began  pushing  me.  I 
have  looked  back  to  see  who  was  pushing  my 
cart  but  my  eyes  saw  no  one.  I  know  that  the 
angels  of  God  were  there. 


Was  I  sorry  that  I  chose  to  come  by 
handcart?  No!   Neither  then,  nor  of  one  moment 
of  my  life  since.   The  price  we  paid  to  become 
acquainted  with  God  was  a  privilege  to  pay  and  I 
am  thankful  mat  I  was  privileged  to  come  to 
Zion,  in  the  Martin  Handcart  Company." 

Source:  Family  History,  found  in  the  Burley 
Idaho  Genealogical  Library,  Burley,  Idaho. 

This  story  is  true.   The  Lord  gives  us 
challenges  in  life,  we  wonder,  why  me?  He 
gave  us  our  free  agency  to  make  choices.   When 
we  make  these  choices,  he  is  there  to  help  us 
accomplish  that  which  is  good,  if  we  do  not  give 
up.   We  will  need  perfection  before  we  can  enter 
God's  realm,  which  is  the  Celestial  Kingdom. 

We  are  tested  and  tried  in  every  decision  we 
make.   This  is  why  we  came  to  this  earth,  to 
prove  ourselves  and  work  out  our  salvation,  and 
this  cannot  be  done  without  asking  the  Lord  to 
help  us. 

Wee  Granny  is  such  a  great  example  for  us 
to  follow.   I  hope  this  history  of  her,  as  taken 
from  the  book  "Handcarts  to  Zion"  and  other 
sources  and  the  memories  of  those  who  were  of 
that  generation,  will  help  to  strengthen  us  in  our 
trials  of  life,  and  bring  us  closer  to  our  Heavenly 
Father,  who  is  holding  out  his  arms  to  us,  as  well 
as  our  dear  grandmother.  Wee  Granny,  to 
welcome  us  back  home. 

May  we  as  her  posterity  never  do  anything 
she  wouldn't  be  proud  of.   May  we  follow  her 
example  of  faith  and  courage  to  follow  her  heart, 
to  the  truthfulness  of  the  gospel,  and  that  our 
testimonies  will  become  stronger  because  of  her 
sacrifice. 

Compiling  this  history  of  Wee  Granny  has 
been  one  of  the  choice  experiences  of  my  life.   I 
have  come  to  know  her  and  feel  of  her  tender 
love  for  each  of  us. 

All  my  love, 

A  great-granddaughter 

Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch  Garrett 
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This  original  drawing  entitled  "When  the  Angels  Come"  was  created  by  Clark  Kelley  Price,  a 
great-great  grandson  of  James  Steele  who  died  near  Chimney  Rock  while  crossing  the  plains  with 
Mary  Murray  Murdoch  (Wee  Granny)  and  the  Martin  Handcart  company. 

(Used  with  permission  by  Clark  Kelley  Price) 


OTHER  SOURCES: 

(1)  -  "The  JAMES  AND  MARY  MURRAY  MURDOCH,  FAMILY  HISTORY."   Parts  of  this  history  has 
been  taken  from  various  histories  of  her  children  and  memories  of  her  grandchildren. 

(2)  -  BOOK-  "HANDCARTS  TO  ZION"  by  Leroy  and  Ann  W.  Hafen.   Chapter  "Tragedy  Stalks  the 
Trail",  This  chapter  is  the  history  of  the  Fourth  Handcart  Company  led  by  James  Grey  Willie  and  the  Fifth 
Handcart  Company  led  by  Edward  Martin,  pages  91-1 17.   The  index  of  pioneers  is  on  page  299. 

(3)  -  (298,442)  LDS  CHURCH  EMIGRATION,  "Crossing  The  Plains",  MURDOCH,  Mary  (72)  from 
Scotland,  sailed  on  ship  "Horizon",  May  25,  1856,  (pg  16).   She  was  a  member  of  Captain  Edward 
Martin's  Handcart  Company,  which  arrived  in  Great  Salt  Lake  on  November  30,  1856.  (Journal  History, 
November  30,  1856,  page  74.) 
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This  picture  shows  the  wharf  in  England  where  many  Latter-Day-Saints  began  their  journey  to  America, 
including  John  Murray  Murdoch,  Ann  Steele,  and  Mary  Murray  Murdoch  (Wee  Granny.) 
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John  Murray  Murdoch,  Ann  Steele,  and  their  two  children, 
Elizabeth  and  James,  sailed  to  America  aboard  the  Kennebeck. 

Kennebeck.  (Courtesy  Maine  Maritime  Museum,  Bath  Maine.) 

Ship:  926  Tons:  171'  x  17" 

Built:  1850  by  Johnson  Rideou  at  Bath  Maine 

A  sturdy,  full-bodied,  and  commodious  square-rigger,  the  KENNEBECK  of  Bath  -  about  a  year 
old  -  sailed  out  of  Bramley-Moore  Dock  at  Liverpool  on  10  January  1852.   On  board  were  333  Latter- 
Day  Saints  under  the  leadership  of  Elder  John  S.  Higbee.   Among  them  were  a  dozen  Mormons  from 
the  Channel  Islands  accompanied  by  Elder  John  Pack,  a  returning  missionary.  Pack  was  to  act  as 
counselor  to  President  Higbee,  together  with  John  Spiers,  Thomas  Smith,  and  William  C.  Dunbar,  all 
of  whom  presided  over  the  mission  conferences.   In  company  were  sixty-nine  Saints  financed  by  the 
Perpetual  Emigration  Fund  -  the  first  to  emigrate  by  that  means.  The  vessel  was  skippered  by 
Captain  John  P.  Smith. 

The  voyage  was  generally  pleasant  except  for  one  "terrific  hurricane,  which  swept  the  deck  clean 
of  cook  houses,  water  barrels  and  everything  else  that  could  be  washed  overboard" .  According  to  the 
Church  Emigration  Record,  there  also  were  some  Irish  emigrants  who  were  short  of  provisions  and 
consequently  "stole  all  they  possibly  could"  from  the  Mormons.  As  a  result,  the  Saints  had  to  subsist 
on  half  rations  the  last  four  or  five  days  before  landing.  The  Irish  passengers  had  been  brought  aboard 
because  there  were  not  enough  Saints  to  fill  the  ship.  Although  six  died  during  the  crossing,  there  was 
peace,  order,  and  harmony  in  the  company.  On  the  14th  of  March,  the  ship  arrived  at  New  Orleans  - 
a  passage  of  sixty-four  days. 

The  Kennebeck  was  owned  by  George  W.  Kendall  of  Bath,  Maine.  With  good  carrying  capacity 
and  moderate  sparring,  the  vessel  was  described  as  a  moneymaker,  "Down  Easter".  Sunk  in  1887, 
she  was  then  raised  and  the  following  year,  sold  to  H.  W.  Waite  of  San  Francisco. 

Source:  Bx  8611  576  1987  -  Ships,  Saints,  and  Mariners 
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Chimney  Rock,  Nebraska,  where  Mary  Murray  Murdoch  (Wee  Granny)  died  October  3,  1856 
while  crossing  the  plains  with  the  Martin  Handcart  company. 
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CHAPTER  THREE 

HISTORIES  OF  JOHN  MURRAY  MURDOCH 
and  ANN  STEELE 


t 


John  Murray  Murdoch  was  born  December 
28,  1820,  atGaswater,  Auchinleck,  Ayrshire, 
Scotland,  the  sixth  child  of  James  and  Mary 
Murray  Murdoch.   He  was  reared  in  the  wild 
heathery  hills  of  Scotland.   In  his  youth  he  was  a 
shepherd.  His  opportunities  for  education  were 
very  limited  in  as  much  as  he  lived  quite  a 
distance  from  the  nearest  school.  His  father  had 
lost  his  life  trying  to  rescue  a  young  man  who 
had  fallen  a  victim  to  foul  air  in  the  bottom  of  a 
new  mine  shaft  they  were  sinking.  John  was  just 
10  years  of  age  at  mis  time  and  it  left  his  mother 
a  poor  widow  with  seven  children.   They  were 
living  in  a  rented  house  belonging  to  the  Lime 
Works  where  his  father  had  been  working  prior 
to  his  death.  His  mother  remained  a  widow  and 
through  her  industry  was  able  to  support  herself 
and  her  younger  child  William,  who  was  then 
about  five,  and  her  niece  Margaret  Murray,  an 
orphan  girl  who  was  about  four.   His  brother 
James  and  sisters  Janet,  Veronica  and  Mary  were 
old  enough  to  care  for  themselves. 

Before  this  time,  he  had  been  herding  sheep, 
but  he  would  come  home  during  winter  and  go  to 
school.  They  lived  very  humbly  as  their  mother 
had  to  earn  their  living.  Their  diet  consisted 
mainly  of  potatoes  and  salt. 

In  the  spring,  he  went  herding  again  on  the 
wild  heathered  hills  and  from  that  time  forth,  he 
supported  himself  and  others.  He  continued  to 
herd  until  he  was  about  nineteen  years  old.  By 
this  time  his  mother,  with  the  help  of  her  family 
and  a  few  kind  neighbors,  had  built  a  little 
matched  cottage  of  her  own.  At  this  time,  he 
went  to  work  in  the  coal  mines  and  boarded  with 
his  mother  until  he  was  about  27  years  old. 

Wages  were  good  and  he  was  able  to  save  a 


little  money.   On  the  24th  of  February,  1848,  he 
married  Ann  Steele  and  went  to  Kirkconnell 
where  her  parents  lived  on  a  small  farm.   He 
remained  mere  but  still  worked  in  the  mines.   On 
the  21st  of  November  1848,  their  first  child, 
Elizabeth,  was  born.   Their  second  child  James 
was  born  in  June  1850. 

It  was  about  this  time  he  first  heard  of  the 
people  called  Latter  Day  Saints  from  his  wife's 
brother,  a  young  man  named  James  Steele. 
James  had  been  in  England  for  some  time  and 
had  been  converted  to  that  faith  by  a  young  lady 
by  the  name  of  Elizabeth  Wylie,  whom  he  later 
married.  James  visited  with  mem  in  Kirkconell 
and  preached  the  gospel  to  them.  John  found,  to 
his  surprise,  that  his  teachings  were  far  in 
advance  of  the  religious  teachings  of  the  day,  and 
that  he  had  gained  such  a  wonderful  knowledge 
of  the  scriptures  in  the  short  time  he  had  been 
gone.  He  left  his  testimony  with  them  which 
they  never  forgot,  and  returned  to  England.   At 
this  time  John  was  a  member  of  two  different 
churches,  and  was  acquainted  more  or  less  with 
the  creeds  of  the  Catholic  and  Protestant 
churches.   They  were  so  different  from  the 
gospel  as  taught  by  Jesus  and  his  apostles  as 
recorded  in  the  New  Testament.  In  fact,  because 
of  the  confusion,  he  had  become  disgusted  with 
the  whole  lot  and  would  have  become  an  infidel 
to  all  religion  if  not  for  the  testimony  of  his 
brother-in-law,  James  Steele  . 

John  felt  quite  lonely  after  James  returned  to 
England.   Night  and  day,  he  pondered  over  the 
things  James  had  told  mem.   This  was  the  first  he 
had  heard  of  the  gospel,  as  there  were  no  saints 
in  that  part  of  the  country.  John  had  a  dream 
and  in  his  dream  he  thought  he  went  out  in  the 
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garden  and  saw  a  ver>  prett)  little  tree  that  his 
brother-in-law  had  planted  a  tew  days  before.    It 
looked  green  and  thrift)  and  he  took  hold  of  it 
and  to  his  surprise  found  that  it  had  already  taken 
root  and  was  firmly  in  die  ground. 

On  the  29th  of  November  1850,  John  and  his 
wife  were  baptized  by  Thomas  Hitley.    A  branch 
of  the  church  was  organized  and  die  other  saints 
met  in  their  home  until  they  left  for  Utah  and 
Zion.    During  that  time  he  had  ample  proof  of 
the  interpretation  of  his  dream.   The  gospel  had 
taken  root  and  John  was  the  first  fruits  in  that 
part  of  the  country. 

Being  a  new  member  of  the  church,  John 
was  anxious  to  gain  and  build  a  strong  testimony. 
He  had  heard  some  speak  in  tongues  and  others 
interpret.   He  had  heard  some  prophesy.   These 
outward  signs  did  not  come  to  him  and  after 
reading  the  scriptures  and  pondering  over  the 
marvelous  things  that  had  happened  to  the  saints 
anciently,  he  felt  Uiat  he  was  not  wordiy  of  these 
greater  gifts.   He  prayed  for  the  gift  of  being 
able  to  write  poetry.   Branch  meetings  were  still 
being  held  at  his  home  and  the  following  is  a 
poem  that  John  wrote,  which  was  an  invitation  to 
a  dear  friend  whom  he  was  anxious  to  convert  to 
the  gospel. 

"Dear  Thomas  my  friend,  these  few  lines  I  send, 
I  truly  abhor  strife  and  schism. 
But  I  humbly  pray,  that  you  make  no  delay, 
Till  you  taste  the  sweet  fruits  of  baptism. 

We  know  from  the  work,  that  three  bear  record 
'Mongst  the  glorious  armies  of  heaven. 
So  Likewise  on  earth,  we  receive  the  new  birth 
and  the  same  three-fold  record  is  given. 

So,  next  Sunday  at  noon  I  invite  you  to  come 
Where  the  truth  it  will  shine  bright  as  day 
And  the  truth  for  yourself  you  shall  know. 
Like  the  eunuch  of  old,  as  we  are  plainly  told, 
On  your  way  you  rejoicing  will  go." 

About  this  time  he  moved  away  to  another 
coal  mine  where  he  was  pleased  to  find  a  few 
saints.  These  folks  met  regularly  at  his  home  and 
in  a  short  time  several  were  baptized.  John  was 
soon  ordained  a  priest.   Soon  two  traveling 
Elders  were  sent  to  that  part  of  the  country  and  a 
good  branch  was  soon  prospering.   Most  of  them 


were  poor  as  times  were  very  difficult.   John  had 
an  opportunity  to  get  steadier  work  some  six 
miles  away  where  wages  were  also  much  better. 
Now  came  a  great  trial.   If  he  were  to  leave, 
what  would  become  of  the  little  branch  that  he 
had  been  partly  feeding  and  clothing?  Some  of 
the  Saints  came  quite  a  distance  on  Saturday  to 
meet  with  them  on  Sundays.   It  was  John  and  his 
family  who  would  take  care  of  them.   Because  of 
Uiis  and  the  times  being  as  hard  as  they  were, 
John  had  barely  the  means  to  care  for  his  family. 

He  inquired  of  the  Elders  as  to  what  he 
should  do  and  they  replied  that  they  could  not 
advise  but  the  Lord  would  direct  him.   He  was 
working  for  his  brother  James  at  the  time  doing 
repairs  in  the  mine  and  while  thinking  of  his 
problem  he  felt  impressed  to  ask  the  Lord  for 
wisdom  to  make  the  right  decision.   He  had 
prayed  many  times  before  that  he  might  have  the 
gift  of  tongues,  but  he  never  had  sufficient  faith 
to  exercise  it.   After  he  had  finished  praying,  he 
began  speaking  in  tongues.   Although  he  realized 
he  was  speaking  in  tongues  he  did  not  understand 
what  he  was  saying.   He  reasoned  however  that 
if  the  Lord  had  given  him  the  one  gift  that  he 
surely  would  give  him  the  other.   Soon  it  came  to 
him  and  it  was  that  he  should  get  up  and  leave 
the  place,  for  in  less  than  six  months  there  would 
not  be  a  blowing  furnace  in  the  town  of  Lugar. 
This  seemed  almost  impossible  and  very 
unlikely,  as  it  would  cost  the  company  so  much 
money  to  close  down  and  then  start  up  again.   It 
would  mean  the  closing  down  of  all  the  coal 
mines  in  that  vicinity. 

He  immediately  left  the  place,  trusting  in  the 
Lord  and  not  knowing  what  would  happen  to  the 
little  branch.   It  turned  out  however,  that  the 
Saints  continued  to  come  to  John's  new  home 
and  hold  their  meetings.   Some  of  the  folks  had 
to  travel  as  far  as  15  miles  to  attend  and  John  still 
provided  for  them.   This  was  not  nearly  so 
difficult  now  as  he  was  working  steady  and 
making  better  wages.   A  few  more  Saints  were 
baptized  while  here  and  an  additional  traveling 
Elder  was  sent  from  Glasgow. 

The  three  Elders  were  William  Aird,  John 
Drennan,  and  Andrew  Ferguson,  all  good 
faithful  brethren.  John  had  now  been  in  the 
church  a  little  over  a  year  and,  by  this  time, 
thousands  had  been  baptized  and  many  hundreds 
had  emigrated  to  America.   It  was  about  this 
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time  that  the  Perpetual  Emigration  fund  was 
started.  Thousands  of  the  poor  Saints  who  had 
been  members  of  the  Church  long  before  John, 
were  looking  forward  to  their  deliverance.   This 
made  him  realize  that  his  deliverance  was  a  long 
way  off  and  many  years  of  hard  work  and 
poverty  was  to  be  his  lot.  The  Lord  thought 
differently.   Soon  a  call  came  from  Franklin  D. 
Richards,  President  of  the  British  Mission  for 
two  Scottish  sheepherders  and  their  dogs  to  go  to 
Utah  and  herd  sheep  for  President  and  Prophet 
Brigham  Young.  John  was  about  the  only  one  of 
the  members  that  was  qualified  to  do  this  and  he 
was  instructed  to  prepare  to  go  to  Utah.   He  was 
to  sell  all  of  his  belongings  and  put  what  he  could 
into  the  Emigration  Fund.   This  he  did  and  sent 
what  he  could  to  Liverpool. 

Then  a  letter  came  from  Brother  Calvin,  the 
second  man  selected,  saying  that  he  had 
bargained  for  the  dogs  but  had  no  money  to  pay 
for  them.   They  were  to  cost  three  sovereign 
($14.67)  and  he  asked  John  to  send  him  die 
money.   This  he  did  but  it  made  it  considerably 
difficult  in  view  of  his  limited  funds.   A  party 
was  given  in  their  honor  by  Brother  Gallacher, 
one  of  John's  converts,  some  six  miles  distant  at 
New  Cumnock.   A  pleasant  time  was  had  by  all 
with  many  hearty  handshakes,  farewell  and 
heartfelt  blessings  showered  upon  them. 
Everyone  was  expected  to  perform  in  some  way. 
His  wife  sang  a  beautiful  number. 

Yes  my  native  land,  I  love  thee 
All  thy  scenes  I  love  them  all: 
Friends  connections,  happy  country 
Can  I  bid  you  all  farewell? 
Can  I  leave  thee 
Far  in  distant  lands  to  dwell? 

These  six  stanzas  were  in  the  L.D.S.  Hymn 
Book.   Then  John  sang  the  following  song  which 
he  composed  for  the  occasion.   (Sung  to  the  tune 
of  "Flow  Gently  Sweet  Afton".) 

Oh,  Scotland,  my  country,  my  dear  native  home, 
Thou  land  of  the  brave  and  the  theme  of  my  song 
Oh  why  should  I  leave  thee  and  cross  the  deep  sea, 
To  a  strange  land  far  distant,  lovely  Scotland  from  thee. 


How  pleasant  to  view  are  thy  mountains  and  hills. 
Thy  sweet  blooming  heather  and  far  famed  bluebells. 
The  scenes  of  my  childhood  where  in  my  youth  I  have 
strayed.  With  my  faithful  companions,  my  dog,  crook  and 
plaid. 

Oh,  Scotland,  my  country  and  land  of  my  birth. 
In  fondness  I'll  remember  thy  worth. 
For  wrapped  in  thy  bosom  my  forefathers  sleep. 
Why  then  should  I  leave  thee  and  cross  the  wild  deep. 

But  why  should  I  linger  or  wish  lor  to  stay. 

The  voice  of  the  prophet  is  "Haste,  flee  away. 

Lest  the  judgements  o'er  take  you  and  lay  Scotland  low" 

To  the  prophets  in  Zion,  Oh,  then  let  me  go. 

Farewell  my  kindred,  my  home  and  my  all 
When  duty  requires  it  we  bow  to  the  call. 
We  brave  every  danger  and  conquer  each  i'oc. 
To  the  words  of  the  Prophet.  Oh.  then  lei  me  how 

Farewell  then,  dear  Scotland,  one  last  fond  adieu, 
Farewell  my  dear  brethren  so  faithful  and  true. 
May  angels  watch  o'er  you  till  warfares  are  o'er. 
And  in  safety  we  all  meet  on  Zions  fair  shore 

He  bade  farewell  to  all  his  kindred  and 
friends  in  Gaswater  where  he  was  born  and 
raised.   He  then  took  his  wife  and  two  children 
back  to  Kirkconnell  where  Ann's  mother  and 
stepfather  and  brothers  and  sisters  lived.   Her 
mother  and  stepfather  were  the  only  ones 
belonging  to  the  Church.    Brother  and  sister 
Thomas  Todd  were  also  living  there  and  the  four 
of  them  were  the  only  Latter  Day  Saints  in  the 
town.   They  bade  them  all  farewell. 

At  this  time,  the  people  in  me  area  were 
bitterly  opposed  to  the  Church  and  a  strong  spirit 
of  persecution  was  with  them.   They  were  so 
bitter,  they  gathered  at  times  to  discuss  the  best 
way  of  doing  away  with  them.   They  preached 
that  if  left  alone,  the  Church  would  spread  and 
destroy  the  morals  of  the  whole  country. 
Although  most  of  the  people  were  prejudiced  and 
bitter,  they  still  had  a  few  good  friends.   Some  of 
their  well  meaning  friends  did  not  want  mem  to 
leave  and  devised  a  plan  where  they  would  hide 
their  children,  as  they  were  sure  they  would  not 
leave  without  them.   They  didn't  carry  it  out 
though.  The  last  final  party  was  held  December 
31,  1851.   The  next  morning  was  New  Year's 
Day  and  they  boarded  the  train,  hard  though  it 
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was  to  break  away  from  their  loved  ones. 
Five  of  the  six  months  given  by  the  interpretation 
of  tongues  were  now  past  and  soon  they  would 
be  at  sea  and  John  would  probably  never  know  if 
it  would  be  fulfilled.   Later  however,  when 
William  Aird  came  to  Utah,  some  one  year 
afterwards,  and  John  had  confided  in  him  as  to 
the  manifestation,  he  revealed  that  practically  to 
the  day,  the  furnaces  were  all  "blown  out."   In 
his  heart,  he  thanked  God  for  his  manifestation  to 
his  poor  servant.   When  his  brother  William 
came  many  years  afterwards,  he  testified  as  to 
the  fulfillment  as  well. 

John  and  Ann  arrived  in  Glasgow  mat  same 
day  and  first  met  his  sheepherder  companion 
who  was  to  travel  with  them.   The  Saints  in 
Glasgow  took  them  in  and  had  another  party  for 
them.   They  envied  their  going  to  Zion  and 
wished  they  had  been  sheepherders  to  warrant 
their  going.   They  stayed  that  night  and  the  next 
day  with  an  old  friend  and  were  treated 
wonderfully.  John  had  loaned  mis  man  five 
sovereigns  ($44.01)  some  years  before  and  he 
repaid  him  ($4.89)  which  helped  very  much. 

That  night  they  boarded  a  steamer  bound  for 
Liverpool.   The  night  was  stormy  and  the  winds 
so  strong  that  they  blew  the  smokestack  down. 
They  arrived  in  Liverpool  safely  but  were 
detained  there  some  10  days.   Soon,  they 
boarded  the  ship  Kennebeck  and  started  their 
voyage  across  the  sea.  John  described  the  crew 
as  a  motley  crew.   They  left  January  10,  1852, 
with  John  S.  Higbee  in  charge  of  the  Saints. 
There  were  about  100  Irish  immigrants  of  the 
very  lowest  grade  on  board  and  they  were 
partitioned  off  in  the  fore  part  of  the  ship.  The 
Saints  were  all  on  deck  and  all  had  to  cook  on 
the  same  big  stove  or  "galley"  as  it  is  called. 
The  passage  was  rather  rough,  taking  some  nine 
weeks  from  Liverpool  to  New  Orleans. 

At  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi,  the  ship 
became  stuck  on  a  sandbar  for  some  ten  days. 
The  captain  had  supplied  the  Irish  with  oatmeal 
only,  but  being  at  sea  longer  than  expected  had  to 
draw  from  the  store  of  the  Saints.   Many  of  the 
passengers  suffered  from  the  lack  of  food  and 
water.  Small  boats  came  alongside  the  ship  to 
sell  food,  but  only  those  who  had  money  could 
buy.   As  for  John,  he  got  along  with  the  oatmeal 
and  brackish  river  water.   Unfortunately,  it  was 
not  sufficient  for  their  small  children  and  both 


were  taken  ill.   It  was  evident  to  John  that  there 
were  ample  stores  of  food  on  the  ship  but  the 
proper  care  was  not  taken  in  handling. 

Finally,  they  were  transferred  to  a  steam 
boat  and  started  up  the  Mississippi  River  for  St. 
Louis.   They  had  no  food  except  what  they  could 
beg  from  the  person  in  charge,  John  S.  Higbee. 
He  did  not  seem  to  be  as  thoughtful  of  others  as 
he  might  have  been.  Just  before  reaching  land,  a 
terrific  wind  came  up  and  the  mighty  waves 
rocked  and  tossed  the  ship  until  many  of  the 
passengers  became  panic  stricken.   Whether  the 
Captain  and  his  crew  were  alarmed  was  not 
known,  but  one  purporting  to  be  an  officer  went 
among  the  passengers  and  warned  them  that 
unless  they  lightened  the  load  the  ship  would 
sink.   He  asked  all  to  prepare  part  of  their 
belongings  to  be  thrown  overboard.   All 
complied  with  the  request.   As  the  storm 
subsided  and  they  went  further  up  me  river,  they 
came  to  a  little  clearing  and  to  their  astonishment 
saw  hanging  on  the  clothes  line  many  of  the 
articles  that  were  supposed  to  have  been  thrown 
overboard.   Among  them  were  some  of  the 
beautiful  Scotch  plaids  and  other  things  which 
they  treasured  very  much. 

The  steamboat  was  very  crowded  and  it  was 
sometime  before  all  were  given  berths  or  places 
where  they  could  be  sheltered  from  the  sun  and 
rain.   Sometimes  it  was  quite  cold.  John  got 
permission  to  rig  up  pieces  of  wood  to  make  a 
bed  under  a  steam  pipe  where  he  hoped  his  wife 
and  sick  children  could  be  reasonably 
comfortable  and  out  of  the  rain.   Efforts  were 
made  to  make  them  move,  but  finally  they  were 
able  to  stay.   Their  children  were  getting  weaker 
by  the  day  as  the  only  food  they  had  to  give  them 
was  some  of  the  oatmeal  from  the  Kennebeck. 
Although  the  parents  were  able  to  get  along,  the 
children  just  couldn't  get  by  and  it  affected  their 
bowels  terribly.  They  begged  the  person  in 
charge  of  their  group  for  some  nourishing  food 
for  the  children,  but  he  said  he  had  no  money  to 
provide  for  them.  John's  wife,  Ann,  begged 
with  tears  in  her  eyes  for  a  small  piece  of  pie  for 
her  sick  boy,  but  was  advised  it  was  medicine 
and  not  pie  that  the  boy  needed,  and  he  said  he 
would  get  her  some.   Neither  the  medicine  or  pie 
ever  came.  John  felt  bad  that  they  received  this 
type  of  treatment  when  they  so  badly  needed 
help. 
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It  was  a  heart  rendering  experience  for  John 
to  look  on  the  wasted  body  of  his  little  boy  crying 
for  food  and  have  none  to  give  him.  John  had 
always  been  independent,  and  rather  than  bow 
down  and  beg  for  things,  he  felt  he  would  rather 
die.  His  sons'  condition  humbled  him,  however, 
and  he  went  to  a  single  man  aboard  ship,  not  a 
member  of  the  Church.  He  told  him  his  boy  was 
dying  and  needed  food,  to  which  the  man  said  he 
did  not  believe  it.  John  ran  from  his  presence 
and  hid  himself  behind  the  paddle-wheel  of  the 
boat.  He  was  then  about  thirty  years  of  age,  and 
had  not  shed  a  tear  since  being  a  boy  of  12  or  13. 
He  had  thought  his  days  of  crying  were  passed, 
but  not  so.   If  he  had  not  given  vent  to  his 
feelings  in  a  flood  of  tears,  he  felt  his  heart 
would  have  burst.   He  had  to  unbutton  his  vest 
and  pants  to  allow  for  the  surging  of  a  wounded 
heart. 

As  soon  as  he  could  compose  himself,  he 
hurried  back  to  the  place  where  he  had  left  his 
little  boy  with  his  grief-  stricken  wife.   She  was 
calm  and  with  a  pleasant  smile  on  her  careworn 
face  told  him  that  the  boy  had  received  some 
bread.  John  was  grateful  to  the  stranger  who 
gave  them  the  bread  for  him,  but  it  was  the  last 
bread  he  would  ever  eat.   He  died  on  the  20th  of 
March,  being  one  year  and  eight  months  old. 
They  buried  him  on  the  bank  of  the  Mississippi 
River  12  miles  from  Columbia.  Shortly,  he  met 
the  man  that  he  had  begged  bread  from  only  to 
have  been  turned  away.  The  man  told  him  he  had 
a  little  sago  in  the  hold  of  the  boat  and  offered 
him  some  for  his  little  boy.  John  advised  him  he 
had  no  need  for  it  now  as  his  boy  was  dead.  He 
apologized  for  his  actions  and  told  John  the 
people  had  run  all  over  him  for  his  food  to  where 
he  scarcely  had  enough  for  himself.  John 
forgave  him  for  he  felt  he  was  telling  the  truth. 

They  landed  in  St. Louis,  and  were  promptly 
put  under  the  direction  of  Abraham  O.  Smoot, 
from  Utah,  who  had  charge  of  the  emigration 
that  year.  Their  little  girl  was  still  extremely 
sick  and  despite  the  loving  care  she  was  given, 
she  too  passed  away  on  4  April,  1852,  being 
four  years  and  eight  months  old.  She  was  buried 
in  this  strange  land  among  strange  people.  This 
left  them  childless.  The  people  of  St.  Louis 
seemed  very  kind  to  them  but  they  soon  found 
out  this  to  be  incorrect. 

After  their  little  girl's  body  was  prepared  for 


burial  and  placed  in  a  substantial  box,  a  stranger 
came  along  and  seemed  to  sympathize  with  him 
in  his  bereavement.   He  told  him  of  a  cemetery  a 
short  distance  away  and  that  he  would  send  his 
wagon  to  convey  the  casket  to  the  cemetery  free 
of  charge.   He  gladly  accepted  his  kind  offer. 
When  all  was  ready,  he  pointed  to  a  large 
building  and  advised  that  the  wagon  had  to  take 
the  road  around  it  and  it  was  closer  for  him  to 
take  a  small  trail  on  a  more  direct  route.   He 
asked  him  to  take  that  route  so  he  would  be  at  the 
cemetery  when  the  wagon  arrived.  The  wagon 
came  and  the  box  was  deposited  in  the  grave. 
John  carefully  covered  it  over  with  earth. 

Being  extremely  sad,  he  began  walking  back 
and  he  went  by  way  of  the  road  where  the  wagon 
traveled.   When  he  approached  the  large 
building,  he  became  inquisitive  and  went  inside. 
He  saw  a  large  vat  of  boiling  water  and  as  he 
stood  there  a  human  form  came  to  the  surface. 
It  was  almost  more  than  he  could  bear  when  he 
saw  the  curly  blond  hair  rise  to  the  surface  and 
then  disappear.  John  was  horror  stricken  and  it 
was  all  he  could  do  to  return  to  the  camp  under 
his  own  power.   (John  never  told  this  experience 
to  anyone  until  he  wrote  his  history  in  the  latter 
years  of  his  life.   He  found  out  that  the  large 
building  was  a  dissecting  and  fertilizer  plant.) 

They  remained  in  St  Louis  for  another 
month,  waiting  for  another  shipload  of  saints  that 
left  Liverpool  after  they  did.   When  they  arrived, 
they  again  boarded  ship  and  went  up  the 
Missouri  River  to  what  is  now  Kansas  City.    It 
was  here  mat  they  got  their  outfit  for  crossing  the 
plains.   Here  cholera  broke  out  so  they 
immediately  went  nine  miles  west  on  the  plains. 
Quite  a  few  Saints  died  from  it  and  were  buried 
with  split  rail  coffins.  John  was  relieved  from  all 
camp  duty  to  nurse  the  sick  and  to  bury  the  dead. 

On  the  20th  of  May,  1852,  a  baby  girl  was 
born  to  them.   It  was  a  stormy  night  in  the  midst 
of  a  terrific  thunder  storm,  and  it  presented  many 
problems  considering  mat  they  were  living  in  a 
tent.   She  was  given  the  name  of  Mary  Murray 
Murdoch,  after  her  grandmother. 

In  a  few  days,  they  started  on  their  long 
wearisome  journey.    Captain  Smoot  was  in 
charge  with  Christopher  Layton  as  his  assistant. 
They  also  had  a  captain  of  every  ten  wagons. 
There  were  two  yoke  of  oxen  and  a  yoke  of  cows 
on  each  wagon.   Each  person  was  allowed  100 
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pounds  of  luggage,  including  bedding  and 
cooking  utensils.   Everything  over  that  was  not 
allowed.   The  cholera  that  had  taken  so  many 
lives  was  now  entirely  cleared  up  and  the  general 
health  of  everyone  was  very  good. 

Captain  Smoot  warned  everyone  not  to  eat 
too  much.  John's  wife,  Ann,  was  able  to  walk 
and  carried  her  baby  almost  every  foot  of  the 
way  to  Zion.   Their  baby  was  about  8  days  old  at 
this  point.   After  a  few  days,  John  had  quite  an 
experience  trying  to  locate  one  of  their  cows  that 
had  strayed  away.   He  located  it  only  to  have  it 
get  away  again  (possibly  with  the  help  of  an 
Indian).   Finally,  after  three  days,  he  gave  up. 
Even  though  he  was  lost  most  of  the  time  while 
he  was  searching  for  the  cow,  he  found  his  way 
back  to  camp,  hungry  and  very  tired.   His  wife 
and  friends  had  nearly  given  up  hope  of  seeing 
him  again. 

Captain  Smoot  took  ill  and  John  was 
appointed  as  a  nurse  to  him  and  spent  several 
days  nursing  him  back  to  health.   They 
constructed  a  sort  of  carriage  for  him  to  ride  in 
and,  as  he  was  still  quite  weak,  each  time  the 
train  stopped  they  lifted  him  out  of  the  wagon 
and  laid  him  on  a  bed  on  the  ground.   Once  in 
haste  to  make  a  bed  for  him,  John  put  it  on  an 
ant  bed  without  noticing  it.  When  brother  Smoot 
saw  what  had  happened,  he  said  "Brother  John, 
never  mind;  I  am  glad  to  get  laid  down  and  if  the 
ants  will  leave  me  alone,  I  will  leave  them 
alone. "  John  and  Captain  Smoot  soon  became 
close  friends,  and  soon  he  was  calling  John  his 
little  Scotch  Johnny.  John  was  very  diligent  in 
administering  to  his  every  need  and  he  soon 
nursed  him  back  to  health.   Later  in  their 
journey,  in  the  Black  Hills  area,  John  was  taken 
ill  with  mountain  fever  and  became  very  ill. 
Captain  Smoot  insisted  in  being  his  nurse  in 
gratitude  for  the  service  he  had  rendered  him. 
He  could  not  have  treated  John  better  if  he  had 
been  his  own  son. 

On  the  3rd  day  of  September  1852,  they 
landed  in  Salt  Lake  City,  safe  and  very  weary. 
This  was  the  first  company  that  came  to  Utah 
aided  by  the  Perpetual  Immigration  Fund.  They 
camped  on  the  public  square.   President  Brigham 
Young  came  and  gave  them  a  hearty  welcome 
and  words  of  encouragement.   All  were 
introduced  to  President  Young  by  Captain  Smoot 
and,  of  course,  the  two  shepherds  and  their  dogs 


were  given  a  special  introduction.   President 
Young  said  they  had  no  sheep  at  present,  as  most 
had  been  lost,  and  the  few  that  were  left  were 
rented  out  to  his  brother  Lorenzo  for  five  years. 
Under  those  conditions,  they  would  not  be 
needed  but  he  told  them  to  rest  and  stay  in  camp 
and  there  would  soon  be  work  available. 

Before  the  second  day,  every  one  left  except 
the  two  shepherds  and  their  families.   A  man 
named  Dalton  came  from  Farmington  and  hired 
them  to  work  for  one  month.   He  took  them  in 
his  home  and  was  very  kind  to  them.  John's 
companion  was  troubled  with  a  sore  foot  and  had 
to  return  to  Salt  Lake.  John  stayed  for  the 
month,  received  his  pay  and  journeyed  to  Salt 
Lake  where  he  divided  his  earnings  with  his  lame 
companion.   Then  President  Young  hired  him  to 
dig  his  potatoes.  John  dug  one  and  a  half  acres 
with  a  spade.   He  felt  blessed  to  work  for  a 
prophet  of  the  Lord  and  received  much  joy  in  his 
labors.  While  doing  this  work,  a  few  dissatisfied 
men  came  around  and  told  John  that  they  had 
worked  for  Brigham  and  that  he  had  not  paid 
them  as  he  ought  to  have,  and  led  him  to  believe 
that  he  would  not  receive  his  pay.  They  asked 
what  share  he  was  to  receive  from  his  hard  work 
and  John  replied  that  he  had  made  no  bargain  but 
was  sure  that  Brigham  Young  would  do  right  by 
him.   They  turned  away  laughing,  saying  that  he 
would  soon  learn  better.  John  kept  right  on 
working  and  when  finished,  his  dealings  were 
entirely  satisfactory.  John  and  his  family  had 
quite  a  struggle  to  keep  in  food  and  shelter. 
While  he  was  working  for  President  Young,  the 
prophet  gave  John  a  blessing  and  told  him  he 
would  live  to  have  houses  and  lands  and  would 
prosper. 

On  March  28,  1854,  John  and  Ann  received 
their  endowments  and  were  sealed  as  husband 
and  wife.  By  this  time,  they  had  acquired  a  yoke 
of  oxen  and  used  them  for  all  types  of  work. 
They  also  had  a  cow.  John  worked  hard  mowing 
hay,  to  feed  his  animals  during  the  winter.  In 
the  fall,  he  turned  the  oxen  into  a  big  field 
thinking  they  could  feed  there  until  winter  came. 
Then,  he  could  bring  them  home  and  feed  them 
the  hay.  When  winter  came,  he  spent  days 
looking  for  them  and  upon  inquiring,  no  one 
seemed  to  have  seen  them.  Of  course  he  felt  bad 
after  working  so  hard  to  get  the  hay  to  feed 
them.  After  everything  else  failed,  John  sought 
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the  Lord  in  prayer  and  asked  that  he  would  assist 
him  in  finding  them.  He  testified  that  as  he 
prayed  a  voice  said  "You  will  find  your  oxen". 
Still  no  word  came  of  his  oxen.  Feed  was  scarce 
that  year  and  after  being  offered  a  good  price  for 
it  he  decided  to  sell.  John  still  had  faith  he 
would  find  the  oxen.   Next  spring  he  was  notified 
by  Apostle  F.  D.  Richards,  that  a  large  herd  of 
cattle  was  being  brought  to  a  corral  in  the  city 
and  he  thought  he  could  buy  a  yoke  of  oxen  from 
that  herd.  He  went  to  look  at  the  cattle  and 
behold,  he  saw  his  own  oxen  there.  He  informed 
the  men  in  charge  that  two  of  the  oxen  belonged 
to  him  and  they  said  it  was  impossible.   He 
immediately  went  to  Apostle  Richards  and 
together  they  returned  to  the  corral.  The  man  in 
charge  was  not  satisfied,  as  there  were  no  marks 
or  brands  on  them.   He  asked  if  there  was  any 
others  besides  himself  who  could  identify  them. 
John  said,  "Yes,  every  man,  woman  and  child  in 
the  Third  Ward.  We  will  not  need  them, 
however.  If  I  call  my  oxen,  they  will  come  to 
me.  If  they  will  not  own  me,  I  will  not  own 
them".   "All  right,  try  it,"  they  said.   He  got  off 
the  fence  and  went  to  a  place  where  the  oxen 
could  see  him  and  hear  him.   He  held  out  his  hat 
and  said,  "Come,  Bob."   He  came  right  up  to 
him.   He  put  his  right  arm  over  his  neck  and 
called  "Come  under,  Bright."   The  other  ox 
came  right  up  and  stood  as  if  under  a  yoke.   The 
men  clapped  their  hands  and  said,  "These  are 
your  oxen  and  no  one  can  dispute  that  kind  of 
evidence. "   He  then  selected  a  well  matched 
yoke  of  young  oxen  and  bought  them,  thus 
making  two  yoke. 

In  the  year  1854,  the  grasshoppers  destroyed 
most  of  the  crops  and  many  of  the  people  had  but 
very  little  to  eat.  His  wife  Ann,  along  with 
others,  went  to  the  hills  and  dug  sego  and  thistle 
roots  to  help  appease  their  hunger.  He  soon 
bought  a  city  lot  in  the  Third  Ward  and  built  a 
small  house  where  they  lived  for  some  years. 
He  was  ordained  a  High  Priest  by  Presiding 
Bishop  Hunter,  and  set  apart  as  a  counselor  to 
Jacob  Weiler,  who  was  Bishop  of  the  Third 
Ward  in  Salt  Lake  City.   He  held  this  position  as 
long  as  he  lived  in  the  ward.   On  the  14th  of 
September,  1854,  his  wife  gave  birth  to  another 
baby  girl  who  was  named  Ann,  after  her  mother. 

After  they  had  settled  down  and  began 
gathering  a  little  property,  their  thoughts  turned 


to  their  dear  friends  back  in  the  old  country. 
They  knew  they  were  very  desirous  of  coming  to 
Zion  and,  of  course,  John  was  desirous  of 
helping  his  dear  old  mother  to  come,  so  he  could 
care  for  her  in  her  old  age.  His  wife  was  equally 
anxious  to  help  her  brother  and  his  family  to 
come.  To  accomplish  this  they  both  agreed  to 
save  every  cent  possible.   It  was  1856  before 
they  had  saved  sufficient.   They  sent  it  to 
Scotland  and  it  was  gratefully  accepted.   His 
mother,  though  nearly  74  years  of  age,  bravely 
started  the  journey,  knowing  full  well  that  most 
of  the  Saints  were  to  cross  the  plains  in  handcarts 
this  year. 

They  sailed  from  Liverpool  May  25,  1856  on 
the  ship,  Horizon.   Edward  Martin  was  in  charge 
of  the  company.   They  landed  in  Boston  and 
journeyed  to  Iowa  City  by  rail,  arriving  July  8th. 
They  were  detained  until  August  25,  waiting  for 
the  handcarts  to  be  built.   On  this  day,  they  left 
Florence,  Nebraska,  starting  on  their  long  and 
dreary  journey  over  the  mountains  and  plains. 
Because  they  were  getting  started  so  late  in  the 
season,  they  traveled  just  as  far  as  they  could 
each  day,  walking  every  inch  of  die  way.  John's 
dear  mother,  not  being  equal  to  all  the  strain  and 
exertion,  traveled  as  far  as  she  could  and  about 
100  miles  along  the  way,  near  Chimney  Rock, 
Nebraska,  she  passed  away.   This  was  October 
3,  1856.  Just  before  she  passed  away  she  said, 
"Tell  John  I  died  with  my  face  turned  towards 
Zion."    She  died  from  fatigue  and  exposure. 
She  was  a  martyr  for  the  gospel's  sake. 

James  Steele  and  his  family,  with  whom 
John's  mother  had  been  traveling,  continued  on 
and  suffered  greatly  from  cold  and  hunger. 
They  were  caught  by  more  snow  soon  after 
leaving  the  Platte  River.   Their  provisions  were 
very  short,  and  with  all  these  hardships,  it  is  no 
wonder  so  many  perished.  James  Steele 
succumbed  to  the  cold  and  hunger  along  the  way. 
His  wife  and  two  little  boys  survived  the  ordeal 
and  came  on  to  relate  the  terrible  experiences 
that  they  had  witnessed.   Had  not  relief  been  sent 
from  Utah,  they  would  have  all  perished  back  on 
the  Sweetwater.   Even  with  all  their  sore  trials, 
they  did  not  complain,  but  rather  felt  to 
acknowledge  the  hand  of  the  Lord  even  in  their 
bereavement.  James's  wife  and  children  stayed 
in  John  and  Ann's  home  until  they  could  find  a 
place  of  their  own. 
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On  the  20th  of  December,  1856,  Ann  gave 
birth  to  another  daughter,  and  she  was  given  the 
name  of  Janet  Osborne.    As  usual,  all  went  well 
with  mother  and  baby. 

In  the  tall  of  1857.  John  was  one  of  a  noble 
band  that  went  to  Eeho  Canyon  to  prevent 
Johnston's  Army  from  coming  into  Utah.   He 
was  made  a  Captain  of  50  under  Major  Daniel 
McArthur.   They  were  there  some  8  weeks  and 
prevented  the  army  from  coming  in.   The  army 
was  forced  to  make  their  winter  quarters  at  Fort 
Bridger,  where  times  were  so  difficult  that  they 
actually  had  to  live  on  mule  meat  without  salt  for 
part  of  the  winter.   When  the  army  did  come  into 
Utah  the  next  spring,  they  were  under  orders  not 
to  make  a  permanent  camp  within  35  miles  of 
Salt  Lake  City.   The  army  really  proved  a 
blessing  financially  to  the  people  of  Utah, 
although  it  was  not  intended  to  be  this  way. 
When  arrangements  had  been  made  for  the  army 
to  come  to  Utah  in  the  spring  of  1858,  President 
Young  advised  all  his  people  to  move  south  at 
least  as  far  as  Provo.   They  were  also  advised  to 
make  preparations  to  burn  their  homes  in  the 
event  the  army  showed  any  signs  of  hostility. 
They  followed  the  admonition,  of  course,  and 
loaded  their  wagons  with  their  belongings.   With 
their  two  yoke  of  oxen,  they  journeyed  as  far 
south  as  Goshen.   They  spent  the  summer  there 
and,  in  the  fall,  every  one  was  advised  to  return 
to  their  homes. 

They  lived  in  Salt  Lake  until  the  spring  of 
1860.   It  was  reported  that  a  few  families  had 
gone  into  the  Provo  Valley,  a  new  settlement  in 
1859,  and  had  proved  that  wheat  could  be 
matured  there.   It  was  also  learned  that  land 
could  be  bought  by  paying  the  surveyor's  fee 
and  irrigation  water  was  plentiful.  John  decided 
to  go  and  get  some  land  where  he  could  make  a 
permanent  home  and  settle  down  and  raise  his 
family.   He  also  wanted  to  help  settle  and  build  a 
new  town  as  the  original  pioneers  had.   On 
January  15,  1859,  while  still  in  Salt  Lake, 
another  daughter  blessed  their  home  and  she  was 
named  Sarah  Jane. 

Early  in  the  spring  of  1860,  he  disposed  of 
his  property  in  Salt  Lake  and,  in  company  with 
William  Foreman,  his  friend  from  Scotland,  and 
others,  he  loaded  all  their  belongings  in  their 
wagons  and  started  for  Provo  Valley.   It  took 
about  three  days  to  drive  there  with  their  oxen. 


Soon  after  their  arrival,  they  secured  some  land 
and  also  a  place  in  the  fort  where  John  made  a 
dug  out  for  his  family  to  live  in  until  he  could  put 
in  his  crops.    He  succeeded  in  getting  a  small 
crop  of  wheat,  oats,  and  potatoes  and  began 
making  preparations  to  build  a  log  house.   There 
were  a  good  number  of  cottonwood  trees  over  on 
the  river  that  were  straight  and  good  for  building 
houses  and  buildings  for  the  cattle.   They 
brought  a  cow,  pig,  and  a  few  sheep  and 
chickens  from  Salt  Lake.   The  fort  where  they 
were  living  was  given  the  name  of  Heber,  named 
in  honor  of  Heber  C.  Kimball,  first  counselor  to 
Brigham  Young. 

The  few  people  who  were  there  in  1 860  had 
no  meeting  house  and  they  wanted  to  celebrate 
the  24th  of  July.   It  was  suggested  they  build  a 
bowery  in  which  to  hold  their  celebration.   In  his 
wisdom,  however,  John  suggested  they  build  a 
meeting  house  while  they  were  at  it.   He 
reasoned  it  would  not  take  much  longer  to  build, 
and  they  would  then  have  a  place  where  they 
could  meet  in  the  winter  and  it  could  be  used  for 
dances  and  plays,  etc.   His  proposition  was 
accepted  and  everyone  went  to  work  in  earnest. 
They  brought  logs  from  the  hills  and  stone  from 
the  quarry  to  build  fireplaces  and  chimneys.   The 
building  was  made  from  logs  and  was  24  feet 
long  by  18  feet  wide.   This  was  used  for  the 
above  mentioned  purposes  for  about  six  years. 
About  this  time,  William  M.  Wall  had  been 
appointed  as  branch  president  and  he  chose  John 
M.  Murdoch  and  James  Laird  as  his  counselors. 

In  1861,  Joseph  S.  Murdock  was  ordained  a 
bishop  and  sent  to  Heber,  by  President  Brigham 
Young.   A  ward  organization  was  effected  and 
John  M.  was  given  charge  of  the  High  Priests. 
About  two  years  later,  a  High  Priest  Quorum 
was  organized  and  John  was  chosen  president,  a 
position  he  held  until  within  a  few  years  of  his 
death.   There  were  many  inconveniences  the 
Saints  had  to  put  up  with  the  first  few  years. 
Because  there  was  no  mill  in  the  valley  the  first 
two  years,  they  could  not  grind  their  wheat  into 
flour,  so  much  of  it  was  eaten  whole  with  milk. 
In  1861 ,  a  chopper  was  installed  to  chop  the 
wheat.   Although  this  was  a  big  improvement 
over  what  had  been,  it  was  still  run  by 
horsepower.   There  was  a  grist  mill  in  Provo, 
but  the  road  was  bad  and,  with  their  ox  team,  it 
took  three  days  to  complete  the  round  trip. 
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Inasmuch  as  the  seasons  were  shorter  in  this  high 
valley,  which  was  some  1500  feet  higher  than 
Salt  Lake,  every  one  worked  long  and  hard 
during  the  productive  season.   A  great  many 
roads  had  to  be  constructed  in  the  canyons  to  get 
the  poles  so  the  fields  could  be  fenced.  This  was 
necessary  to  keep  the  cattle  from  destroying  the 
growing  crops.  Likewise,  the  poles  were  needed 
to  build  houses,  sheds  and  corrals.   One  of  their 
most  difficult  jobs  during  the  first  few  years  was 
to  provide  food  for  their  oxen  and  cows  during 
the  long  winter  months.   All  of  the  hay  had  to  be 
mown  by  hand  and  it  took  at  least  four  tons  of 
hay  to  feed  a  yoke  of  oxen  through  the  winter,  in 
addition  to  straw  and  chafe. 

There  were  no  stoves  to  be  had  for  many 
years,  and  likewise  no  coal,  but  merely  an  open 
fireplace  where  wood  could  be  burned.   Bake 
skillets  were  used  to  cook  the  bread  and  a  few 
pots  and  pans  were  also  used.   People  generally 
made  all  their  own  soap  for  washing  and  candles 
to  give  them  light.  It  is  evident  that  the  women 
were  kept  as  busy  as  the  men.   People  were 
generally  healthy  and  happy,  but  all  were  alike 
inasmuch  as  they  were  all  poor.   There  was  a 
good  brotherly  feeling  that  existed  for  one 
another. 

Wasatch  County  was  organized  in  January 
1862,  and  John  was  made  County  Treasurer.   He 
organized  the  first  co-operative  sheep  herd  which 
he  had  charge  of  for  a  number  of  years.   He  was 
always  able  to  pay  a  dividend  to  the  owners. 
When  this  was  dissolved,  he  still  ran  a  herd  of 
his  own.   He  wintered  them  in  the  south  and 
brought  them  back  in  the  summer  months. 

In  August,  1862,  he  married  Isabella 
Crawford  as  his  plural  wife.  She  was  a  very  fine 
young  woman.  She  was  born  at  Blantyre, 
Ayrshire,  Scotland  and  had  joined  the  Church 
and  immigrated  to  Utah  a  few  years  before.  She 
proved  to  be  a  loving  wife  to  John  as  long  as  he 
lived.  She  became  the  mother  of  seven  children 
by  him.   His  first  wife,  Ann  Steele  ,  bore  him  15 
children.  In  all,  he  was  the  father  of  22  sons  and 
daughters  and  137  grandchildren.   After 
marrying  Aunt  Bella,  as  she  came  to  be  called, 
he  built  a  large  frame  house  which  had  six  or 
seven  rooms  in  order  to  accommodate  his  large 
family.   All  of  them  lived  together  under  one 
roof  for  many  years  in  peace  and  harmony.  He 
later  took  up  a  ranch  about  six  miles  north  of 


Heber  where  he  could  keep  his  sheep  during  the 
summer  months.   He  built  another  home  there 
for  part  of  his  family.   Isabella  and  her  family 
lived  there. 

In  1866,  when  the  Black  Hawk  Indian  war 
first  broke  out,  John  was  made  a  captain  in  the 
infantry  in  the  Utah  Militia.   There  were  fifty 
men  under  his  jurisdiction.   This  lasted  about  2 
years  and  he  did  his  share  in  bringing  peace  once 
more  into  the  land. 

One  winter,  he  went  south  with  his  sheep, 
intending  to  winter  them  as  usual.    It  was  an 
extra  hard  winter  and  his  health  failed  him. 
Therefore,  he  leased  his  sheep  to  a  man  who 
lived  nearby  and  returned  home  where  he  could 
receive  proper  care.   This  individual  either  lost 
or  sold  the  sheep,  but  John  never  saw  them  again 
nor  did  he  receive  anything  from  mem.   This 
was  very  unfortunate  as  he  had  spent  years 
building  up  his  herd.   In-as-much  as  the  man  had 
no  other  property,  he  merely  dropped  the  matter. 

In  the  year  of  1878,  John's  brother,  William, 
and  his  family  came  DO  Utah  from  Scotland. 
This  group  included  William's  son,  David  L.,  his 
wife  Elizabeth,  his  daughters,  Janet  and 
Margaret,  and  his  sister  Veronica.   John, 
William  M.  Giles  and  William  Lindsay  met  mem 
in  Salt  Lake  with  two  horse  teams  so  they  could 
transport  them  to  Heber.   After  being  separated 
for  some  26  years,  it  was  an  extremely  happy 
meeting  for  the  two  brothers  and  sister  Veronica. 
They  arrived  the  following  day  at  John's  ranch 
and,  the  following  day,  went  on  into  Heber 
where  Ann  was  overjoyed  at  seeing  them. 

About  1887  to  1891 ,  the  federal  officials  in 
Utah,  under  Washington  orders,  started  a 
crusade  against  the  polygamists.   They  sent  the 
deputy  marshalls  into  all  parts  of  the  state  to 
make  arrests.   On  Tuesday,  April  21 ,  1891 ,  John 
was  arrested  and  taken  before  Judge  Blackburn 
in  Provo.   He  was  sentenced  to  one  month  in  the 
penitentiary.  John  politely  told  the  judge  that  his 
home  was  in  Heber  and  he  had  not  brought  a 
change  of  underclothing.   In  as  much  as  he  had 
not  anticipated  being  sent  to  prison,  he  asked  for 
the  privilege  of  returning  home  to  get  his 
clothing.   He  promised  to  go  to  the  penitentiary 
without  an  officer  or  without  extra  expense  to  the 
government. 

The  judge  agreed  to  let  him  go.   According 
to  his  promise,  John  went  home,  got  his  clothing, 
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a\k\  promptly  presented  himself  ai  the 
penitential)  for  admittance.  The  warden  asked 
for  his  commitment  papers  but  John  had  none. 
For  a  time,  the  warden  refused  to  admit  him,  but 

John  insisted  and  served  his  time.    He  was  in  the 
company  of  criminals.   However,  a  good  portion 

of  the  inmates  were  like  himself,  serving  time 
for  what  was  called  "unlawful  cohabitation. "  He 

was  discharged  May  21 ,  1891 ,  after  serving  for 

one  month. 

In  1890,  John  was  ordained  a  Patriareh  by 
Apostle  Franeis  M.  Lyman.   He  gave  many 
wonderful  patriarchal  blessings  to  die  members 
o\'  the  stake,  as  well  as  many  of  his  family.   The 
Lord  blessed  him  with  the  spirit  of  his  calling 
and  he  took  a  great  deal  of  joy  and  interest  in 
pronouncing  the  blessings  upon  the  people. 

On  the  24th  of  February,  1898,  he  and  Ann 
Steele  celebrated  their  golden  wedding 
anniversary  in  the  Turner  Hall.    Nearly  all  the 
older  folks  in  Heber  Ward  were  invited  to  come 
and  partake  of  the  anniversary  feast.   Some  400 
people  were  in  attendance  and  all  had  a  good 
time.   All  of  their  children  and  grandchildren 
were  present,  to  show  their  honor  and  respect. 
James  D.  Murdoch,  a  nephew,  made  the 
presentation  speech  and  presented  John  with  a 
gold  headed  cane  and  each  of  his  wives  with  a 
diamond  ring. 

These  articles  were  purchased  by  the  close 
relatives  as  a  token  of  their  love  and  respect  for 
them.   A  picture  was  taken  of  them  at  this  time 
which  is  an  exceptionally  good  picture  that  is 
prized  by  those  who  have  them.   At  this  time,  he 
and  both  wives  were  enjoying  good  health  and 
doing  considerably  well,  after  the  trials  and 
tribulations  that  had  come  into  their  lives. 

Through  his  thrift  and  hard  work  and, 
assisted  by  two  good  wives,  he  managed  to 
gather  around  him  considerable  profit.   In  as 
much  as  it  was  against  the  law  to  live  or  sleep 
with  his  plural  wife,  he  built  still  another  nice 
home  where  she  and  her  children  lived 
comfortably  for  many  years.   At  a  later  date, 
when  all  the  children  were  married  and  gone, 
except  Thomas,  he  sold  his  larger  homes  and 
built  still  another  smaller  home  especially  suited 
for  the  convenience  of  his  two  faithful  wives.   It 
was  all  under  one  roof,  but  each  wife  had  her 
own  bedroom  and  kitchen,  separated  by  a  bath  in 
between,  accessible  to  each  family.   The  house 


was  built  near  the  meeting  house  which  made  it 
convenient  for  them  to  attend  their  meetings.    It 
was  also  close  to  their  daughter  Nettie's  (Janet's) 
house  where  she  could  watch  over  them.   This 
she  and  her  good  husband  did  for  many  years. 
They  were  comfortable  and  contented  in  their 
new  home  and  enjoyed  its  convenience  for  a  few 
years. 

Finally,  Ann  became  quite  feeble  and  on  me 
15th  of  December  1909,  she  passed  away.    For 
over  60  years,  she  had  been  a  true  and  faithful 
wife.   Their  married  life  was  a  very  eventful  one 
and  she  was  always  ready  to  do  her  part.  She 
had  been  a  true  mother  in  Israel,  doing  her  part 
in  fulfilling  the  first  great  commandment  to 
multiply  and  replenish  the  earth.   She  gave  birth 
to  15  children,  with  nine  living  to  maturity.   She 
taught  and  trained  them  well,  in  the  ways  of  truth 
and  righteousness  and  always  started  to  work 
early  and  worked  late  to  take  care  of  their  every 
need.   She  had  been  an  active  church  worker 
from  the  time  she  was  baptized  to  within  a  few 
years  of  her  death.   She  was  the  first  Stake 
Primary  President.   She  also  served  as  a 
counselor  to  Margaret  Muir  in  the  organization 
of  the  first  Relief  Society  in  June  of  1869. 
Taking  care  of  her  duties  necessitated  traveling 
by  wagon  and  carriage  over  rough  and 
sometimes  very  muddy  roads  to  visit  the 
different  towns  in  the  Wasatch  Stake.   No 
woman  could  have  been  more  faithful  and 
diligent  than  Ann  in  attending  to  her  church 
duties. 

John's  health  had  also  been  failing  for 
sometime  and  he  missed  the  kind  words  and 
loving  actions  of  his  beloved  Ann.   He  recalled 
that  they  had  shared  many  joys  and  sorrows 
together  in  their  married  life.   Even  when  the 
time  came  for  him  to  take  a  plural  wife,  she 
freely  gave  her  consent  and  did  all  in  her  power 
to  promote  peace  and  harmony  in  the  home.   By 
taking  this  course,  the  children  in  the  two 
families  lived  happily  and  peacefully  together. 
The  children  considered  that  they  had  two 
mothers  and,  while  they  were  young,  they 
scarcely  knew  which  was  their  real  mother. 
Aunt  Bella  was  equally  kind  and  affectionate  to 
all  in  the  house.   Although  she  was  still  there  to 
attend  to  John's  needs,  he  failed  rapidly  and  on 
the  6th  day  of  May,  1910,  he  passed  away. 

His  funeral  services  were  held  in  the  Stake 
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Tabernacle  and  a  large  crowd  was  in  attendance. 
Each  speaker  eulogized  the  Patriarch  for  his 
noble  character  and  the  amount  of  good  he  had 
done  since  coming  to  the  valley  in  1860.  He  had 
taken  a  prominent  part  in  every  enterprise  that 
had  been  started  for  the  good  of  the  people. 
From  the  first  log  school  house  to  the  last  public 
building  erected,  John  had  taken  an  active  part 
and  contributed  liberally  of  his  means.   He  had 
lived,  when  the  only  light  they  had  was  from  the 
lighted  tallow  candle  they  made  themselves,  to 
see  the  coming  of  electric  lights.   He  had  also 
lived  a  few  years  to  enjoy  the  comforts  and 
benefits  of  hot  and  cold  running  water  in  the 
home.  He  was  well  known  for  his  kindly  interest 
in  visiting  the  sick  and  afflicted  and  cheering, 
comforting  and  blessing  them.   He  gave  over  200 
Patriarchal  Blessings.      He  was  respected  for  his 
wisdom  and,  when  people  were  in  trouble,  many 
came  to  him  for  counsel  and  advise.  He  had  the 
satisfaction  of  living  to  see  his  children  become 
useful  souls  in  the  community  and  workers  in  the 
Church.  Several  of  his  children  were  holding 
important  Church  offices  before  his  death. 
Thomas,  James,  and  Joseph  had  filled  honorable 
missions.  John  himself  filled  a  short  mission  in 
Summit  and  Morgan  counties  during  the  winter 
of  1866.  He  had  several  sayings  which  are 
worth  remembering  and  are  as  follows: 


"Although  we  cannot  attain  perfection  in  this  life, 
we  should  be  pointing  that  way";  "The  man  that 
would  make  wealth  from  sheep  must  watch  and 
pray  while  others  sleep. "   He  was  told  that  a 
certain  man  had  used  tobacco  from  boyhood  and 
had  lived  to  be  ninety  years  of  age,  "Well,  said 
John,  "you  don't  know  how  much  longer  he 
might  have  lived  if  he  hadn't  used  it,  do  you?" 

After  John's  death,  Aunt  Bella  gave  up  the 
home  and  went  to  live  with  her  daughter, 
Catherine  (Kate)  Hicken,  where  she  could  live 
more  comfortably.  John,  knowing  the  laws  of 
die  land  would  not  recognize  Aunt  Bella  as  his 
lawful  wife,  made  ample  provisions  for  her  in  his 
estate.   He  also  made  provisions  in  his  will  that 
each  of  his  children  received  about  $900.00  as 
their  share.   There  was  no  dissention  or 
controversy  in  the  settlement,  as  each  had  felt  the 
property  had  been  fairly  and  equally  divided. 

Some  made  query  in  their  minds  as  to 
whether  a  man  could  have  the  same  love  and 
affection  for  a  plural  wife  and  whether  she  would 
have  the  same  love  for  him.   After  John's  death, 
Aunt  Bella  was  heard  to  say  that  if  she  could 
have  a  choice  of  all  the  men  in  the  world,  she 
would  choose  John  Murdoch,  who  was  such  a 
true  and  faithful  husband.   Together,  John,  Ann 
and  Isabella  were  a  noble  trio. 
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CHILDREN:   John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Ann  Steele 


(1)  -  Elizabeth 

(2)  -  James 


(3)  -  Mary  Murray 


(4)  -  Ann 


(5)  -  Janett  (Nettie) 

Osborne 

(6)  -  Sarah  Jane 


(7)  -  Jacobena  Wells 

Osborne 

(8)  -  John  Murray  Jr. 

(9)  -  Isabella  Lovina 
(10)- John  William 
(11)-  Thomas  Todd(X) 


(12)-  Lucy  Veronica 
(13)-  Joseph  A. 


(14)-  David  Steele 


(15)-  Millicent  Sophia 


Born  -  21  Nov  1848,  Kirkconnell,  Dumfries,  Scotland. 

Died  -  04  Apr  1852,  near  St.  Louis,  Missouri. 

Born  -  Jun  1850,  Kirkconnell,  Dumfries,  Scotland. 

Died  -  20  Mar  1852  and  buried  on  a  bank  of  the  Mississippi  River. 

Born  -  20  May  1852  on  a  ditch  bank  or  creek  at  a  wood  camp  9  miles 

from  Kansas  City,  Wondottee,  Kansas,  while  crossing  the  plains. 

Married  -  (1)  James  Duke,  03  Oct  1868.   They  had  eight  children. 

James  Duke  died  20  May  1892 

Married  -  (2)  William  Ryan,  12  Jun  1906. 

Died -20  Dec  1917. 

Born  -  14  Sep  1854,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 

Married  -  William  M.  Giles,  05  Jun  1871.  They  had  eleven  children. 

Died  -  02  Jan  1890.   William  Giles  died  30  Apr  1926. 

Born  -  20  Dec  1856,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 

Married  -  Henry  L.  McMullin,  06  Dec  1875.  They  had  seven  children. 

Died  -  12  Jun  1949.   Henry  McMullin  died  20  Dec  1932. 

Born  -  15  Jan  1859,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 

Married  -  (1)  Thomas  Heber  Rasband,  28  Nov  1878.  (seven  children). 

Married  -  (2)  William  Lindsay,  06  Sep  1918. 

Died- 16  Jan  1933. 

Born  -  07  Nov  1860,  in  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Married  -  William  Jonathan  Clegg,  02  Dec  1880.   (Sixteen  children). 

Died  -  18  Oct  1933.   William  J.  Clegg  died  15  Sep  1927. 

Born  -  04  Jan  1863,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Died -04  Feb  1863. 

Born  -  21  Apr  1864,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Died-  17  Jun  1870. 

Born  -  21  Apr  1864,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Died  -  29  Aug  1864. 

Born  -  04  Mar  1866,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Married  -  Sarah  Ingeborg  Hansen,  15  Jul  1915. 

Died  -  21  Oct  1953.   Sarah  Ingeborg  Hansen  died  14  Mar  1985. 

Born  -  25  Nov  1867,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Died -06  Jan  1873. 

Born  -  11  Mar  1870,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Married  -  Martha  Ellen  Fortie,  May  20,  1891.  (twelve  children) 

Died  -  27  Aug  1943.  Martha  Ellen  Fortie  died  07  Oct  1943. 

Born  -  31  May  31,  1872,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Married  -  21  Oct  1891 ,  Emily  Van  Wagenen.   (fifteen  children) 

Died  -  01  Oct  1950.   Mary  Emily  Van  Wagenen  died  31  Mar  1943. 

Born  -  21  Aug  1874,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah. 

Married  -  09  Dec  1891 ,  Edward  Teancum  Murdock.   (ten  children) 

Died  -  07  Feb  1916.   Edward  Teancum  Murdock  died  12  Mar  1937. 
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Front:    Ann,  John  Murray,  Ann  Steele,  and  Mary  Murray  Murdoch 
Back:     Janett  (Nettie)  Osborne,  Thomas  Todd,  Sarah  Jane,  David  Steele, 
Jacobena  Wells  Osborne,  Millicent  Sophia,  and  Joseph  A.  Murdoch 


John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Ann  Steele  taken  at 

their  50th  Wedding  Anniversary  Celebration. 

February  24,  1898 


John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Ann  Steele 


33 
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Left:  Ann  Steele,  Isabella  Crawford 
and  John  Murray  Murdoch 


Right:  Isabella  Crawford,  Ann  Steele 
and  John  Murray  Murdoch 


34 


CHAPTER  FOUR 

HISTORY  OF  ANCESTORS  OF  ISABELLA  CRAWFORD  MURDOCH 

1  -  ALEXANDER  CRAWFORD  and  ANN  ANTHONY 

Alexander  Crawford  was  born  1783,  Millerston,  Berwick,  Scotland,  the  son  of  William  Crawford. 
His  mother's  name  is  unknown.   Alexander  married  Ann  Anthony,  16  January  1803,  Blantyre,  Lanark, 
Scotland,  she  being  the  daughter  of  Robert  Anthony  and  Janet  Melrose. 

Alexander  Crawford  died,  14  July  1860,  age  77  years,  from  chronic  bronchitis,  at  Waterloo  Row, 
Blantyre  Works,  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland.   His  father  is  deceased  at  this  time.   Source:  (Register  of 
deaths  tor  the  Parish  register  of  Blantyre,  Lanark  County,  Scotland  16th  July,  1860  at  Blantyre.)    Buried 
in  the  Blantyre  Church  Yard. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  William  Crawford 

(2)  -  John  Crawford 

(3)  -  Andrew  Crawford  (X) 


(4)  -  Ann  Crawford 

(5)  -  Janet  Crawford 

(6)  -  William  Crawford 


(7)  -  Jane  Crawford 

(8)  -  Hugh  Crawford 


Born-  13  Feb  1805 

Chr  -  17  Feb  1805,  Bridgeton,  Barony,  Parish,  Lanark,  Scotland 

Born  -  abt  1809  (Age  42  1851  Census,  Blantyre,  Lanark, 

Scotland) 

Born  -  abt  1811,  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland 

Married  -  Margaret  McClure,  20  October  1832 

Died  -  about  1844 

Born  -  181 1  (age  40   1851  Census)  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland 

Died-  11  Sep  1872 

Born  -  1821,  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland  (age  30,  1851  Census) 

Born-  1823 

Married  -  Jane  Nicholson 

Died -25  April  1855,  age  32 

(Parish  Register  of  deaths)  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland 

Born  -  1827  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland  (age  24,  1851  Census) 

Born  -  1831  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland  (age  20,  1851  Census) 


2  -  ROBERT  ANTHONY  and  JANET  MELROSE 

Robert  Anthony  born  about  1759.  He  was  of  St.  Cuthberts,  Edinburg,  Middleothian,  Scotland.  In 
1785  he  married  Janet  Melrose  who  was  of  St.  Cuthbert,  Edinburg,  Middleothian,  Scotland.  She  was 
born  abt.  1763,  of  Middleothian,  Scotland. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Margaret  Anthony 

(2)  -  Ann  Anthony  (X) 


Born  -  19  Feb  1785,  St.  Cuthbert,  Edinburg,  Middleothian, 

Scotland 

Born  -  13  Apr  1787,  St.  Cuthbert,  Middleothian,  Scotland 

Married  -  Alexander  Crawford  (Source:  St.  Cuthbert,  Parish 

Register,  Edinburg,  Middleothian,  Scotland) 
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3  -  ANDREW  CRAWFORD  and  MARGARET  MCCLURE 

Andrew  Crawford  was  born  about  181 1,  in  Blantyre,  Lanarkshire,  Scotland.   He  was  the  third  child 
and  third  son  of  the  five  sons  and  three  daughters  of  Alexander  and  Margaret  McClure  Crawford.   He 
Married  Margaret  McClure  (General  Reg.  office,  Edinburg,  Scotland,  extracted  from  registers  office, 
proclamation  and  marriages  for  the  Parish  of  Blantyre,  3  days,  married  20  Oct.  1832  Lanark,  Scotland.) 
Margaret  McClure  was  born  about  1813,  in  Bothwell,  Lanarkshire,  Scotland.   She  is  the  daughter  of 
George  McClure  and  Margaret  Thorn. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Daughter  Born  -  about  1834,  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland 

(2)  -  Isabella  Crawford  (X)  Born  -  12  April  1836,  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland 

Married  -  09  Aug  1862,  to  John  Murray  Murdoch 
Died-  10  April  1916 

(3)  -  Daughter  Born  -  about  1838,  Blantyre,  Lanark,  Scotland 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

HISTORY  OF 
ISABELLA  CRAWFORD  MURDOCH 


Isabella  Crawford  was  born  12  April,  1836 
in  Blantyre,  Lanarkshire  Scotland,  the  daughter 
of  Andrew  Crawford  and  Margaret  McClure. 

Her  father,  Andrew  Crawford,  was  the  son 
of  Alexander  Crawford  and  Ann  Anthony.  He 
was  born  about  1811,  in  Blantyre,  Lanarkshire, 
Scotland  and  died  about  1844  in  Canada. 

Her  mother  Margaret  McClure  was  born 
about  1813,  Bothwell,  Lanarkshire,  Scotland,  the 
daughter  of  George  McClure  and  Margaret 
Thorn.  She  died  20  October,  1841,  leaving  three 
little  girls.   Isabella  would  have  been  about  four 
and  one  half  years  old.   The  reason  for  her  death 
is  unknown  at  this  time.   One  of  the  little  girls  is 
believed  to  have  been  named  Jean. 

She  was  about  six  years  old  when  her  father 
joined  the  British  Army  and  was  sent  to  Canada 
to  help  settle  a  skirmish  in  Canada.  They  never 
heard  of  him  again  until  word  of  his  death  came 
a  few  years  later.  It  isn't  known  if  he  re-married 
before  he  left  for  Canada  or  who  he  would  have 
left  the  children  with. 

Her  grandparents  on  her  father's  side  of  the 
family  were  still  alive.   It  would  seem  logical 
they  would  take  care  of  the  children. 

Her  father's  parents  were  Alexander 
Crawford,  born  1783  and  buried  14  July,  1860, 
and  Ann  Anthony.  Her  mother's  parents  were 
Margaret  Thorn  and  George  McClure.  Her 
grandmother,  Annie  Anthony  Crawford,  didn't 
die  until  around  1855  and  her  grandfather, 
Alexander  Crawford,  died  14  July,  1860,  at  age 
77,  (Register  of  Deaths  extracted  from  the  Parish 
of  Blantyre). 

While  quite  young,  Isabella  went  to  work  in 
the  Blantyre  Mills,  where  she  learned  the  trade 
of  a  weaver.  While  there,  she  had  four  young 


friends  who  worked  with  her.   These  five  girls 
were  earning  their  own  living. 

She  learned  of  the  L.D.S.  missionaries  and 
was  taught  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ.   She  joined 
the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints 
and  was  baptized  19  October,  1854,  by  A. 
Maxwell  and  confirmed  22  October,  1854,  by 
William  Montgomery.  (GS-14516  pt  4  pg  112, 
Info,  from  Glasgow  Branch,  British  Isles 
Mission,  records  of  baptisms  and  confirmations 
of  L.D.S.  Church).   She  was  18  years  of  age. 
When  she  joined  the  church,  her  family 
disowned  her.   A  cousin,  Maybelle  Moulten,  told 
this  about  Isabella:  "When  her  grandmother  told 
her  to  leave,  she  didn't  take  anything  with  her 
and,  as  she  went  around  the  house,  she  leaned  up 
against  the  corner  of  the  house  and  rested  her 
arm  where  some  bricks  were  missing  and  cried 
and  cried.   This  was  the  last  time  she  saw  any  of 
her  family." 

Her  best  friend,  Catherine  Campbell,  had 
joined  the  church  also.   The  five  girls  decided 
they  would  save  their  money  and  come  to 
America.  They  were  twelve  weeks  sailing  on  the 
water,  the  ship  was  struck  with  lightening  and 
eight  sailors  were  drowned.   They  found 
employment  in  the  cotton  mills  in  Holyoke, 
Massachusetts,  where  she  became  an  expert 
weaver  of  fine  linens.  She  had  long  black  hair 
which  she  wore  in  two  braids.   One  day,  a  girl 
who  worked  beside  her  in  the  mill  asked  her  why 
she  didn't  cut  her  hair  off.   Isabella  replied  she 
didn't  want  to.  The  girl  said,  "Well,  it's  too 
pretty",  and,  with  a  pair  of  large  scissors,  she 
cut  off  one  of  the  braids. 

They  remained  for  five  years  in 
Massachusetts,  working  at  the  mills  where  they 
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saved  their  money  for  the  trip  out  west  to  join  the 
Saints.  They  were  eventually  able  to  purchase  a 
span  of  oxen  along  with  a  wagon  and  supplies 
and  hired  a  young  man  to  drive  them  across  the 
plains.   Isabella  walked  every  step  of  the  way 
across  the  plains  and  arrived  with  her  friends  in 
Salt  Lake  City  in  1858.  When  they  arrived,  they 
turned  over  the  wagon  and  oxen  to  their  driver. 
They  were  first  taken  to  the  public  square  with 
the  other  emigrants  where  welcoming  friends 
were  waiting  to  receive  all  of  them  except  this 
lone  girl,  Isabella. 

William  Forman,  a  close  friend  of  John 
Murray  Murdoch  in  Scotland,  went  with  him 
when  John  and  his  wife  came  to  Zion.  William 
was  engaged  to  marry  one  of  the  five  girls, 
Catherine  Campbell,  and  was  there  to  meet  her 
and  asked  Isabella  to  go  to  their  home  or  to  the 
home  of  the  people  who  employed  him.  She 
went  to  the  home  of  William's  boss.   She  soon 
found  employment  in  Cottonwood  and  Salt  Lake 
City.  She  remained  there  for  five  years. 

In  the  meantime,  William  Foreman  and 
Katie  were  married  and  moved  to  Heber,  Utah. 
After  laboring  in  Salt  Lake  City  for  sometime, 
Isabella  went  to  Provo  Valley  to  visit  her  friends, 
the  Foremans.  As  the  neighbors  and  friends 
lived  close  together  and  were  all  young  people 
and  very  sociable,  all  soon  became  acquainted 
with  this  young,  pretty,  dark  eyed  and  dark 
haired  girl,  and,  in  course  of  time,  she  had  many 
suitors  for  her  hand  in  marriage. 

In  later  years,  Isabella  and  Ann  were  called 
as  counselors  to  Katherine  Forman  in  the  Heber 
West  Ward  Relief  Society,  from  1879-1895. 

John  Murray  and  Ann  Steele  Murdoch  were 
continually  striving  to  keep  the  commandments 
of  God  and  the  principle  of  plural  marriage  was 
taught  and  practiced  in  the  Church.  They  made 
up  their  minds  that  if  the  way  were  opened  up 
and  the  time  came  favorably,  they  would  obey 
this  principle.    Being  close  friends  and 
neighbors,  they  became  acquainted  with  this 
young  girl  and  it  was  made  known  to  all  of  them 
that  this  union  was  okay.  With  Ann's  full 
knowledge  and  consent,  John  married  Isabella 
Crawford  on  the  8th  day  of  August,  1862,  in  the 
Endowment  House,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  with  Ann 
being  present. 

To  this  union  were  born  7  children,  and  with 
John  and  Ann's  15,  there  were  22  children. 


Some  died  in  childhood,  15  were  reared  to 
womanhood  and  manhood  under  the  same  roof. 
Some  of  the  roofs  were  made  of  mud  and  later 
some  were  shingled.  John  tried  to  provide 
comfortable  homes  for  his  wives  and  children. 

John's  wives  were  true  wives  and  true  and 
loving  mothers,  sharing  the  burdens  of  rearing 
their  children  together.   Aunt  Nettie  remembers 
one  child  nursing  both  mothers  and  didn't  know 
which  was  his  own  mother.   They  were  taught  to 
love  one  another,  and  quarreling  and  abuse  were 
not  allowed.   Isabella  was  a  true  pioneer  of  the 
Heber  Valley  and  the  state  of  Utah,  assisting  in 
many  ways  in  the  upbuilding  of  the  community  in 
which  she  lived.   She  was  a  knitter  of  beautiful 
fabrics  and  knitted  many  beautiful  articles  for  the 
family  use.   She  could  also  spin  and  help  make 
their  clothes.   When  John  went  to  Salt  Lake 
occasionally,  he  bought  a  piece  of  cloth  for  both 
wives  to  make  a  dress. 

She  went  through  die  trials  of  pioneering 
and  poverty  without  complaining  and  lived  until 
they  had  comfortable  homes  and  all  the  modern 
conveniences  and  luxuries  they  desired. 

Her  children  have  all  remained  faithful  to  the 
teachings  they  were  taught  and  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ  and  have  taught  their  own  children 
those  good  teachings  they  learned  in  their 
parents'  home.    On  the  11  April,  1916,  Isabella 
died  as  she  lived;  a  faithful  and  unfaltering 
member  of  the  Church,  loved  and  respected  by 
all,  and  was  buried  in  the  Heber  Cemetery  on 
her  80th  birthday. 

In  the  histories  of  their  children,  they  relate  some 
insight  to  the  character  of  their  parents: 

Daughter  Sarah  Jane: 

"In  winter,  father  would  bring  a  big  log  and 
put  it  on  the  fire  place  to  keep  us  warm  and  give 
us  light  to  read  by.   It  was  then  he  taught  me  to 
knit  stockings  by  the  fire  light.   My  father 
learned  to  knit  as  a  very  small  boy,  while 
herding  sheep  and  cows  on  the  bonnie  heather 
hills  of  Scotland.   He  could  keep  us  spellbound 
listening  to  the  tales  of  his  boyhood  days."  This 
fireplace  was  in  Isabella's  room. 

I  was  1 6  when  I  went  to  work  on  some 
ranches  in  the  area.  I  worked  for  Henry  Guff, 
William  Moulton,  William  Davis  and  Nymphus 
Murdock.   My  father  had  taken  up  a  ranch  and 
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Aunt  Bella  and  her  family  were  living  on  it. 
Father  appointed  me  governess  to  teach  the 
children,  as  they  were  too  far  away  to  go  to 
school.   There  were  seven  children  in  my  class 
everyday.    Father  got  slates,  hooks,   pencils  and 
paper  and  they  say  they  got  a  good  start.   These 
children  were  Margaret,  Catherine,  James. 
Brigham,  Robert,  John  Murray,  and  Isabella. 
The  young  folks  from  the  Moulton  family 
came  down  in  the  evening  to  our  ranch  to  spend 
the  evening  together.   Heber  Rasband  was  then 
working  at  the  Moulton's  ranch.   He  had  worked 
for  my  father  for  two  years  before  this  time. 
While  working  for  my  father,  he  told  me  of 
some  of  the  counsel  his  father  had  given  him. 
One  night,  he  had  been  out  quite  late.   When  he 
came  home,  his  father  was  waiting  for  him  and 
he  said,  "Heber,  my  boy,  where  have  you  been 
until  this  time  of  the  morning?   I  want  you  to 
stop  it.   If  you  want  to  see  the  girls  and  get  a 
good  wife,  why  don't  you  go  down  to  Brother 
Murdoch's?  I  know  he  has  some  good  girls  that 
would  make  good  wives.   Now  Heber,  my  boy, 
take  my  advice  and  do  as  I  have  told  you."   So 


he  took  his  father's  advice.    He  and  I  were 
exactly  the  same  age,  born  on  the  same  day,  so 
he  came  and  got  my  parent's  consent  to  call  on 
me.   We  became  engaged  and  began  to  get  ready 
to  get  married.   We  all  liked  him  very  much. 

Daughter  Janett: 

"This  family  loved  to  sing,  a  trait  which  they 
passed  on  to  their  own  families;  they  loved  to 
gather  round  in  the  evenings  and  sing  songs  and 
listen  to  stories  told  by  their  parents  of  their 
native  land,  of  their  lives  and  loved  ones  and 
about  crossing  the  ocean  and  plains.   They  had 
good  neighbors  and  they  were  good  neighbors, 
willing  helping  one  another."   They  loved  this 
beautiful  valley  they  had  made  blossom  like  a 
rose.  Janett  loved  her  mother  Bella  and  her 
brothers  and  sisters,  and  her  stepmother  Ann, 
and  her  step  -  brothers  and  sisters. 


Isabella  Murdoch's  Testimony" 
By  Janett  (Nettie)  Murdoch  McMuHin 


This  is  the  testimony  she  bore  to  me  and  many 
others.  She  said:  "Nettie,  what  am  I  that  God  has 
been  so  good  to  me,  a  lone  girl  in  this  favored 
land,  and  he  has  given  me  all  the  blessings  and 
privileges  of  the  gospel;  where  I  am  surrounded  by 
prophets  of  God  and  the  Holy  Priesthood  and 
friends  on  every  hand.   I  have  had  the  privilege  of 


associating  with  men  and  women  of  God  and  a 
patriarch  of  God  to  be  the  father  of  my  children. 
So  I  say,  what  am  I?  And  now  this  world  has  no 
charm  for  me.  Now  I  am  ready  to  go,  and  your 
father  and  mother  are  coming  every  night  for  me 
and  I  am  waiting  to  go  with  them." 


Next  to  my  Mother  to  Me 


My  memory  turns  back  to  my  childhood  days, 

When,  with  my  father  and  mother  to  live, 
A  young  bride  she  came, 

And  to  us  Bella  was  her  name. 
She  was  young  and  handsome  and  joined  in  our 

glee,   Then  I  thought:    "She's  next  to  my 

mother  to  me." 
When  our  fingers  were  mashed  and  the  slivers 

would  pain, 

We  would  call  on  dear  Bella  again  and  again. 
We  would  cry  with  the  pain  when  someone  would 


shout 

"Oh  never  mind,  Bella  will  soon  get  it  out." 
In  our  tears  and  sorrows,  our  joys  and  our  mirth, 

We  would  all  gather  round  the  old  family 

hearth.  She  would  listen  to  our  stories  and 

happy  we'd  be,  Then  I  said,  "She  is  next  to  my 

mother  to  me." 
As  to  manhood  and  womanhood  each  were  grown, 

We  would  leave  the  old  homestead  for  homes 

of  our  own; 
She  would  pray  "that  our  lives  could  be  happy  and 
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free,"  Again  I  thought,  "Yes  she's  been  a 

mother  to  me." 
For  eighty  long  years,  this  lovely  bride  did  live, 

Her  example  to  set  and  wise  counsel  to  give. 
She  had  completed  her  labors  on  earth  here  below, 

She  said:  "I  am  waiting  Father's  call  for  me  to 

go." 
She  told  me  one  day,  "Dear  Nettie,  I'm  left  here 

alone,  Your  father  and  mother,  my 

companions,  are  gone, 


They  are  waiting  and  calling  and  coming  for  me." 

Then  I  truly  knew  "She  was  next  to  my  mother 

to  me." 
In  my  vision  I  see  that  home  over  there, 

Those  beautiful  crowns  they  do  wear. 
With  loved  ones  and  honored  ones,  their  bright 

faces  I  see. 
And  I  still  know  Bella  is  next  to  my  mother  to  me. 

Written  in  honor  of  Isabella  Crawford  Murdoch  by 
her  step  daughter,  Janett  Murdoch  McMullin 


THE  WASATCH  WAVE 
HEBER  CITY  UTAH 


Obituary  of  Isabella  Crawford  Murdoch 


Isabella  Crawford  Murdoch,  better  known  as 
"Aunt  Bella",  died  at  the  home  of  her  daughter 
Catherine  Murdoch  Hicken,  (Mrs.  David  W. 
Hicken),  Monday  ,  April  10,  1916  of  general 
debility,  being  80  years  old  on  Wednesday,  the 
day  of  her  funeral. 

Aunt  Bella  was  one  of  the  early  pioneers  of 
this  valley,  having  come  to  Heber  when  a  young 
woman  and  married  John  M.  Murdoch  as  a 
plural  wife  in  1862.  To  this  union  seven  children 
were  born  and  grew  to  manhood  and  womanhood 
in  this  community. 

The  children  are  Margaret  A  Hawks,  who 
died  in  Idaho  leaving  a  family  of  six  children, 
Mrs  David  W.  Hicken  (Catherine)  of  Heber; 
James  C,  a  member  of  the  High  Council, 
Brigham,  bishop  of  Farnum,  Idaho,  Robert,  who 
died  of  typhoid  fever  at  the  age  of  21 ,  John  M. , 
now  on  a  mission  in  new  Zealand,  and  Isabella 
C. ,  wife  of  Hyrum  Nicol  of  Duchesne. 

Funeral  services  were  held  at  the  Stake 
Tabernacle  Wednesday  afternoon,  April  12.  The 
services  were  well  attended,  being  conducted  by 
Bishop  Crook  of  the  Heber  Third  Ward.  The 
following  songs:  "  Though  Deepening  Trials 
Throng  Your  way", "Sister  Thou  Wert  Mild  and 
Lovely  and  "Nearer  My  God  To  Thee",  were 
sung  by  a  mixed  quartette  consisting  of  Enid 
Murdoch,  Emma  Carlyle,  Frank  Epperson  and 
Frank  Carlyle.   Beautiful  bouquets  of  flowers 
covered  the  casket,  many  coming  from  friends 
unable  to  attend  the  funeral. 

The  first  speaker  was  Bishop  Joseph  A. 
Rasband  of  Heber  2nd  Ward.  He  said  that  the 


departed  sister  had  been  a  member  of  that  Ward 
ever  since  coming  to  Heber,  until  about  a  year 
ago  when  she  was  transferred  to  the  third  ward. 
He  said  he  had  known  Sister  Murdoch  all  his 
life.   She  was  congenial  and  pleasant  and  always 
endeavoring  to  do  good  in  the  face  of  continued 
ill  health.   We  have  no  occasion  to  mourn  the 
departure  of  such  as  Sister  Bella. 

Henry  L.  McMullin  said  he  knew  the 
departed  sister  to  be  a  righteous  woman  who  had 
lived  a  righteous  life.   She  joined  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints  when  a  girl  of 
17  years  of  age  in  her  native  land-  Scotland,  and 
left  all  relatives  and  friends  who  were  near  and 
dear  to  her  and  came  to  America  for  the  gospel's 
sake.   She  worked  in  the  factories  of  the  eastern 
states  for  a  number  of  years  to  earn  enough 
money  to  come  to  Utah.   He  spoke  of  the  state  of 
peace  and  rest  for  the  righteous  after  death  as 
told  to  us  by  the  Prophet  Alma  who  said  an 
Angel  had  revealed  these  things  unto  him.   He 
also  said  that  Sister  Murdoch  had  merited  and 
would  receive  the  blessings  of  the  righteous. 

William  Lindsay  said  he  had  known  the 
departed  sister  for  more  than  50  years  and  knew 
her  to  be  a  good  woman.   He  testified  that  the 
family  relations  existing  in  the  Murdoch  family 
were  of  peace  and  pleasure.   At  the  departure  of 
her  son,  John  M.,  to  fill  a  mission  in  New 
Zealand,  she  said  she  might  not  live  to  see  his 
return,  but  rejoiced  that  he  was  going  in  the 
service  of  the  Lord. 

James  C.  Jensen  of  the  Stake  Presidency  said 
he  had  been  thinking  ever  since  the  first  song  of 
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the  bre\  u\  of  life,  which  reminds  him  of  the 
sa\  ing   "life  is  worm  while."   In  the  death  of  one 
such  as  Sister  Murdoch,  the  answer  to  this  is 
"Yes."   The  posterity  she  has  left,  the  fruits  of 
her  labors,  all  testify  to  the  worth  oi  such  a  life. 
What  joy  will  be  on  the  other  side  at  meeting 
u  ith  her  husband  and  companions  who  have  gone 
before!   All  honor  to  such  women!   Her  life  is  a 
testimony  that  life  is  worth  living.   The 
emaciated  form  lying  before  us  will  not  always 
be  the  tabernacle  ot'  her  spirit,  but  the  spirit  will 
attract  to  it  until  every  particle  will  be  restored  to 
a  perfect  womanhood  in  the  resurrection.   The 
spirits  of  our  ancestors  are  not  far  away.   If  Aunt 


Bella  could  give  utterance  to  her  greatest  desire 
now,  it  would  be  that  her  posterity  may  remain 
faithful  in  the  service  of  the  Lord. 

Bishop  Crook  said  he  had  been  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  Murdoch  family  and  wished 
to  testify  that  the  family  of  John  M.  Murdoch 
had  lived  in  peace  and  harmony,  not 
withstanding  mere  were  two  wives  rearing  their 
families  together.   He  admonished  the  children  to 
emulate  the  good  works  of  their  parents.   In 
behalf  of  the  family,  he  thanked  all  those  who 
had  assisted  in  any  way  during  the  sickness, 
death  and  burial  of  the  deceased.   Internment 
was  made  in  the  Heber  Cemetery. 


CHILDREN:  John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Isabella  Crawford 


(1)  -  Margaret  Ann 


Born  -  19  May  1863,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Married  -  07  Nov  1889  to  Lewis  Joshua  Hawkes 
Died-  11  Mar  1904 


(2)  -  Catherine  Campbell 


Born  -  15  Nov  1864,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Married  -  21  Jul  1886  to  David  W.  Hicken 
Died -06  Mar  1945 


(3)  -  James  Crawford 


Born  -  11  Feb  1869,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Married  -  27  Nov  1901  to  Sarah  Elizabeth  Giles 
Died-  14  Aug  1959 


(4)  -  Brigham  (X) 


Born  -  03  Nov  1870,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Married  -  (1)  -  16  Dec  1891  to  Mary  Blanche  Alexander 
Married  -  (2)  -  08  Apr  1903  to  Martha  Luann  Hammon 
Died-  13  May  1947 


(5)  -  Robert 


Born  -  12  Sep  1872,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Died  -  03  Sep  1894    (He  never  married.) 


(6)  -  John  Murray  Jr. 


Born  -  01  May  1874,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Married  -  (1)  -  30  Jan  1904  to  Minnie  Marie  Miller 
Married  -  (2)  -  05  Jan  1921  to  Cora  Leone  Vail  Bigler 
Died -26  Apr  1928 


(7)  -  Isabella  Crawford 


Born  -  08  Jan  1876,  Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Married  -  23  Sep  1903  to  Hyrum  Chase  Nicol 
Died -01  Dec  1940 


41 


a 

JMK 

■ 

-  r 

3    ~ 

< 

m 

•    | 

rxi 

r 

— 

1 

2  2  n 

8   §   FT 

rt    r 
A 

a 

3 

C 
Q 
1 

--• 

57 

3 

5C 

c 

B^^^k^       Lii 

^B".'-:Ji  ^^^".JME^^^^^^^^^                    *H^ 

f^ 

3  t- 

rr 

to 

O 

KJ 

c_ 

U     'ft 
-1    R 

Dt 

3 

3 
r_ 

0C 

— 

ft 
1/ 

or 

c 

I^K^fe^^    '  *l 

s^rfr 

I 

r 

< 

< 

X 
0 

c 

> 

c 
■ 

3 

■ 
pi 

n 

i 
n 

3 

E 

- 

^lW1-  '  il    !  J    *'      '  "  i 

r      Jr    '- 

X 

« 

I 

Cr 

■ 

3D 

i 

i-  E  P 

— 

1 

a 

r^ 

»^> 

ft 

O  |C 

1 

•-• 

— 

> 

O 

< 

•— 

r 

l< 

Wm^^m^Kr    Ifc-                         l^k.     ^^M9%k~                          feft 

r- 

0D 
0O 

rr 

B 

•— 

H 

rr 

3 

W^^       :^^^Hli^^ 

&*^ 

^T- 

«K^:    i 

f                          m                                              _H 

1 

— 

-i 
- 

trr 

4k 

^ 

u                                        fo 

_ 

n 

D2   2  13   E    J 

TIJ   JTIB1 

2SS2F^ 

9 

2  J22f  a 

2JJ5?* 

D    0    o    o    z   V 

n    :         n    -    Z 

re    ■.-                  ^ 

3 

X 

Q    Q    Q    Q    5.    " 
n    5    5    n    3"  £ 
ri    2.  2.  a 

a  p   p   o   5.  o 

a  5  5  a  s1  2 

Q    D    p    a    2.   Q 
n    3     5    °    3-   Z 

Q    Q     0    0    5.    O 
-    o    —    3 

.'      "J     1             =: 

C/3 

r. 

I/i 

n 

c 

it    a 

U. 

n>   re 

a 

a 

a. 

q 

M 

— 

a.  a 

a  a 

• 

►— 

. 

^. 

. 

— 

Cu 

0 

0 

0 

r 

a. 

w 

CC 

.-— 1 

rr 

M 

CO 

■— 

rr 

p. 

CO 

K3 

(/) 

rr 

_ 

<_ 

to 

D 

rr 

_ 

O 

-~j 

r 

X 

_ 

? 

V 

1 J 

rt 

1 

0 

*— • 

i 

n 

^J 

V 

t 

•— 

p> 

— 

ft) 

ft 

Ui 

0l 

n 

C 

*— 

1— 

> 

I—' 

0" 

Z 

H- 

rr 

Z 

K- 

M 

r 

S 

< 

rr 

rr 

z 

i 

rr 

"0 

m 

c 

00 

o 

It 

' 

)0 

z 

i 

rt 

— 

(t 

U 

H 

i 

Z 

3 

c 

H 

r 

10 

n 

3 

i 

< 

•y 

1 

3 

-1 

< 

=r 

0 

rr 

1 

II 

en 

e 

a 

-i 

0 

ft 

< 

01 

r— 

F 

5 

pi 

n 

: 

p> 

< 

- 

cr 

H 

i 

"< 

. 

< 

^ 

ft, 

'  - 

n 

►— 

a 

1 

h- 

B 

rr 

O 

< 

c 

H- 

1 — 

Em 

1 

pr 

■c 

rf 

£ 

■ 

i — i 

< 

c 

a 

»— 

r- 

C 

i — i 

i 

H 

JC 

3 

0C 

C 

^— 

n 

n 

O 

3" 

pi 

o 

§ 

j 

Cr 

n> 

o 

^ 

o 

> 
M 

0C 

0 

c 

> — 
Cf 

•— 
r- 

PI 

IT; 

a 

ft 

X 

sr 

ft 

OC 

r 

o 

(C 

5 

►— 

P-' 

K 

§ 

•— 

Pt 

PI 

-r 

« 

M- 

J 

r: 

c 

Ul 

- 

H- 

C 

rt 

a) 

rt 

rr 

r^ 

o 

J 

ft' 

^* 

p> 

ai 

pi 

n 

c 

n 

o 

a 

o 

O 

n 

n 

S 

fl 

ft' 

■< 

X 

rr 

o 

3 

n 

n 

3- 

a. 

r- 

D 

rr 

§ 

J 

- 

3 

a: 

3" 

PC 

rr 

»- 

X 

ft 

to 

3 

C 

c 

[  ! 

CT 

C 

2 

1 

r~ 

§ 

0) 

:' 

r> 

*■ 

n 

>-i 

PI 

g 

n 

1 

H 

a 

-' 

1 

r- 

fc 

V 

. 

n 

" 

3 

3 

X 

z 

3" 

ty> 

— 

o 
o 

_• 

~ 

rr 

X 

r 

■  fc 

n 

18 

X 

0 

c 

n 

pi 

w 

3 

k!> 

■ 

^5                  ^ 

?             EM 
a.               na2 

7 

»«f\' 

|l        "  a 

r-M#    r-VjHT 

rA,i^j 

►         ^/ 

* 

-     03  rt 

s  i 

^r^--* 

^y-  <*ji 

5""                     XT-OS                                                                     LW 

P^        .^^ 

t     £§-*?   [■'  J*   * 

?              =    -    c    c           Ju~       4             m 

r~  -  s 

8    * 

[^  f  .Jl 

• 

:  J  T  -i  co  n 

Q 

r- 

2 
1 

3- 

— 

> 

if 

a 

^j 

en 

2 

a 

*• 

r^ 

th  Ch 
Birth. 
Place 
Marri 
Marri 
Place 

o  p  p  d  5.  G 

s  ;   5    2    5-2 

fP     _J      „      0             — 

■^  s  s:  "^  co  3 

o    p    D    5"  5   Q 

=• 

t  j;  2  T3  o  r 
o  d  a  c   5.  2 

- 
2    »    ' 

ii 

- 

r- 

u 
-1 

I        -       - 

ft> 

3 
PI 

< 

> 
- 

B 

re    ft 

— . 

<t    it 

a   it 

a 

a 

r. 

- 

0: 

D.  D. 

a  a 

a 

pi 

-    — 

— 

rr 

— 

C 

3     5 

n 

«o 

DO 

11 

n 

a 

r 

= 
ft 
- 
jr 
/ 

3 
— - 
- 
1 

rj 

■— 

W 
it 
a 

C 

rr 
< 

C 
5 

35 
>-> 

n 

c 

— 
rt 

cr 
(1 

£ 
a; 
in 

OC 

<_ 
PI 

- 

Or 

J 

03 
B) 
Cf 

n> 

r-1 

n 

pi 

>— 

r> 

r- 
Pi 

It 

1.1 

9 

■ — 
< 

ft 

— 
ft 

3". 
Pi 

■JL 
Pi 

oo 

t- 
o 

rr 

3 

c 
- 

gg 

c 

9 

- 

£ 

sr 
a 

c 

X 

ft 
cr 
ft 
1 

01 

-- 
-. 

rr 

— 

DC 

3 

i 

- 
- 

rr 

cr 

- 

1 

M 
ft 

a 

50 

cr 

a 

— 

i 

o 

n 

X 

6 

• 

c 

j 

i 

n 

r- 
c 

•v 

ft 

n 

5 

0 

s 

i> 

t- 

Pi 
p> 

n 

- 

i-i 

B> 

n 

rl 

'-- 

> 

r 
Pi 

Bl 
PI 
O 

Nc 

c> 

2 
>— ■ 

r- 

v: 

- 

rr 

5 

t/1 

n 

c 

— 

3 

O 

-t 
D. 

O 

pi 

H 
rr 

r- 

fr 

ft; 
3- 

s 

o 
o 

EC 

t- 
— 

G 
n 

ft' 

O 

c 

<- 

ft 
rr 

- 
cr 

H 

r— 
3 

r^ 

o 

3C 

■K 

e 

n 
pi 

rr 

42 


John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Isabella  Crawford, 
taken  at  Ann  Steele  and  John's  golden  wedding  celebration,  February  24,  1898 


John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Isabella  Crawford 
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CHAPTER  SIX 

HISTORIES  OF  JAMES  STEELE  and  ELIZABETH  WYLIE 
Brother  of  Ann  Steele  Murdoch 


Editor's  note:  James  Steele  was  the  brother  of  Ann  Steele,  who  was  the  wife  of  John  Murray  Murdoch. 
Elizabeth  introduced  the  gospel  to  James  and  he,  in  turn,  introduced  it  to  John  Murray  and  Ann  Steele 
Murdoch.  James  and  Elizabeth  and  their  two  sons  also  accompanied  Wee  Granny  (John  Murray 
Murdoch's  mother)  from  Scotland  to  America  and  across  the  plains  in  the  Martin  Handcart  Company. 
Because  they  played  such  an  important  role  in  the  history  of  the  Murdoch  family,  it  was  felt  only  proper 
that  their  history  be  included  in  this  book. 

1  -  JAMES  STEELE  AND  ELIZABETH  KERR 

James  Steele,  the  son  of  James  Steele  and  Janet  Johnston 
Born  29  May  1805,  Kirkconnell,  Dumfries,  Scotland 
Married  (Div),  Elizabeth  Kerr  (her  parents  unknown) 
Died  13  Feb  1882,  Kirkconnell,  Dumfries,  Scotland 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  James  Steele 


(2)  -  Ann  Steele 


Born  -  25  Jun,  1826,  Kirkconnell,  Dumfries,  Scotland 

Married  -  24  Aug,  1851,  Elizabeth  Wylie,  Manchester,  Lancashire, 

England. 

Died  -  10  Nov,  1856,  Bitter  Creek,  Sweetwater,  Wyoming 

Bur  -  10  Nov,  1856,  Bitter  Creek,  Sweetwater,  Wyoming 

Born  -  27  Oct,  1829,  Kirkconnell,  Dumfries,  Scotland 
Married  -  24  Feb  1848  to  John  Murray  Murdoch 
Died  -  15  Dec  1909,  Heber,  Wasatch,  Utah 
Bur  -  16  Dec  1909,  Heber,  Wasatch,  Utah. 


2  -  JAMES  STEELE  AND  ELIZABETH  WYLIE 

James  Steele,  the  son  of  James  and  Elizabeth  Kerr  Steele. 
Born  -  25  Jun  1826,  Kirkconnell,  Dumfries,  Scotland. 

(1,067,965  -  Birth  and  christening  records  for  Kirkconnel,  Dumfries,  Scotland) 
Md  -  24  Aug  1851,  Elizabeth  Wylie,  Manchester,  Lancashire,  England. 
Died  -  10  Nov  1856,  Bitter  Creek,  Sweetwater,  Wyoming. 
Bur  -  10  Nov  1856,  Bitter  Creek,  Sweetwater,  Wyoming. 
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\\  He     Elizabeth  Wylie,  daughter  of  Oliver  Wylie  and  Mary  Ann  George. 
Born  ■  21  Feb  1827,  Johnston,  Ayrshire,  Seotland 

Married  -  (1)  James  Steele,  24  Aug  1851 ,  Manchester,  Lancashire,  England 
Married  -  (2)  David  Wood,  July  7,  1857 
Died  -  18  Apr  1901,  American  Fork,  Utah,  Utah. 
Buried  -   Apr  1901,  American  Fork,  Utah,  Utah. 


CHILDREN: 

1 1 1  -  James  Ephraim  Steele 


(2)  -  Daughter. 

(3)  -  William  George  Steele 


Born  -  22  Jun  1852,  Manchester,  Lancashire,  England. 

Married  -  23  Dec  1880,  Elvira  Compton,  Endow.  House,  Salt 

Lake  City,  Utah 

Died  -  October  18,  1929,  Iona,  Bonneville,  Idaho. 

Born  -  about  1853,  Manchester,  Lancashire,  England. 

Died  as  an  infant,  and  buried  in  England. 

Born  -  19  Jan  1855,  Manchester,  Lancashire,  England. 

Married  -  19  Jan  1881,  Ellen  Parker  Proctor,  American  Fork, 

Utah. 

Died  -  13  Jun  1917,  Iona,  Bonneville,  Idaho. 

Buried  -  17  Jun  1917,  Iona,  Bonneville,  Idaho. 


History  of  James  Steele 


James  Steele,  his  parents  and  their  family 
were  living  in  England  in  the  early  1850's. 
Although  both  had  been  born  in  Scotland,  it  is 
not  known  when  the  Steele  family  moved  to 
England.   While  a  young  man,  James  met  a 
delightful  young  lady  by  the  name  of  Elizabeth 
Wylie,  who  had  joined  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints  on  January  7,  1844 
and  introduced  James  to  the  newly  restored 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ.  The  missionaries  had 
come  into  England  previous  to  1850,  and  had 
convened  her  to  this  new  church, "The  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints. "  James  joined 
the  church  April  17,  1849.  James  and  Elizabeth 
were  later  married,  August  24,  1851,  in 
Manchester,  Lancashire,  England. 

(Editor's  note:  The  LDS  Biographical 
Encyclopedia,  Vol  1,  page  665,  contains  the 
following  reference  to  James  Steele.) 

"At  an  outdoor  meeting  in  Glasgow, 
Scotland,  Robert  Kirkwood,  a  Mormon  Elder, 
had  just  finished  speaking  and  Ralph  Roily, 
another  Elder,  was  bearing  testimony  about 
Joseph  Smith  and  the  restoration  of  the  gospel. 
The  growd  threatened  to  throw  the  Elders  into 
the  river.  Robert  Patrick  stepped  forward  and 


said  ,  'You  shall  not  harm  these  men.'  A  man 
named  James  Steele  joined  with  him  in  protecting 
the  missionaries  until  they  could  retire  from  the 
scene." 

This  occurred  about  December  24,  1851. 
His  willingness  to  protect  the  Elders  from  an 
unruly  mob  shows  the  depth  of  his  testimony  of 
the  Restoration. 

James'  sister,  Ann,  married  John  Murray 
Murdoch  on  February  25,  1848  at  Auchinleck, 
Ayrshire,  Scotland.   The  Murdochs  must  have 
known  the  Steele  and  Wylie  families  before  they 
moved  to  England  and  were  good  friends. 

James  had  returned  to  Scotland  to  tell  his 
sister  Ann,  and  brother-in-law,  John  Murray 
Murdoch,  about  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  being 
restored  to  the  earth,  and  that  a  young  man  by 
the  name  of  Joseph  Smith  had  seen  God  and 
Jesus  Christ  and  talked  wth  them  face  to  face. 
God  called  Joseph  as  the  prophet  of  this 
dispensation,  to  prepare  the  world  for  the  second 
coming  of  the  Savior,  Jesus  Christ.  He  (Christ) 
visited  with  Joseph  Smith  on  many  occasions  and 
told  him  what  had  to  be  done  to  organize  his 
church  here  on  the  earth.   He  taught  Joseph 
Smith  all  the  principles  that  we  need  to  kow  to 
prepare  ourselves  to  return  to  him  in  his  Celestial 
sphere. 
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The  Saints  were  gathering  to  go  west  to 
avoid  persecution  by  Satan's  advocates,  who 
were  stirring  up  the  people  and  telling  lies  and 
wouldn't  believe  the  things  that  Joseph  was 
trying  to  teach  them.   The  Church  had  sent  out 
many  missionaries  to  England,  Wales,  Ireland, 
Scotland  and  the  Scandinavian  countries,  as  it 
had  been  directed  to  do,  and  many  of  the 
converts  were  starting  to  come  to  America  to 
avoid  persecution  in  their  own  lands  because  of 
this  new  religion. 

The  mobs  killed  Joseph  Smith  and  the  Lord 
appointed  Brigham  Young  as  the  next  prophet. 
The  persecutions  continued.   Things  soon 
became  unbearable,  but  many  people  were 
accepting  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  and  wanting 
to  join  the  Saints  in  Nauvoo.   A  plan  was  in 
preparation  for  the  Saints  to  migrate  to  the  west 
before  Joseph  Smith  was  murdered.  It  had  been 
discussed  that  perhaps  California,  Washington, 
or  Oregon  was  to  be  the  place.  These  areas 
were  just  being  newly  settled.   Brigham  Young 
had  seen  the  area  in  a  vision  and,  when  they 
reached  the  Salt  Lake  Valley,  he  stated,  "This  is 
the  place". 

This  was  the  situation  at  the  time  John  and 
Ann  Steele  Murdoch  decided  to  go  to  Zion. 
John  and  Ann  came  first  and  promised  James  and 
Elizabeth  and  John's  mother,  Mary  Murray 
Murdoch  (Wee  Granny),  that  they  would  save 
their  money  to  help  bring  them  to  America  and 
Salt  Lake  City.  John  and  Ann  arrived  in  Salt 
Lake  September  3,  1852.   They  came  across  the 
plains  by  wagon  train.   Their  wagon  had  a  box 
on  it,  with  a  canvas  cover  over  the  box  to  shield 
them  from  the  hot  sun  and  harsh  weather.   It  was 
pulled  by  two  oxen.  The  oxen  were  slow 
travelers,  so  the  journey  was  long  and  tiresome. 

In  1856,  John  and  Ann  sent  money  to  James, 
his  wife  and  two  children,  and  to  his  mother, 
Mary  Murray  Murdoch  (Wee  Granny),  to  come 
to  Zion. 

They  left  England  on  May  25,  1856,  on  the 
ship  "Horizon."  They  arrived  in  New  York  on 
July  8,  1856.  They  were  about  twenty  six  days 
crossing  the  ocean.  They  took  the  train  from 
New  York  to  Iowa  City,  this  being  as  far  as  the 
railroad  went  at  this  time.  The  train  fare  was 
$1 1 .00  per  person.  Here  they  were  assigned  to 
the  Edward  Martin  Hand  Cart  Company.  It  was 
late  in  the  year  to  begin  the  long  journey.  It  was 


put  to  a  vote,  if  they  should  wait  until  spring  or 
leave  as  soon  as  the  carts  were  ready.   They 
voted  to  leave  as  soon  as  things  could  be  ready, 
although  they  had  been  cautioned  to  wait.  The 
feeling  of  getting  to  Zion  was  strong. 

On  July  18,  1856,  James  Steele,  being  29 
years  old  and  Elizabeth  Wylie  Steele,  28  years 
old,  and  their  two  sons  James  Ephraim,  age  3, 
and  William  George,  age  1 ,  (Hand  Carts  to  Zion 
page  301),  left  Iowa  City  to  start  their  journey 
westward,  together  with   Mary  Murray  Murdoch 
(Wee  Granny),  age  74.   It  was  a  long  and 
strenuous  trip  to  Zion. 

For  part  of  the  journey  across  the  plains,  we 
refer  to  "Wee  Granny's"  history   "6,000  Mile 
Journey  to  Zion",  under  heading  of  "The 
Journey."   Most  n\'  the  information  in  this  part  of 
the  history  is  taken  almost  verbatim  from  the 
book  "Handcarts  to  Zion"   by  Leroy  and  Ann  W. 
Hafen. 

Things  were  coming  along  fairly  well  at 
first.  The)  lefl  Florence,  Nebraska,  the  18th  of 
August.   Soon,  some  of  the  people  were  getting 
tired,  and  some  of  the  hand  carts  were  breaking 
down,  slowing   their  progress.     Also,  some  of 
the  supplies  were  getting  low.   They  were 
traveling  an  average  o\  15  miles  a  day,  but  they 
did  give  those  who  were  becoming  weak  time  to 
rest  up.   The  people  were  feeling  good  and  the 
cattle  were  doing  well.   Their  immediate 
prospects  looked  good. 

A  few  miles  above  Grand  Island,  Nebraska, 
they  encountered  a  large  herd  of  buffalo.   One 
evening,  the  buffaloes  scattered  the  cattle.   It 
took  three  days  to  round  up  the  cattle.   Some  of 
the  people  lost  their  milk  cows  as  well  as  some 
of  their  beef  cattle,  and  some  lost  their  oxen. 
This  created  a  hardship  in  the  way  of  food  they 
had  to  have  for  their  daily  well  being,  as  well  as 
making  a  hardship  on  the  oxen  that  were  left. 
The  supplies  they  expected  hadn't  arrived.  They 
were  traveling  along  the  Sweetwater  River  and 
the  nights  were  getting  cold.   Snow  was  on  the 
mountains  ahead  of  them.   Back  on  the  trail,  they 
had  to  leave  some  of  their  luggage  and  bedding 
to  lighten  their  loads  so  they  could  travel  faster. 

Cold  weather  and  lack  of  food  were  taking 
their  toll.  Some  of  the  weaker  ones  were  dying. 
They  made  camp  near  Chimney  Rock, 
Nebraska.   It  was  cold  and  snowing.   The  ground 
was  frozen,  which  made  it  almost  impossible  to 
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put  up  the  tents.    Things  were  getting  worse.    No 
supplies  had  ai  l  f\  ed  yet  and  the  supplies  they  did 
have  were  almost  all  gone.   They  would  go  to 
bed  cold  and  hungry.    Little  Mary  Murray 
Murdoch  (Wee  Granny)  had  been  brave,  but  due 
to  her  age  and  weakened  condition  she  passed 
away.    Her  last  words  were  to  James  and  his 
wife,  Elizabeth,  "Tell  John  I  died  with  my  face 
low  aid  /ion." 

After  Wee  Granny's  death  on  October  3, 
1856,  at  Chimney  Rock,  we  now  tell  the  rest  of 
the  journey  of  James  and   Elizabeth  Wylie  Steele 
and  their  two  small  children,  James,  age  four 
and  George,  just  past  one  year. 

At  mis  time,  mere  were  many  of  the  people 
who  were  sick  and  weak  from  die  hunger  and 
cold.   James  and  his  family  were  suffering  and 
wondering  if  they  would  reach  Zion.   Their  love 
of  the  gospel  and  their  great  desire  to  be  in  Zion 
were  the  only  things  that  kept  mem  going. 

October  8  -  They  reached  Fort  Laramie,  in 
Wyoming.    "We  rested  for  a  short  time.   Our 
provisions  were  very  scant  and  so  many  of  the 
Company  went  to  the  Fort  and  sold  their  watches 
and  jewelry  for  provisions."  (Page  108.) 

A  terrible  winter  storm  had  come  upon  them 
so  early  in  their  journey.   It  was  an  unusual  thing 
for  this  area  at  this  time  of  year.   They  had 
discarded  some  of  the  their  belongings  to  lighten 
the  load  so  they  could  travel  faster.   The  relief 
wagons  had  been  caught  in  the  winter  storm 
coming  from  Salt  Lake  City  and  they  couldn't 
get  through  to  the  people. 

Around  the  19th  of  October,  they  reached 
the  last  crossing  of  the  Platte  River,  near  the  Red 
Buttes  and  a  little  west  of  what  is  now  Casper, 
Wyoming.   Here  two  wagon  trains  caught  up 
with  Martin's  company  and  helped  the  emigrants 
and  their  handcarts  cross.   The  river  was  wide, 
the  current  strong,  the  water  exceedingly  cold. 
The  company  had  barely  crossed  over  when 
snow  and  sleet  began  to  fall,  accompanied  by  a 
piercing  north  wind.   It  came  upon  them 
suddenly  in  a  fury. 

Josiah  Rogerson  of  the  company  says:   "The 
crossing  of  the  North  Platte  was  fraught  with 
more  fatalities  than  any  other  incident  of  the 
entire  journey. . .  .More  than  a  score  or  two  of  the 
young  female  members  waded  the  stream  that  in 
places  was  waist  deep.   Blocks  of  mushy  snow 
and  ice  had  to  be  dodged.   The  result  of  wading 


the  stream  by  the  female  members  was 
immediately  followed  by  partial  and  temporary 
dementia  from  which  many  did  not  recover  until 
the  next  spring."   A  Mrs.  Jackson  adds,  in 
reference  to  this  crossing:    "Some  of  the  men 
carried  some  of  the  women,  on  their  backs  or  in 
their  arms,  but  others  of  the  women  tied  up  their 
skirts  and  waded  through,  like  the  heroines  that 
they  were,  and  as  they  had  gone  through  many 
other  rivers  and  creeks.    At  nights,  we  would 
sleep  in  our  clothes  we  had  worn  during  the  day 
and  our  coats.   That  night,  the  snow  came 
heavily."  (Page  109) 

About  twelve  miles  above  the  last  crossing  of 
die  Platte  River,  the  company  was  snowed  in  and 
came  to  a  standstill.  John  Bond,  a  twelve  year 
old  boy  was  in  the  Hodgett  wagon  train  stalled 
beside  the  Fifth  Handcart  Company.   He  later 
wrote  a  graphic  account  of  his  experiences: 
"Day  by  day  passes  and  still  no  tidings  of  help 
from  the  westward.  The  bugle  is  sounded  again 
by  John  Wadkins  to  call  all  the  Saints  together 
for  prayers  to  ask  the  infinite  Father  to  bring 
food,  medicines  and  other  things  necessary  for 
the  sick  and  the  needy."  (page  112).   After 
prayers,  all  are  ordered  to  bed.  I  had  been  to 
many  of  the  meetings  previously,  but  this  time  I 
saw  sister  Scott  cooking  a  nice  pot  of  dumplings 
just  before  the  bugle  sounded.   She  hid  the 
dumplings  under  the  wagon,  being  a  zealous 
women  and  went  to  prayer  meeting,  but  I  did  not 
go  this  time,  I  stood  back  looking  for  the 
dumplings,  found  them  and  being  so  hungry  I 
could  not  resist  the  temptation,  sit  down  and  ate 
them  all."  (Page  113). 

Deaths  continued  in  the  camp.   Some  died, 
says  Bond,  "Lying  side  by  side  with  hands 
entwined.   In  other  cases,  they  were  found  as  if 
they  had  just  offered  a  fervent  prayer  and  their 
spirit  had  taken  flight  while  in  the  act... Some 
died  while  sitting  by  the  fire;  some  were  singing 
hymns  or  eating  crusts  of  bread. "  (Page  113). 

Concerning  the  burials,  Bond  reports: 
"Captain  Martin  stood  over  the  graves  of  the 
departed  with  shotgun  in  hand,  firing  at  intervals 
to  keep  the  crows  and  buzzards  away  from 
hovering  around  in  midair."   The  company 
reached  Devil's  Gate  Fort,  November  3  (Page 
113). 

Sister  Sirman,  whose  husband  was  near 
death  and  whose  two  sons  were  suffering  from 
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frozen  feet,  appealed  to  Captain  Martin.  "Do  you 
think  the  relief  party  will  come  soon  with  food, 
clothing  and  shoes?" 

Brother  Bond  recalls  that  the  Captain's 
answer  was,  "I  wish  God  would  close  my  eyes, 
to  the  enormity  of  the  sickness,  hunger  and  death 
among  the  Saints.  Yes,  Sister  Sirman,  I  am  as 
confident,  that  as  I  live  that  the  President 
(Brigham  Young)  will  and  has  dispatched  the 
relief  Valley  boys  to  us  and  I  believe  that  they 
are  making  all  the  haste  they  can,  that  they  are 
bringing  flour,  clothing,  shoes  and  etc." 

A  day  or  two  later,  while  young  Bond  was  in 
front  of  the  Scott  wagon,  he  saw  Sister  Scott 
looking  into  the  west.   All  at  once,  she  sprang  to 
her  feet  and  screamed  at  the  top  of  her  voice,  "I 
see  them  coming!   I  see  them  coming!   Surely 
they  are  angels  from  heaven!"  (Page  1 14). 

And  so  it  was.   On  October  4,  Brigham 
Young  had  been  appraised  of  the  suffering  Saints 
by  a  party  of  missionaries,  headed  by  Franklin 
D.  Richards,  who  had  passed  the  handcart 
pioneers  on  the  trail  and  had  hurried  to  Salt  Lake 
City  to  report  their  perilous  condition.   That 
evening,  the  leading  officials  of  the  Church  met 
to  consider  the  needs  of  the  oncoming  emigrants. 

President  Young,  a  practical  man,  believed 
the  situation  was  critical.  It  would  require 
immediate  and  vigorous  action.   He  learned  the 
general  direction  of  the  handcart  companies  and 
the  late  ox  teams.  With  specific  information  on 
their  numbers  and  supplies,  he  calculated  what 
would  be  required  for  effective  relief  (Page 
120). 

The  Semi-Annual  Conference  was  to 
convene.  The  whole  subject  of  the  conference 
was  calling  people  to  help  assemble  things  to  go 
to  the  aid  of  the  Saints  in  the  plains. 

He  called  the  brethren  for  60  good  mule 
teams  and  12-15  wagons.  Instead  of  oxen,  he 
wanted  good  horses  and  mules.  He  needed  40 
good  teamsters,  besides  the  drive  teams,  40  good 
young  men  who  knew  how  to  handle  horses  and 
help  those  who  were  driving  wagons  in  the 
handcart  companies.   He  asked  the  people  for 
food  and  the  women  to  gather  clothes  and  warm 
clothing,  shoes,  warm  hoods,  stockings,  and  any 
kind  of  clothing  and  blankets  (Page  123).  The 
response  for  help  was  magnificent.   Such 
sympathy  and  Christian  brotherhood  would  be 
difficult  to  equal.   Families  of  moderate  means 


and  the  poorest  individuals  contributed  from  their 
meager  stores.   Sixteen  wagonloads  of  food  and 
supplies  were  quickly  assembled.   On  the 
morning  of  October  7,  16  good  four-mule  reams 
and  26  hardy  young  men  headed  eastward  with 
the  first  installment  of  provisions.   The  gathering 
of  more  provisions  to  follow  was  pushed 
vigorously  (Page  124). 

Prayers  were  had  at  all  public  meetings  and 
in  private  homes  petitioning  the  Almighty  to 
avert  the  storms,  strengthen  the  rescuers  and 
spare  the  emigrants.   By  the  end  of  October,  two 
hundred  fifty  teams  loaded  with  supplies  were  on 
the  road  to  give  relief.    (Letter  of  Wiilford 
Woodruff,  Journal  History,  October  3  1856, 
page  3).  (Page  125  oi  Handcards  to  Zion.) 

They  had  many  setbacks  and  many  hardships 
before  reaching  the  stranded  emigrants.   The 
roads  were  rough  and  very  bad.   The  rescue 
part>  was  held  up  several  days  from  a  terrible 
snowstorm  and  cold  weather. 

On  October  28,  when  despair  had  almost 
overwhelmed  the  camp,  the  first  rescuers  came. 
Joseph  A.  Young  (son  of  President  Young), 
Daniel  W.  Jones,  and  Abel  Garr  rode  into  camp 
amid  the  tears  and  cheers  n\'  the  emigrants. 
These  men  were  an  express  from  the  advance 
relief  company  from  Salt  Lake,  bringing  the  glad 
word  that  assistance,  provisions,  and  clothing 
were  near,  and  that  ten  wagons  under  Captain 
George  D.  Grant  were  encamped  at  the 
abandoned  houses  of  an  old  trading  fort  near 
Devil's  Gate.  (Page  114). 

These  couriers  later  reported:  "We  found  the 
Martin  Company  in  a  deplorable  condition,  they 
having  lost  fifty  six  of  their  company  since 
crossing  the  North  Platte,  nine  days  before. 
(James  Steele  was  one  of  the  victims).  Their 
provisions  were  nearly  gone  and  their  clothing 
almost  worn  out.   Most  of  their  bedding  had  been 
left  behind,  as  they  were  unable  to  haul  it,  on 
account  of  their  weakened  condition.   We 
advised  them  to  move  on,  every  day  just  as  far  as 
they  could,  as  was  the  only  show  they  had  to 
escape  death.   The  relief  wagon  overtook  the 
Martin  Company,  now  on  the  move,  slowly 
ascending  a  muddy  hill"   (page  115). 

"A  condition  of  distress,"  writes  Daniel  W. 
Jones,  "here  met  my  eyes  that  I  never  saw  before 
or  since.  The  train  was  strung  out  for  three  or 
four  miles.   There  were  old  men  pulling  and 
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tugging  their  carts,  sometimes  loaded  with  a  sick 
wife  or  children  -  women  pulling  along  sick 
husbands     little  children  six  to  eight  years  old 
Struggling  through  the  mud  and  snow.    As  night 
came  on,  the  mud  would  freeze  on  their  clothes 
and  feet   There  were  only  two  of  us,  and 
hundreds  needing  help.    What  could  we  do? 

We  garnered  on  to  some  of  die  most  helpless 
with  our  riatas  (lariat)  tied  to  the  carts  and  helped 
as  many  as  we  could  into  camp  on  Avenue  Hill. 
This  was  a  bitter  cold  night  and  we  had  no  fuel 
except  small  sage  brush.   Several  died  that  night. 
Next  morning.  Brother  Young  having  come  up, 
we  three  started  for  our  camp  near  Devils  Gate." 
(page  115). 

Upon  the  arrival  at  the  encampment  of  the 
relief  party,  and  apprising  themselves  of  the 
desperate  plight  of  the  emigrants.  Captain  Grant 
and  most  of  the  rescuers  hitched  up  their  teams 
and  moved  eastward,  leaving  part  of  the  men  at 
the  trading  houses  with  most  of  the  supplies.   On 
the  last  day  of  October,  Grant's  rescue  party  met 
the  Martin  Company  at  Greasewood  Creek,  16 
miles  east  of  Devil's  Gate.   They  gave  every 
possible  immediate  assistance  and  helped  the 
handcart  sufferers  move  along  toward  the  supply 
depot. 

On  November  1,  amid  falling  snow,  camp 
was  made  near  Independence  Rock,  only  five 
miles  east  of  Devil's  Gate.   There  was  a  foot  or 
eighteen  inches  of  snow  on  the  ground,  wrote 
John  Jaques,  "which  as  there  were  but  one  or 
two  spades  in  camp,  the  emigrants  had  to  shovel 
away  with  their  frying  pan  or  tin  plate,  or 
anything  they  could  use  for  that  purpose,  before 
they  could  pitch  their  tents,  and  then  the  ground 
was  frozen  so  hard  that  it  was  impossible  to  drive 
the  tent  pegs  into  it.   Some  of  the  men  were  so 
weak  that  it  took  them  an  hour  or  two  to  clear 
the  places  for  their  tents  and  set  them  up  (Page 
116). 

The  next  day,  the  desperate  company  arrived 
at  Devil's  Gate  Fort.   On  November  3,  Captain 
Grant  sent  an  express  by  Joseph  A.  Young  and 
Abel  Carr  to  Salt  Lake  Valley.   In  his  dispatch  to 
Brigham  Young,  Captain  Grant  said:  "  It  is  not 
much  use  for  me  to  attempt  to  give  you  a 
description  of  the  situation  of  these  people,  for 
this  you  will  learn  from  your  son,  Joseph  A.,  and 
Brother  Garr,  who  are  the  bearers  of  this 
express:  but  you  can  imagine  between  five  and 


six  thousand  men,  women  and  children,  worn 
down  by  drawing  handcarts  through  snow  and 
mud;  fainting  by  the  wayside;  falling,  chilled  by 
the  cold;  children  crying,  their  limbs  stiffened 
from  the  cold,  their  feet  bleeding  and  some  of 
them  bare  to  snow  and  frost.   The  sight  is  almost 
too  much  for  the  stoutest  of  us;  but  we  go  on 
doing  all  we  can  do,  not  doubting  or  despairing." 
(Page  117). 

"Our  company  is  too  small  to  help  much,  it 
is  only  a  drop  in  the  bucket,  as  it  were,  in 
comparison  to  what  is  needed.   I  think  that  not 
ewer  one-third  of  Mr.  Martin's  company  is  able 
to  walk.   This  you  may  think  is  extravagant,  but 
it  is  nevertheless  true.   Some  of  them  have  good 
courage  and  are  in  good  spirits;  but  a  great  many 
are  like  children  and  do  not  help  themselves 
much  more,  nor  realize  what  is  before  them.   I 
have  not  felt  so  much  interest  in  any  mission  that 
I  have  been  on  and  all  the  brethren  who  came  out 
with  me  feel  the  same.   We  have  prayer  without 
ceasing,  and  the  blessings  of  God  hits  been  with 
us."  (Page  117). 

WITH  MARTIN'S  COMPANY  TO  THE 
VALLEY 

We  now  follow  Captain  Edward  Martin, 
from  Devil's  Gate  to  Zion.   Within  a  few  days 
after  arriving  at  the  Devil's  Gate  mail  station,  the 
remaining  wagon  emigrants  came  in,  making 
some  twelve  hundred  persons  assembled  here. 

Snow  storms  and  severely  cold  weather 
continued  to  harass  the  Saints.   Present  supplies 
were  inadequate  to  provide  for  so  many  people 
for  very  long.   Men  and  cattle  continued  to  die. 
It  was  decided  that  the  handcart  company,  with 
help  from  the  rescue  party,  should  move  to  a 
sheltered  place  where  they  could  find  wood. 
The  wagons  were  loaded  with  the  sick  and  dying. 
The  wagons  would  move  along  the  Sweetwater 
River  and  cross  to  a  depression  later  known  as 
Martin's  Cove,  about  two  and  one  half  mile  from 
Devil's  Gate.  The  handcarts  moved  on 
November  3  and  reached  the  river  filled  with 
floating  ice.   To  cross  would  require  more 
courage  and  fortitude,  it  seemed,  than  human 
nature  could  muster.  Women  shrank  back,  men 
wept.   Some  pushed  through,  but  some  were 
unequal  to  the  ordeal. 

Three  1 8  year  old  boys  belonging  to  the 
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relief  party  came  to  the  rescue  and,  to  the 
astonishment  of  all  who  saw,  carried  nearly 
every  member  of  that  ill-fated  handcart  company 
across  the  snow  bound  stream  (page  132).  The 
strain  was  so  terrible  and  the  exposure  so  great, 
that  in  later  years,  all  the  boys  died  from  the 
effects  of  it.  When  Brigham  Young  heard  of  this 
heroic  act,  he  wept  like  a  child,  and  later 
declared  publicly,  "That  act  alone  will  ensure  C. 
Allen  Huntington,  George  W.  Grant  and  David 
P.  Kimball  an  everlasting  salvation  in  the 
Celestial  Kingdom  of  God,  worlds  without 
ends." 

The  fatigued  Saints  finally  reached  the 
wagons  encamped  in  the  cove  against  the  granite 
mountain,  where  they  found  some  shelter 
through  several  freezing  days.  The  thermometer 
reached  eleven  degrees  below  zero  on  November 
6th. 

It  was  decided  to  store  the  merchandise  from 
the  wagon  trains  at  Devil's  Gate  Fort  and  then, 
in  the  emptied  wagons,  to  haul  the  sick  and 
incapacitated  members  of  the  handcart  company 
on  to  Salt  Lake,  (page  133).  The  journey  was 
long.  They  still  had  325  miles  to  go  over  rugged 
mountains,  still  had  cold  weather,  and  still  had 
short  rations  of  food  until  they  met  more  relief 
wagons.  Many  other  stories  can  be  told  of  their 
hardships. 

On  November  10,  1856,  James  Steele  died 
and  was  buried  at  Bitter  Creek,  on  the 
Sweetwater  River  in  Wyoming. 

(These  experiences  of  the  Fourth  and  Fifth 
Companies  were  James  Steele's  experiences. 
The  picture  on  page  53,  which  depicts  the  burial 
of  James  Steele  at  the  Sweetwater,  was  painted 
by  his  great,  great  grandson,  Clark  Kelly  Price.) 

Editor's  note:  In  conversations  with  Clark 
Kelly  Price,  he  related  that  in  the  summer  of 
1997,  he  visited  Martin's  Cove  in  Wyoming. 
This  is  a  place  where  the  Martin  Handcart 
Company  took  refuge  and  is  now  an  LDS 
historic  site  and  visitors'  center.  While  there,  he 
spent  considerable  time  trying  to  locate  the  actual 
spot  where  James  Steele  died.  He  found  that  the 
nearest  creek  on  the  map  named  Bitter  Creek 
was  too  far  away  to  be  considered.  There  was  a 
creek  near  Martin's  Cove  named  Cottonwood 
Creek  that  seemed  to  be  in  a  reasonable  location. 


In  speaking  to  the  resident  citizens  of  the  area, 
they  related  that  the  creek  used  to  be  referred  as 
"Cottonwood  Bitter  Creek" .   He  felt  this  creek 
was  most  likely  the  place  where  James  Steele 
died.  He  also  related  that,  according  to  family 
tradition,  Ephraim  Hanks,  one  of  the  rescuers 
from  Salt  Lake  City,  came  into  camp  with 
buffalo  meat  on  his  horse  for  the  stricken  Saints, 
the  night  that  James  Steele  died.  James  had  been 
giving  his  portion  of  food  to  his  wife  and 
children  and,  inspite  of  the  help,  his  wasted  body 
was  unable  to  survive  the  ordeal  any  longer. 

From  this  point,  the  experiences  of  Elizabeth 
Wylie  Steele  and  her  two  sons  will  be  related. 

November  30:  There  were  104  Relief 
wagons  which  descended  into  Salt  Lake  Valley, 
carrying  the  remaining  suffering  immigrants. 
The  suffering  was  not  yet  over.   Some  effects  of 
the  journey  were  to  continue  throughout  life  for 
some  of  them. 

Elizabeth  Wiley  Steele  and  two  boys,  James 
Ephraim  and  William  George,  survived  the 
ordeal  and  came  on  to  relate  the  terrible 
experiences  that  they  had  witnessed.   Had  not 
relief  been  sent  from  Utah,  they  all  would  have 
perished  back  on  the  Sweetwater. 

Even  with  all  their  sore  trials,  they  did  not 
complain,  but  rather  felt  to  acknowledge  the 
hand  of  the  Lord,  even  in  their  bereavement. 
Elizabeth  and  the  children  were  taken  to  the 
home  of  John  Murray  Murdoch  until  they  could 
find  a  place  of  their  own.   John  and  his  wife 
Ann  Steele  Murdoch,  (she  being  a  sister-in-law 
to  Elizabeth),  were  so  grateful  for  their  safe 
arrival.   This  was  the  first  word  they  had  of  Wee 
Granny's  death.   All  were  saddened  over  the 
great  ordeal  they  had  suffered. 

Elizabeth  and  her  two  children,  James 
Ephraim  and  William  George,  settled  in 
American  Fork.   Elizabeth  married  David 
Wood,  7  July,  1857.   She  died  18  April,  1901,  at 
American  Fork,  Utah  and  was  buried  there. 

James  Ephraim  Steele  was  born  on  the  22nd 
of  June,  1852,  at  Manchester,  Lancashire, 
England.    He  grew  to  manhood  and  was  a  true 
pioneer.  He  crossed  the  plains  with  the  ill  fated 
Martin  Handcart  Company  when  he  was  only 
four  years  old. 

He  married  Elvira  Compton  on  the  23rd  of 
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December,  1880,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   Their 
tn  si  two  children  were  born  in  American  Fork, 
I  tab.    I  he\  went  to  lona.  Idaho,  in  the  spring 
time  of  1885.   He  brought  other  families  with 
him  and  was  instrumental  in  the  settling  oi  that 
area.    His  third  child,  Hannah  Elizabeth,  was  the 
first  of  his  nine  children  born  in  lona  on  5 
November.  1885. 

William  George  Steele  was  born  on  the  19th 
of  January,  1855,  in  Manchester,  Lancashire, 
England.    He  married  Ellen  Parker  Proctor  on 
the  19th  of  January,  1881,  at  American  Fork, 
Utah.   He  died  the  1 3th  or  June,  1917,  at  Idaho 
falls.  Idaho  and  was  buried  at  lona. 

ADDITIONAL  INFORMATION 

Editor's  Note:   The  following  is  taken  from 
the  1857  journal  of  Guy  Messiah  Keysor,  the 
husband  of  Ruth  Wylie,  a  younger  sister  of 
Elizabeth  Wylie  Steele.   This  journal  is  in  the 
possession  of  Jessie  Allyne  Kemp  Crossley,  their 
2nd  great-granddaughter.   She  is  the  wife  of 
Lynn  Crossley  and  they  reside  in  Grace,  Idaho. 
His  earlier  journals  have  been  donated  by  his 
family  to  the  Utah  Historical  Society. 

Ruth  and  Elizabeth's  parents  are  Oliver 
Wylie,  Jr.  and  Mary  Ann  George.    They  were 
also  the  parents  of  two  other  children,  Martha 
and  James,  both  of  whom  apparently  remained  in 
England.   Available  records  indicate  that  Mary 
Ann  and  her  three  daughters  were  baptized  into 
the  Church.   Elizabeth  was  baptized  first,  on  7 
Jan.  1846,  followed  by  her  older  sister,  Martha, 
on  12  Sep.  1846.   Ruth  and  her  mother  Mary 
Ann  were  both  baptized  on  1  Jan.  1847. 

Ruth  Wylie  immigrated  to  Zion,  arriving  in 
the  Salt  Lake  Valley  on  5  Sept.  1855,  being  a 
member  of  Captain  Brown's  wagon  train.   She 
married  Guy  Messiah  Keysor  on  19  Sept.  1855, 
being  his  second  wife. 

In  his  1857  journal  on  page  40,  he  states, 
"This  year  I  have  farmed  a  little,  raised  34 
bushel  of  wheat.  Sept.  or  Oct.  1856  paid 
$125.00  into  emigrating  fund  to  bring  my 
Mother-in-law  (meaning  Ruth's  mother)  and 
another  saint  from  England.   My  Mother-in-law 
arrived  on  the  last  day  of  November,  being  very 
badly  afflicted  with  the  rheumatisms". 

Mary  Ann  George  Wylie,  Ruth's  mother, 
immigrated  to  America  in  1 856  and  crossed  the 


plains  to  Utah  with  the  Martin  Handcart 
Company.   At  that  time,  she  was  66  years  old 
and  we  assume  was  a  widow.  Although  Guy 
Messiah  Keysors  journal  does  not  state  who  her 
traveling  companions  were,  we  must  assume  she 
traveled  with  her  daughter,  Elizabeth,  her  son-in- 
law  James  Steele,  her  two  grandsons,  James 
Ephraim  and  William  George,  and  Wee  Granny, 
who  was  the  "other  saint"  referred  to  in  the 
above  quote. 

Following  instructions  from  Brigham  Young, 
Guy  Messiah  Keysor  married  Mary  Ann  George 
Wylie  on  27  Feb.  1857,  she  being  his  third  wife. 
She  died  on  29  Mar.  1871  at  the  age  of  8 1 . 

Elizabeth  Wylie  Steele  and  her  two  sons 
apparently  spent  some  time  in  the  home  of  Guy 
Messiah  Keysor  and  her  sister  Ruth,  after  they 
arrived  in  the  valley.   On  page  63,  we  find  a 
journal  entry  for  Feb.  27,  1857,  where  he  states, 
"2:00  PM,  took  Ruth,  Guy  Henry  and  Sister 
Steele,  who  is  at  my  house,  into  the  carriage  and 
drove  to  the  endowment  house  where  I  dressed 
and  received  Mary  Ann  through  the  veil  and  was 
sealed  to  her  over  the  alter,  President  D.  H. 
Wells  at  the  veil,  President  B.  Young  officiating 
at  the  alter,  sister  E.  R.  Snow  and  Sister  Whitney 
assisting  on  part  of  the  sisters." 

Other  entries  in  this  same  journal  relating  to 
Elizabeth  Steele  are  as  follows:   Page  84  - 
Monday,  April  6th  (1857).   "In  the  morning 
went  to  my  5  acre  lot  with  Father  S.  Bird. 
Elizabeth  Steele  at  my  house.   She  went  to  the 
conference.   In  the  evening,  I  went  to  Seventies 
council  meeting."   Page  85  -  Tuesday,  April  7th. 
"In  the  morning  went  to  the  conference 
accompanied  by  Mary  and  Elizabeth  Steele. 
Bowery  very  much  crowded."   Wednesday  April 
8th.   "Afternoon  went  to  the  conference.   Mary, 
Ruth  and  E.  Steele  were  with  me." 

In  his  second  journal,  Guy  Messiah  Keysor 
makes  the  following  additional  entries  regarding 
Elizabeth  Steele. 

Pages  27-28,  July  1857.    "Tuesday  7th  - 
Worked  on  temple  -  Sister  Steele,  my  step- 
daughter and  Bro.  Wood  came  to  my  house  from 
American  Fork,  where  she  lives.  Wednesday 
8th  -  Bro.  Wood  and  Sister  Steele  married  for 
time". 

Page  47,  16  August,  1857.  "10  o'clock  went 
to  bowery  -  Mary  and  my  daughter-in  law  Sister 
Steele  were  with  me." 
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In  an  entry  dated  23  August,  1857,  Guy 
Messiah  Keysor  states,  "Sister  Steele  complained 
of  our  poor  board  that  (she)  had  to  put  up  with, 
but  to  which  I  replied  she  got  the  same  as  fare 
(fair).  (She)  was  not  pleased  and  the  next  day 
she  sought  a  team  to  go  home" . 

Ruth  Wylie  Keysor  resided  in  Salt  Lake  City 
until  her  death  on  25  March,  1891 .  Just  prior  to 
her  death,  she  apparently  lost  contact  with  her 
sister,  Elizabeth,  and  wrote  to  Daniel  H.  Wells, 
an  officiator  in  the  Manti  Temple  requesting 
information.   In  a  letter  to  Ruth  from  Bro.  Wells 
dated  23  July,  1891,  postmarked  from  Manti, 
Utah,  and  in  the  possession  of  Sister  Crossley, 
he  states  in  part,  "The  reason  that  I  have  not 
answered  before  is  because  I  somewhat  expected 
to  come  down  to  the  city  and  perhaps  might  see 
you,  or  you  might  come  here  as  you  have  work 
to  do  in  the  Temple.   No,  I  have  not  learned 


anything  of  your  sister,  I  have  but  little  doubt 
that  she  is  dead,  she  was  quite  old  and  feeble 
when  I  saw  her  last.   I  then  told  her  that  she 
ought  to  leave  some  directions  so  that  in  case  that 
anything  should  happen  to  her,  that  it  might  be 
known.   She  told  me  that  she  had  a  friend  who 
would  inform  her  friends,  in  relation  to  the 
matter:  when  there  should  be  occasion  but  did 
not  give  me  the  address.    Her  niece  at  Lehi  or 
American  Fork,  used  to  send  letters  to  her.   Is  it 
not  possible  that  you  can  get  some  news  from 
them.   She  had  a  son  in  New  York  who  sent  her 
money  once  in  a  while.   Hoping  to  hear  from 
you  soon.  I  remain  as  ever  your  brother  in  the 
gospel.   Daniel  H  Wells." 

Unfortunately,  by  the  time  this  letter  arrived 
at  Ruth's  address,  she  had  been  dead  four 
months.    Elizabeth  lived  until  18  April,  1901. 


James  Steele 
(Picture  taken  at  Kilmarnock,  Scotland) 
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Clark  Kelly  Price:  The  Martin  Handcart  Company,  1980  Oil  on  Canvas,  36"  x  48" 

Early  winter  storms  in  1856  trapped  Utah-bound  Mormon  handcart  pioneers,  and  Brigham  Young 

sent  relief  wagons.   Price  (b.  1945)  portrays  his  great-great  grandfather,  James  E.  Steele's  burial. 

( Used  by  permission  of  Clark  Kelly  Price) 


JAMES  E.  STEELE 
Son  of  James  Steele  and  Elizabeth  Wylie 


The  following  article  was  taken  from  the  Post 
Register  Newspaper,  dated  15  September  1995. 

"STEELE  KNOWN  FOR  HIS  VISION" 

As  a  pioneer,  James  E.  Steele  dreamed  of 
eastern  Idaho's  future  and  worked  to  make  mat 
dream  a  reality.  As  a  4  year  old  boy,  Steele 
walked  across  the  plains  in  1856,  with  his 
Scottish  Parents  and  a  little  brother.   He  grew  up 
in  American  Fork,  Utah.   In  the  spring  of  1885, 
he  homesteaded  a  160  acre  farm  in  Sand  Creek, 
in  what  is  now  known  as  Iona,  and  built  a  log 
cabin.  Later,  he  returned  to  Utah  for  his  wife 


and  children  and  others. 

"When  I  got  back  to  Sand  Creek  where  I  had 
located  my  ranch,  everything  had  dried  up;  the 
water  was  all  gone.  John  F.  Shelly  was  with  me, 
and  it  looked  very  discouraging.  We  sat  around 
for  several  days,  and  one  day  as  I  was  sitting  on 
the  ground,  with  my  back  leaning  up  against  the 
wagon  tongue,  I  went  to  sleep.  I  saw  this 
country  in  a  beautiful,  flourishing  condition.  In 
my  sleep,  the  sage  brush  disappeared  and  in  it's 
place  I  saw  farms  everywhere.   I  woke  up  and 
said,  "Now  I  am  ready  to  unload.  I  have  never 
felt  from  then  to  the  present  time  that  I  ever 
wanted  to  go  back,"  Steele  later  wrote. 
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To  that  end,  Steele  served  both  his  church 
and  his  community.  He  was  the  first  bishop  of 
the  Iona  Ward  in  May  1 886  and  was  named 
president  of  the  Bingham  Stake  in  1895.  He  was 
the  mayor  of  Iona  and  was  elected  to  three  terms 
in  the  Idaho  Legislature,  once  as  a  representative 
and  twice  as  senator.  As  president  of  the  Idaho's 
World  Fair  Commission,  he  organized  exhibits 
for  the  1904  and  1905  World  Fairs  at  St.  Louis 
and  Portland,  Oregon. 

For  thirteen  years,  Steele  was  president  of 
Anderson  Brothers  Bank  in  Rigby  and  vice 
president  of  Anderson  Brothers  Bank  in  Idaho 
Falls  for  20  years.  He  also  helped  establish  the 
Iona  Mercantile  Company  and  served  as  its 
president.  He  was  instrumental  in  getting 


irrigation  going.   In  1888,  the  Register  reported 
the  Eagle  Rock  and  Willow  Creek  Water 
Company,  which  Steele  helped  to  form  and 
develop,  voted  to  purchase  the  Anderson  Canal. 

"The  beginning  of  the  real  settlement  and 
development  of  the  Snake  River  Valley  dates 
from  the  birth  of  the  Farmers'  Progress,  a 
system  of  canals  originally  known  as  the  Eagle 
Rock  and  Willow  Creek  Canal,"  wrote  an  editor 
at  the  time.  Steele  settled,  planted,  irrigated  and 
worked  with  others  in  both  agriculture  and 
business  to  lay  the  foundation  for  future 
generations  of  Snake  River  Valley  residents.   He 
died  in  1929,  10  years  before  the  ground 
breaking  of  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

Compiled  by  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett 


CHILDREN  of  James  Ephraim  Steele 


(1) 

-  James  Hardy  Steele 

B 

-08Jun  1882 

American  Fork,  Utah 

(2) 

-  John  William  Steele 

B 

-  12  Nov  1883 

American  Fork,  Utah 

(3) 

-  Hannah  Elizabeth  Steele 

B 

-05  Nov  1885 

Iona,  Idaho 

(4) 

-  Oscar  Wylie  Steele 

B 

-30  Jul  1887 

Iona,  Idaho 

(5) 

-  Robert  Stanley  Steele 

B 

-20  Oct  1889 

Iona,  Idaho 

(6) 

-  Emma  Marie  Steele 

B 

-  27  Nov  1891 

Iona,  Idaho 

(7) 

-  Joseph  Steele 

B 

-  (Stillborn) 

Iona,  Idaho 

(8) 

-  Bruce  Bogan  Steele 

B 

■04  Jul  1895 

Iona,  Idaho 

(9) 

-  Laura  Elvira  Steele 

B 

-04  Jan  1898 

Iona,  Idaho 

James  Ephraim  Steele 


James  E.  Steele  Home  built  about  1895 
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WILLIAM  G.   STEELE 

Son  of  James  Steele  and  Elizabeth  Wylie 


William  George  Steele  was  born  January  19, 
1855  in  Manchester,  Lancashire,  England  the 
soil  of  James  Steele  and  Elizabeth  Wylie  Steele. 
He  had  one  brother,  James  E.  Steele,  and  a  halt- 
brother,  David  Wood  and  twin  halt-sisters,  Mary 
and  Martha  Wood. 

He  immigrated  to  American  Fork,  Utah. 
Here  he  met  Ellen  Parker  Proctor,  daughter  of 
John  and  Martha  Parker  Proctor.   She  was  born 
January  19,  1862  in  American  Fork.   George 
and  Ellen  were  married  January  19,  1881  in 
American  Fork.   They  were  sealed  in  the  Logan 
LDS  Temple  on  February  10,  1892. 

In  late  winter  1884  George,  his  brother 
James,  and  John  Shelley  left  American  Fork  in 
wagons  driving  horses  and  cattle  and  arrived  in 
the  Iona  area  on  March  17  1885.   Ellen  and  their 
two  children,  Will  and  Josie,  followed  on  the 
train.   George  traveled  to  Oxford  to  file  claim  on 
the  land. 

George  built  a  one-room  house  which 
consisted  of  a  dirt  floor,  dirt  roof,  one  window 
and  one  door.   The  first  winter  the  family  had 
only  a  small  stove  in  which  they  burned 
sagebrush. 

To  build  corrals,  barns,  and  a  larger  home, 
George  had  to  travel  to  Pine  and  Sheep  Mountain 
for  timber  leaving  Ellen  alone  with  the  two 
children.   She  would  leave  the  children  and  walk 
up  on  the  "big  hill"  to  bring  the  cows  in  for 
milking  and  the  coyotes  would  follow  her  as  she 
herded  the  cows. 

They  built  their  house  and  Ellen  braided  a 
rug  for  the  floor  so  they  would  feel  more  at 
home.   After  the  house  was  built,  the  land  was 
cleared  and  the  canals  dug.   George  joined  with 
John  Shelley  in  building  a  store  south  of  Iona. 

Ellen  contracted  typhoid  fever.   She  spent  all 
fall  and  winter  in  bed.   The  treatment  for  fever 


was  starving.  By  spring  she  was  so  weak  she 
couldn't  turn  over  in  bed  by  herself.   One 
evening  as  George  prepared  bread  and  milk  for 
die  children,  Ellen  asked  for  some  but  George 
had  to  tell  her  no.  Her  daughter,  Moss,  left  her 
cup  sitting  on  a  chair  next  to  Ellen's  bed.   Ellen 
ate  the  contents .   The  next  night  Ellen  confessed 
she  had  eaten  a  portion  of  supper  but  that  it  had 
made  her  feel  better.   George  gave  in  and  gave 
her  some  more  food.   She  regained  her  strength. 
Ellen  always  said  that  Moss  saved  her  life. 

There  were  nine  children  in  the  family.  Josie 
and  Will  were  born  in  American  Fork.   Martha, 
Sarah,  John  and  Alice  were  born  in  Iona.   For  a 
brief  period  the  family  moved  back  to  American 
Fork  and  thought  they  would  remain  there. 
During  this  time,  Jess  was  born.  The  family, 
especially  Will,  became  homesick  and  decided  to 
return  to  Iona.   While  there  they  constructed  a 
new  brick  house  at  the  corner  of  Steele  Avenue 
and  4th  Street  where  Gertrude  and  LaVar  Clark 
reside.   Edith  and  Gertrude  were  born  in  the  new 
brick  home.   Ellen  never  had  a  doctor  assist  in 
any  of  the  births. 

George  Steele  was  commissioner  for  the 
irrigation  company  and  served  on  the  board 
during  the  planning  and  construction  of  the 
irrigation  system.   George  was  one  of  the 
developers  of  the  Iona  Mercantile  Company.  He 
also  owned  stock  in  the  Iona  Sheep  Company. 

George  always  had  a  beautiful  garden,  even 
raising  peanuts  one  year.   He  also  had  a  variety 
of  livestock  including  horses,  cattle,  sheep,  pigs, 
turkeys  and  chickens.  The  family  always  had 
plenty  to  eat. 

Ellen  always  had  butter  and  eggs  to  sell  and 
paid  a  full  tithing  on  everything.   Bishop 
Rockwood  said  Ellen  was  the  best  tithe-payer  in 
the  ward.   George  built  a  garage  and  purchased  a 
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Mitchell  car  for  $1500.00.   He  only  had  it  a  little 
over  one  year  when  he  died  on  March  13,  1917. 


Ellen  lived  in  her  own  home  until  her  death  on 
June  17,  1945. 


CHILDREN  of  William  George  Steele 

(1)  -  Josie  Steele 

(2)  -  Will  Steele 

(3)  -  Martha  Steele 

(4)  -  Sarah  Steele 

(5)  -  John  Steele 

(6)  -  Alice  Steele 

(7)  -  Jesse  Steele 

(8)  -  Edith  Steele 

(9)  -  Gurtrude  Steele 


B  -  American  Fork,  Utah 

B  -  American  Fork,  Utah 

B  -  Iona,  Idaho 

B  -  Iona,  Idaho 

B  -  Iona,  Idaho 

B  -  Iona,  Idaho 

B  -  American  Fork,  Utah 

B  -  Iona,  Idaho 

B  -  Iona,  Idaho 


William  George  Steele  Home  built  by  himself  about  1888 


William  George  Steele  home  built  1894 
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SECTION  TWO 

HISTORIES  OF  BRIGHAM  MURDOCH 

and 
MARY  BLANCHE  ALEXANDER  -  MARTHA  LUANN  HAMMON 


CHAPTER  ONE 


HISTORY  OF  BRIGHAM  MURDOCH 


Brigham  (Brig)  Murdoch  was  born  on 
November  3,  1870.  in  Heber  City,  Utah.   He 
was  the  second  son  of  a  family  of  seven,  four 
boys  and  three  girls.   Brig's  father,  John  Murray 
Murdoch,  was  born  at  Gaswater,  Ayrshire, 
Scotland,  December  28,  1820.   He  and  his  first 
wife,  Ann  Steele,   were  early  converts,  having 
joined  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day 
Saints  on  November  29,    1850.   They  emigrated 
to  America  through  the  efforts  of  President 
Brigham  Young,  who  needed  sheepherders  to 
care  for  some  sheep  he  had  bought.   When  they 
arrived,  the  sheep  that  had  survived  the  coyotes 
and  wolves  had  been  rented  to  President  Young's 
brother  for  five  years.  John  Murray  Murdoch 
was  also  a  coal  miner  in  Scotland. 

They  crossed  the  plains  in  a  covered  wagon 
pulled  by  oxen.   They  suffered  many  trials  that 
would  have  tried  anyone's'  faith,  but  their 
greatest  desire  was  to  join  the  Saints  in  Zion  and 
help  build  up  God's  kingdom  here  in  the 
mountains,  as  it  was  prophesied  in  the  Holy 
Scriptures  (Isaiah  2:2-3). 

John  Murray  Murdoch,  (Brig's  father), 
married  Isabella  Crawford  as  a  second  wife 
August  9,  1862.    They  had  seven  children,  four 
boys  and  three  girls.   Isabella  (called  Bella)  was 
born  April  12,  1836,  at  Blantyre,  Lanarkshire, 
Scotland,  the  daughter  of  Andrew  Crawford  and 
Margaret  McClure.   She  was  converted  to  the 
gospel  and  baptized  October  19,  1854,  by  A. 


Maxwell. 

Brig's  childhood  was  spent  with  loving 
parents,  brothers,  and  sisters.  The  children  were 
taught  to  work,  to  love  each  other  and  were 
taught  the  gospel  and  to  pray  daily  (DC-68:28). 

They  were  accustomed  to  hardship  and 
inconveniences  (by  today's  standards)  but  they 
were  never  lacking  for  food,  clothing,  shelter  or 
love,  and  accepted  their  hardships  without 
complaint. 

Brig's  father  (John  Murray  Murdoch)  had 
organized  a  cooperative  sheep  herd  with  other 
sheep  owners.   He  had  built  a  herd  of  about  100 
sheep  of  his  own  and,  with  the  other  sheep,  the 
herd  was  near  two  thousand  head.  His  father, 
being  a  professional  sheepherder,  taught  Brig 
and  his  brothers  to  herd  and  care  for  the  sheep. 

Brig  and  the  other  children  attended  Primary 
and  he  was  baptized  August  8,  1881.  (D&C- 
68:27).   In  due  time,  he  was  ordained  a  Deacon 
and  was  chosen  as  first  counselor  to  assist 
Frederick  Crook,  president  of  the  Deacon's 
Quorum.   Frederick  later  became  bishop  of 
Heber  First  Ward  and  Brigham  became  bishop  of 
the  Farnum,  Idaho  Ward.   They  became  life  long 
friends.  Brig  was  privileged  to  pass  the 
sacrament  during  a  conference  presided  over  by 
President  Wilford  Woodruff.   He  was  very 
impressed  with  President  Woodruff.   He  thought 
he  looked  so  much  like  his  dad. 

The  children  attended  school  in  Heber. 
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Their  school  was  a  small  one  room  log  building. 
Children  of  all  ages  would  be  in  the  one  room. 
Their  seats  were  constructed  from  split  logs 
supported  by  wooden  legs  which  were  adjusted  to 
suit  the  size  of  the  children.  Paper  was  scarce, 
so  they  wrote  on  smooth  stone  slabs  and  used 
damp  cloths  for  erasers.  In  1870,  for  their  first 
24th  of  July  celebration,  they  built  a  community 
building.  (This  was  a  few  months  before 
Brigham  was  born).   It  was  used  for  all  their 
community  gatherings.   The  valley's  first 
community  organized  school  was  held  in  the 
community  building.   They  were  taught  the  basic 
classes:  reading,  writing  and  arithmetic.   Books 
were  scarce.  The  Holy  Bible  was  one  of  the 
most  common  books  used.   Other  books  included 
"McGuffey's  Reader  and  Writer,"  and  other 
good  reading  lesson  books.   (Source:   How 
Beautiful  upon  the  Mountains,  pg  80). 

During  mis  time,  churches  of  other 
denominations  were  being  organized.   In  1888, 
President  Wilford  Woodruff  wrote  President 
Abraham  Hatch,  President  of  the  Wasatch  Stake, 
concerning  the  establishment  of  a  Stake  Board  of 
Education  and  the  beginning  of  a  Stake 
Academy.   They  started  holding  school  on 
August  2,  1889.   Classes  were  held  in  the  back 
of  the  Stake  Tabernacle  before  they  got  the 
Academy  built  (How  Beautiful  Upon  The 
Mountains,  pages  80-84).   There  were  four 
terms  a  year.  Brig  studied  for  one  term  at  a 
branch  of  the  Brigham  Young  Academy,  and  had 
a  variety  of  classes.   Tuition  was  $4.00  a  term. 
The  classes  offered  were  Bible  studies,  (which 
they  considered  the  most  important  part  of  the 
training),  reading,  grammar,  composition, 
arithmetic,  geography,  penmanship,  spelling, 
analytic  and  perspective  drawing,  bookkeeping, 
vocal  music,  United  States  history,  algebra, 
physiology  and  ladies'  work  (presumed  to  be  a 
homemaking  course)  (pages  84-85).   They  were 
allowed  to  choose  six  subjects. 

Some  of  the  activities  for  young  people 
included  dances,  singing  groups  and  plays.  Most 
of  Brig's  brothers  and  sisters  loved  music  and 
could  play  musical  instruments  and  all  of  them 
loved  to  sing. 

During  Brig's  later  school  days,  he  met 
Mary  Blanche  Alexander,  a  pretty,  popular  girl 
and  a  talented  piano  player.  She  played  for 
dances  with  various  musical  groups  in  the  Heber 


Valley.   Brig  played  the  guitar  and  they  had 
many  good  times  together.   Blanche's  parents 
were  Charles  Marsteller  Alexander  and  Lovisa 
Comstock  Snyder.   Her  mother  was  a  fine 
seamstress  and  was  the  first  telephone  operator 
in  Heber  City. 

Blanche  was  born  February  16,  1873,  in 
Midway,  Wasatch  County,  Utah.   Brig  was 
ordained  an  elder  in  the  Melchizedek  Priesthood, 
on  December  14,  1891  and  they  were  married  in 
the  Logan  Temple,  December  16,  1891.   They 
lived  in  Heber  City  during  the  winter.   In  the 
spring,  they  moved  to  Park  City,  where  Brig  had 
worked  in  the  mines  previous  to  their  marriage. 
They  were  happy  and  he  was  making  good 
wages.   Their  future  looked  bright  as  he  worked 
through  the  summer.   The  expectation  of  their 
first  child  became  assured.   They  made  plans  for 
Blanche  to  return  to  her  mother's  home  prior  to 
the  arrival  of  the  baby  so  she  could  have  good 
care  for  herself  and  the  baby. 

Robert  Rue  was  born  November  16,  1892. 
He  was  named  and  given  a  blessing  by  his 
grandfather,  John  Murray  Murdoch,  who  at  mis 
time  was  a  stake  patriarch.   After  the  baby  was 
born.  Brig  and  Blanche  went  back  to  Park  City. 
Things  looked  good  for  the  young  couple.    His 
brother,  Robert  (Boot),  also  worked  in  the  mines 
and  lived  with  them.    Blanche's  sister,  Louella, 
was  a  frequent  visitor  in  their  home  and  a  strong 
friendship  developed  between  Boot  and  Louella. 

Not  long  after  they  returned  to  Park  City, 
Brig  contracted  typhoid  fever.    He  was  very  sick 
so  the  family  returned  to  Heber  City  so  he  could 
have  better  care  (1882-1893).   As  he  became 
better,  they  moved  into  part  of  their  old  home  in 
Heber  City,  where  there  would  be  more  room. 
In  the  spring,  he  was  well  enough  to  return  to 
work  at  the  coal  mine.   The  spring  was  beautiful 
and  they  were  happy  to  be  back  together  in  their 
little  home  again.   They  had  been  settled  in  their 
home  only  a  short  time,  when  one  morning  Brig 
came  home  from  working  a  night  shift  at  the 
mine  and  found  Blanche  had  been  quite  ill  all 
night.   He  could  see  that  a  fever  was  developing. 
At  times,  she  would  temporarily  be  better  and 
then  get  worse.   As  the  fever  continued  to  return, 
they  decided  it  would  be  better  for  her  to  return 
to  her  parents  in  Heber,  where  she  could  be  with 
her  mother  and  receive  better  care. 

After  returning  to  Heber,  she  gradually  grew 
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worse  and  Brig  w.is  sent  for.    When  he  arrived, 
she  did  KM  recognize  him.    She  would  beg  tor 
her  baby  and  would  hug  him  SO  hard  the  family 
was  afraid  she  might  hurt  him.   Someone  gave 
her  a  large  rag  doll  to  hold.    She  was  so  ill  she 
did  not  know  the  difference. 

On  22  June,  1893,  Blanche  passed  away, 
leaving  a  loving  husband  and  her  seven  month 
old  son.   She  was  buried  in  the  Heber  Cemetery. 
Robert  and  Louella  also  contracted  the  disease 
and  tailed  to  recover.    Within  a  period  of  three 
months.  Brig  had  lost  three  people  very  near  and 
dear  to  him.    In  Brig's  words,  "We  ean 
overcome  our  emotions,  but  it  is  hard  to  forget. 
Our  baby.  Rue,  contracted  the  fever,  but,  with 
more  skillful  treatment,  he  reeovered.   From  that 
time,  and  through  the  rest  of  my  life,  it  seemed 
as  if  some  unseen  power  was  my  guest. 

The  baby  remained  in  the  home  of  Blanche's 
parents  where  he  was  given  all  the  love  and 
kindness  that  only  grieving  grandparents  ean 
give.   Brig  spent  as  much  time  with  him  as  he 
could.   When  he  was  three  years  old,  his  father 
took  him  and  continued  to  live  at  Park  City.   The 
water  was  better  now.   Brig's  sister,  Tressie 
(Isabella),  lived  with  him  and  took  care  of  little 
Rue.   After  a  while,  it  was  decided  Rue  would 
live  with  Grandma  Isabella  (Brig's  mother). 
Tressie,  Tom  (Thomas  Todd),  and  Jock 
(Robert)  were  all  grown  now  and  worked  and 
lived  at  home.   Brig  came  home  at  the  end  of  the 
shift  to  be  with  his  little  boy.   Rue  grew  up  loved 
by  all  his  relatives. 

Brig  continued  to  work  at  the  mines  where 
he  pondered  his  future.   He  was  doing  well  at  the 
mine,  but  as  the  years  went  by,  a  restlessness 
continued  to  grow.   He  recalled  his  father's 
experiences  and  hardships  in  the  coal  mines  of 
Scotland.   He  was  told  of  his  Grandfather  James 
Murdoch's  early  death  in  the  gas-filled  mine 
shaft,  which  left  his  grandmother  (Wee  Granny), 
a  poor  widow  with  seven  children. 

Around  1900,  the  Church  secured  a  tract  of 
land  in  the  Big  Horn  Basin  in  Wyoming  and  was 
encouraging  members  to  colonize  it.   Brig  had 
the  urge  to  make  a  change  in  his  life  and  wrote 
his  brother,  Thomas  Todd,  to  take  a  look  at  it. 
Their  father  felt  impressed  to  give  his  two  sons 
patriarchal  blessings  at  this  time.   His  bishop, 
Thomas  Hicken,  and  a  neighbor,  Robert  Giles, 
were  also  going.   All  preparations  were  made  to 


leave.    Brig  was  now  thirty  years  old  and  Tom 
was  thirty  four.   They  arrived  at  the  colony  about 
June  25.   There  were  a  large  number  of  wagons 
camped  along  the  Grey  Bull  River.   A  canal  had 
been  started.   The  project  was  under  the 
supervision  of  Apostle  Owen  Woodruff. 
Meetings  were  held  and  instructions  and  advice 
given.   It  was  announced  there  would  be  a  dance 
held  t)ii  a  certain  night. 

Since  Brig  had  a  guitar  and  Tom  had  a 
violin,  they  were  asked  to  play  for  the  dance. 
The  dance  was  in  the  open,  as  there  were  no 
buildings  or  floor  to  dance  on,  so  they  danced  on 
the  ground.    Apostle  Woodruff  joined  in  the 
dance  and  enjoyed  it  as  much  as  anyone.   After 
looking  over  the  land  for  two  days,  the  Heberites 
weren't  very  impressed  and  decided  not  to  locate 
there.   After  the  horse  rested  three  days,  they 
started  their  journey  back  to  Heber,  arriving  in 
time  to  celebrate  the  Fourth  of  July.   Brig  had 
taken  leave  from  his  mining  job  in  Park  City  and 
now  returned  to  work. 

Brig's  sister,  Margaret  Ann  (Aunt  Maggie), 
had  married  Lewis  J.  Hawkes,  November  7, 
1889,  and  had  acquired  a  farm  in  southern  Idaho 
in  an  area  called  Horseshoe  Flat,  about  three 
miles  west  of  Drummond.    They  had  first  lived 
in  Franklin,  Idaho.   In  company  with  Uncle 
Lew's  father,  Joshua  Hawkes  and  several  other 
families  from  Franklin,  this  group  located  in  that 
area  about  1896.   There  was  still  land  available 
for  homesteading,  but  it  was  being  settled 
rapidly.   Canals  had  to  be  made  and  water 
brought  to  the  land  before  it  could  be  improved 
upon. 

Brig  continued  working  at  Park  City.   He 
liked  the  boss  he  was  working  with.   In  late 
October,  the  urge  to  change  prompted  him  to 
write  Tom,  suggesting  another  trip,  this  time  to 
Idaho.   Tom  answered  that  he  would  go  any 
time.   A  date  was  set,  Brig  took  another  lay  off 
and  they  started  for  Idaho.   They  had  a  buck 
board  (heavy  buggy),  a  team  of  horses,  camping 
outfit  and  bedding.  They  started  to  Idaho  to  see 
into  the  land  opening  up  in  the  Farnum- 
Drummond  area  for  homesteading. 

After  traveling  a  long  time,  they  arrived  at 
Franklin  where  they  visited  with  relatives  of 
Uncle  Lewis  (Lew)  Hawkes  family.   They  were 
told  they  were  only  half  way  there.   They  were 
advised  to  leave  their  horses  and  buckboard  there 
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and  take  the  train  to  Teton.  They  had  a  good  trip 
and  arrived  at  Uncle  Lew  and  Aunt  Maggie's 
place  a  few  days  before  election  day.  They  liked 
the  looks  of  the  area  much  better  than  the  Big 
Horn  Basin  they  had  visited  earlier  in  the 
summer.  They  had  a  good  visit  with  Margaret 
and  Lewis  while  looking  for  a  piece  of  land  Brig 
and  Tom  both  liked.  They  located  land  they 
could  acquire  and  returned  to  Utah.   During  the 
winter  of  1900-1901 ,  they  worked  and  made 
preparations  for  returning  to  Idaho  and  setting  up 
their  homesteads. 

The  Oregon  Short  Line  Railroad  was 
completed  as  far  as  Rexburg,  Idaho.   On  April  1, 
1901,  Brig  and  Tom  arrived  in  Rexburg  with  two 
cars  of  livestock  and  farming  equipment.   En 
route  to  their  land,  they  were  caught  in  a 
snowstorm  that  lasted  for  several  days.  Their 
livestock  was  scattered  and  it  took  them  several 
more  days  to  gather  them  up  again.   At  that  time, 
most  of  Idaho's  land  was  open  to  homesteading 
under  the  Homestead  Act  or  the  Carey  Act, 
which  permitted  individuals  to  file  on  1 60  acres 
of  land,  improving  it  with  fences,  buildings, 
cropping  and  bringing  irrigation  water  to  the 
land  within  five  years.   Consequently,  most  of 
the  Snake  River  Valley  was  being  claimed  by 
farmers,  ranchers,  business  people  and 
speculators. 

The  land  Brig  and  Tom  acquired  joined  one 
another  and  was  in  the  Farnum  district,  south  of 
the  Fall  River,  about  five  or  six  miles  south  of 
what  is  now  Ashton,  Idaho  and  about  five  miles 
west  of  Drummond.  Brig  acquired  the  interests 
of  a  homesteader  on  107  acres  bordered  on  the 
norm  by  the  Fall  River.   He  named  it  Riverview 
Ranch.  It  had  a  one-room  log  house.  Tom 
homesteaded  160  acres,  joining  Brig  on  the 
south,  and  Hans  Neilson,  a  Danish  emigrant, 
recently  settled  on  land  to  the  west.  These  three 
bachelors  were  to  spend  many  years  together  as 
neighbors  and  community  builders. 

Brig's  one-room  log  house  became 
headquarters  for  the  three  as  they  proceeded  to 
improve  their  farms.   Tom's  homestead  was 
open  prairie  with  no  buildings  or  water  on  it. 
Brig's  home  was  about  seventy  five  yards  from 
Fall  River,  which  provided  domestic  water  but 
no  irrigation.  Hans'  buildings  were  developed 
near  the  river  downstream,  half  a  mile  from 
Brig's. 


The  first  concern  as  a  community  was  to 
build  a  canal  to  irrigate  the  farm  as  a  final  step  in 
"proving  up"  the  homestead  to  qualify  for 
ownership  of  the  land.   In  1896,  a  group  of 
settlers,  Joshua  Hawkes,  his  son  Acel  and  Lewis 
Hawkes,  from  Franklin  had  located  in  Horseshoe 
Flat,  a  fairly  level  area  with  good  soil.   Surveys 
conducted  by  this  group  showed  that  water  could 
be  taken  from  Conant  Creek  by  a  long  hillside 
canal  to  irrigate  a  large  area,  including  the  land 
Brig  and  Tom  had  acquired.   They  filed  on  the 
water  that  year  and  work  was  started  on  the 
canal. 

The  work  on  the  canal  was  paid  for  by 
issuing  stock  ownership  in  the  canal.   The  wages 
were  $1 .50  a  day  for  a  man  and  $2.50  for  a  man 
with  a  team,  for  a  ten-hour  day.   The  canal  was 
dug  with  plows  and  slip  scrapers  pulled  by  a 
team  of  horses.   It  was  nine  miles  from  the  head 
of  the  canal  to  the  terminal,  where  lateral  ditches 
were  extended  to  carry  the  water  to  the  various 
farms.   No  water  was  taken  out  for  irrigation 
above  the  terminal.   The  entire  nine  miles  of 
main  canal  was  on  a  steep  hillside  covered  with 
bushes,  trees  and  rocks. 

When  Brig  and  Tom  arrived  in  April  1901, 
the  canal  was  underway  with  much  yet  to  be 
done.   Each  settler  had  to  build  a  home  to  live  in 
first,  together  with  corrals  and  some  fences  when 
they  had  livestock.   The  waist  high  natural 
grasses  provided  summer  feed  for  livestock  and 
winter  feed  where  it  could  be  harvested  for  hay. 
Little  farming  could  be  done  without  irrigation 
water. 

The  homesteaders  camped  near  where  the 
canal  was  being  dug,  in  their  tents  and  wagons. 
Some  of  the  men's  wives  were  with  them  to  cook 
and  to  help  in  any  way  they  could.   Evenings 
were  spent  around  the  camp  fires,  with  music, 
singing  and  stories.   Brig's  guitar  and  Tom's 
fiddle  were  welcomed.   It  took  from  1896  to 
1903  before  water  was  turned  into  the  canal. 

During  the  first  two  winters,  the  brothers 
arranged  with  other  settlers  to  winter  their 
livestock,  while  they  returned  to  Park  City  to 
work  in  the  mines,  returning  in  the  spring  to 
continue  developing  their  farms. 

Brig  and  Tom  were  invited  to  play  for 
dances  in  the  neighboring  communities.   It  was 
during  some  of  these  dances  held  at  Wilford  that 
Brig  met  a  lovely  young  lady,  Luann  (Louannie) 
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Mammon,   who  caught  his  attention,  and  she  w.is 
also  attracted  to  his  gentle,  mannerly  actions.  In 
the  spring  of  1903,  on  April  21,  Brigham 
brought  his  love!)  bride  to  the  homestead. 

Brig's  brother,  Tom,  had  come  ahead  and 
had  a  nice  dinner  ready  when  they  arrived 
After  dinner,  they  moved  all  the  furniture  out  o\ 
then  one  room  log  house.    After  thoroughly 
cleaning  it.  the  furniture  was  moved  back  in. 
Brig  helped  around  the  house  two  or  three  days 
to  get  things  organized.   They  sewed  factory 
(light  cloth)  together  and  attached  it  to  the  log 
walls  and  ceiling.   They  thought  they  had  a  fine 
home  for  betiinners. 

It  was  a  beautiful  time  oi  the  year  with  green 
grass  and  wild  flowers  in  bloom.    They  planted  a 
garden.    Louannie  planted  shrubs,  fruit  bushes 
and  flowers  and  a  yellow  rose  bush  she  had 
brought  from  her  mother's  place.   The  yellow 
rose  still  blooms  every  spring  (still  blooming  in 
1996).   The  grain  was  planted  and  doing  well, 
when  a  late  frost  set  it  back.   About  this  time,  a 
wedding  dance  was  held  and  the  newlyweds  were 
happy  to  see  their  new  neighbors,  friends  and 
Louannie' s  folks  present. 

When  the  crops  were  in,  the  settlers  turned 
their  attention  to  working  on  the  Conant  Creek 
Canal,  which  had  reached  an  important  phase 
that  year  (1903).   The  main  canal  was  completed 
to  the  terminal  where  the  lateral  ditches  to  the 
various  farms  took  off. 

Brig  and  Louannie,  together  with  other 
homesteaders,  camped  near  where  the  canal 
work  was  going  on.   Louannie  and  the  other 
wives  cooked  for  the  men  and  helped  out 
wherever  possible.   She  took  her  cow  with  her 
that  her  mother  gave  them  for  a  wedding 
present,  which  provided  an  enjoyable  addition  to 
the  bachelor  fare  the  "three  boys"  had  been  used 
to.  Evenings  were  spent  socializing,  singing, 
visiting  and  planning  their  community.   Brig  and 
Tom  were  often  the  entertainment  with  their 
guitar,  violin  and  singing. 

Tom  continued  to  live  with  Brig  and 
Louannie  and  Hans  Neilson,  the  Danish  man, 
continued  to  eat  with  them  frequently.  Louannie 
did  their  cooking  and  washing  and  mending. 
Each  man  worked  on  his  own  farm,  but  some  of 
their  work  was  done  with  the  help  of  each  other. 
The  newly  wed  family  consisted  of  four 
individuals.   This  was  increased  to  five  when 


Rue  joined  mem  on  September  1 5th.   Thirty 
eight  years  later,  Louannie  commented,  "that  she 
and  Brig  had  never  spent  a  night  alone  in  their 
home,  that  someone  had  always  been  with  us." 

The  Farnum  area  is  a  mile  high  and  subject 
to  late  and  early  frosts.   Despite  the  late  frost, 
the  crops  and  gardens  turned  out  well.   The  grain 
w  as  cut  with  a  binder  and  the  bundles  were 
hauled  and  stacked  under  the  hill  near  the 
buildings  and  corral,  to  wait  for  the  threshing 
machine.   Because  of  the  steep  road  leading 
down  to  the  stacks,  no  thresher  owner  would 
move  their  machines  down  the  hill,  fearing  they 
would  tip  over.   Finally  on  December  2,  Cutler's 
threshing  machine  from  Vernon  (a  small 
community  west  of  Ashton)  crossed  the  Fall 
River  from  the  west  and  threshed  their  grain. 
Normally  there  would  have  been  deep  snow  on 
the  ground,  but  that  year  the  weather  was  warm 
and  dry  and  farmers  were  able  to  plow  in 
December. 

On  September  15th  of  that  year,  Brig  went  to 
Thornton  to  pick  up  Rue,  who  had  come  to  live 
with  his  father  and  Louannie.   Rue  had  come  that 
far  with  aunt  Mary  Murdoch,  who  had  come  to 
visit  with  her  sister.   Rue  was  a  lot  of  company 
for  Louannie.   While  the  men  were  away 
working,  hauling  wood  for  buildings  or  for  fuel, 
or  building  the  granary,  Louannie  enjoyed  going 
outside,  sitting  on  a  log  and  crocheting.   She  was 
making  lace  to  be  used  on  dresses  she  was 
planning  to  make  for  the  baby  they  were 
expecting  in  February. 

That  Christmas,  Brig,  Louannie  and  Rue  had 
a  good  time  by  themselves.   Tom  was  spending 
the  winter  in  Utah.   Rue  found  a  Christmas  tree 
on  the  farm.   They  made  their  own  decorations 
for  it.   Paper  chains,  paper  flowers  and  popcorn 
chains  were  all  they  had,  but  they  were  beautiful 
to  behold.   Christmas  day  was  clear  and  bright. 
Louannie' s  mother,  sister  Laura  and  her 
husband,  Melvin  Allred,  came  for  dinner. 
Louannie  hadn't  been  feeling  very  well  and  it 
was  decided  she  would  return  with  her  mother 
and  stay  until  after  the  baby  was  born. 
Sometimes  Rue  would  be  with  Louannie  at  her 
mother's.  Occasionally,  Brig  would  visit  them 
for  a  few  days.   She  still  was  homesick  for  them. 

Blanche  Priscilla  was  born  on  February  7, 
1904  at  Wilford.  Her  name  was  decided  before 
she  was  born,  being  named  after  Blanche 
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Alexander,  Brig's  first  wife  and  Louannie's 
mother,  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen  Hammon. 
Her  arrival  brought  joy  to  all  the  family, 
especially  Rue,  who  was  delighted  to  have  a 
baby  sister. 

On  March  11,  1904,  Brig's  sister,  Margaret 
Ann  Hawkes,  died,  leaving  a  baby  girl  two  or 
three  days  old  and  five  older  children.  They 
were  still  living  in  Teton.  Brig's  sister,  Nettie 
McMullin,  and  brothers,  James  (Jim))  and  Jock, 
came  to  attend  the  funeral.  They  visited 
Louannie  at  her  mother's  home  and  then  went  to 
the  farm  with  Brig  and  Tom  for  a  visit.  They  all 
slept  in  one  long  bed. 

Louannie  was  quite  ill  for  several  weeks  but 
was  well  enough  to  move  back  to  their  home  on 
April  21 ,  1904,  a  year  to  the  day  since  they  had 
arrived  after  their  marriage.  Brig  had  set  a  hen 
and  had  baby  chicks  running  around  when  they 
arrived. 

As  the  community  became  settled,  fences 
and  roads  were  established.   The  canal  work  was 
eventually  completed  and  the  settlers  had  more 
choice  in  locating  their  permanent  buildings  and 
domestic  water  was  available  in  the  ditches.   The 
location  of  their  home  "under  the  hill"  was 
nearly  one  half  mile  from  the  country  road  that 
led  north  east  to  the  store  and  post  office  and 
south  to  the  new  school.  The  wind  and  the  snow 
in  the  winter  made  traveling  difficult  out  to  the 
road. 

As  their  family  was  growing,  they  decided  to 
build  a  new  home,  on  top  of  the  hill,  over- 
looking the  Fall  River.   Fences,  barns  and 
corrals  would  be  moved  near  the  road,  closer  to 
community  services.  The  canal  water  would 
come  to  their  house  in  the  summer,  but  water 
would  have  to  be  hauled  during  the  winter. 

Blanche  chose  a  spot  behind  the  barn  in  the 
trees  for  her  playhouse.  Brig  killed  a  bobcat  up 
in  the  tree  where  Blanche  had  been  playing. 
This  was  on  the  flat  before  they  moved  into  the 
new  house. 

Louannie  sold  the  cow  her  mother  had  given 
them  for  a  wedding  present  and  bought  lumber 
for  the  house.  Hans  Neilsen,  Tom  and  Brig  built 
a  two  room  frame  home  with  an  attic.   It  had  a 
shingled  roof,  which  was  the  first  time  Louannie 
had  lived  in  a  home  without  a  dirt  roof.   No 
more  throwing  dirt  up  on  the  roof  during  a  rain 
storm  to  keep  it  from  leaking.   The  living  room 


had  green  burlap  wainscoting,  about  30  inches 
high,  around  the  walls,  with  a  three  inch  border 
across  the  top  of  the  wainscoting  to  hold  it  firm. 
It  was  rather  attractive. 

New  fences,  corrals  and  sheds  had  to  be  built 
in  the  new  location  on  top  of  the  hill.   Brig  took 
the  logs  of  the  barn  apart,  one  by  one,  and 
rebuilt  the  barn  up  on  top  of  the  hill.   It  had  been 
located  next  to  the  hill,  near  the  grove  of  trees, 
on  the  flat.   The  trees,  shrubs  and  garden  had  to 
be  planted  and  drinking  water  had  to  hauled  from 
the  river.    Brig  and  Tom  were  breaking  up  sod  to 
bring  more  land  under  cultivation.   The  land  had 
to  be  watered.   It  was  a  busy  time. 

The  new  home  was  located  one  and  a  quarter 
miles  from  the  school,  two  and  a  quarter  miles 
from  me  church  and  three-quarters  of  a  mile 
from  the  store  and  post  office. 

In  1904,  Brig  was  elected  a  director  of  the 
Conant  Creek  Canal  Company.   At  various 
times,  he  was  also  secretary  or  president  until 
1937.    In  1905,  he  was  called  to  be  first 
counselor  to  James  W.  Green,  President  of  the 
Conant  Branch,  later  called  the  Farnum  Branch 
and  still  later  it  became  a  ward.    At  this  time, 
meetings  were  held  in  a  log  building  also  used  as 
a  school.    It  was  located  a  couple  of  miles 
between  James  (Jim)  Whitmore  and  Simeon 
Saunders  place  and  was  built  about  1899. 
Louannie  was  called  as  second  counselor  in  the 
Relief  Society  to  Emily  Farren,  who  was 
President. 

Brig  and  Tom,  with  their  guitar  and  violin, 
played  for  dances  in  the  various  communities: 
Farnum,  Squirrel,  Marysville,  Ashton,  Chester 
and  Drummond.  usually  in  the  school  or  the 
church  house.   Sometimes  the  dances  lasted  all 
night  with  a  midnight  break  for  refreshments.   In 
the  winter  time,  travel  to  the  dances  was 
sometimes  cold  and  difficult. 

On  June  4,  1907,  their  first  son  was  born  at 
home  with  Dr.  Hargis  assisting.   He  was  a 
healthy  happy  baby  and  was  given  the  name  of 
Brigham  Dallas.   He  was  given  lots  of  love  and 
attention  by  the  family. 

In  December  of  1907,  Tom  received  a 
mission  call  to  the  Central  States  Mission  at 
Dallas,  Texas.   He  accepted  and  traveled  without 
purse  or  script.   He  had  many  faith  promoting 
experiences.   He  was  released  two  years  later  in 
time  to  attend  his  mother's  funeral  (Ann  Steele  ). 
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She  died  15  December.  1909,  at  Heber  City, 
I  Lib. 

Tom  returned  to  his  farm  at  Farnum  and 
continued  to  live  with  Brig  and  Louannie.    He 
loved  children  and  delighted  them  witb  his  ever 
present  stick  of  licorice  which  he  shared  with 
them  In  cutting  off  thin  slices  with  his  sharp 
knife.   It  was  so  good. 

On  October  31 .  1909,  a  ver\  severe  blizzard 
struck.    During  the  blizzard.  Brig  went  out  to 
the  stack  yard  to  drive  aua\  some  stray  horses 
from  his  grain  pile  in  the  yard.    A  horse  kicked 
him,  breaking  his  leg.    With  much  difficulty,  he 
got  to  the  house.    Louannie  luckily  intercepted 
the  doctor  who  was  in  the  area  to  see  a  sick 
neighbor.  Will  Cazier.   Dr.  Hargis,  with 
Louannie's  help,  set  the  bones  and  put  on  a  cast 
so  Brig  could  get  around  with  crutches. 

That  night.  Bishop  Henry  Smith  and  Simeon 
Saunders  came  and  spent  the  evening  to  help 
cheer  him  up.   The  next  day,  a  neighbor,  George 
Oberhansley,  came  and  cleaned  out  the  ditch 
from  snow  and  ice  so  they  could  get  water,  as 
the  folks  didn't  have  a  well  yet.   Louannie' s 
mother  and  Delbert,  Louannie' s  younger 
brother,  came  and  took  care  of  the  chores  until 
Rue  could  get  home  from  Heber,  where  he  was 
going  to  high  school.   The  snow  melted  and  Rue 
was  able  to  plow  while  Brig  was  recuperating. 
After  two  weeks,  Dr.  Hargis  put  Brig's  ankle  in 
a  cast.   Then  he  could  get  around  on  crutches. 

In  1909,  a  one  room  brick  school  house  was 
built  to  replace  the  original  log  building  that  had 
been  used  for  both  a  school  and  a  church.   The 
same  year  a  new  church  was  built,  costing 
around  $7000.00.   The  members  were  having  a 
hard  time  to  pay  for  the  church  at  the  same  time 
that  the  ward  was  helping  to  pay  for  the 
Yellowstone  Stake  Tabernacle  in  St.  Anthony 
and  the  Ricks  Academy  in  Rexburg. 

In  order  to  meet  these  obligations,  the  ward 
rented  land  from  three  land  owners.   The 
members  and  non-members  alike  turned  out  to 
prepare  and  plant  the  crops  and  also  to  harvest  it. 
At  times,  there  were  as  many  as  forty  horse 
drawn  outfits  in  the  fields  at  one  time.   The  crops 
were  good  and  so  were  the  prices,  enabling  the 
ward  to  pay  off  the  obligations  and  still  have  a 
surplus.  Brig  was  a  counselor  to  Bishop  Henry 
Smith  at  this  time.   Brig  was  the  chairman  over 
this  project.   In  two  years,  the  debts  were  paid 


o\'\'  and  they  had  a  surplus.   This  project  did 
much  to  strengthen  the  community  and  make  it 
proud  oi  its  success 

Brig  was  trustee,  secretary  or  chairman  o\' 
the  School  Board  throughout  the  years  they  lived 
in  Farnum.   He  enjoyed  his  callings  in  the 
church,  school  and  the  public  services  he  was 
asked  to  perform.   He  was  very  conscientious 
about  meeting  his  responsibilities. 

As  their  farms  were  improved  and  more 
crops  could  be  grown,  Brig  and  Tom  were  able 
to  add  to  their  buildings,  equipment  and  livestock 
and  to  complete  their  fencing.   They  also  brought 
more  of  their  land  under  irrigation.   Brig  bought 
eighty  acres  mat  joined  his  homestead  on  the 
east.   The  canal  ran  through  the  entire  length  of 
it.   The  north  half  was  watered  and  the  south  half 
was  dry-farmed.   To  help  with  the  added  work, 
Rue  helped  in  the  summers,  between  high  school 
terms  at  Heber  City.   Louannie's  younger 
brother,  Marion,  worked  there  also.   He  was 
three  years  younger  than  Rue. 

All  the  farming  was  done  with  horses.   Brig 
and  Tom  took  good  care  of  their  farm  animals. 
They  were  well  fed.   The  horses  were  rested 
frequently  when  doing  hard  work.   They  were 
careful  to  prevent  them  from  getting  shoulder 
sores  by  keeping  the  collars  clean,  the  tugs  even 
length  and  the  harnesses  properly  adjusted.   In 
order  to  improve  their  horses,  Brig  bought  a 
registered  Percheron  stallion  to  breed  their  own 
mares.   He  also  sold  the  stallion's  services  by 
going  to  the  farms  in  the  area  to  breed  their 
mares.   This  was  a  profitable  investment  and,  as 
the  years  went  by,  produced  many  excellent 
horses.   After  three  or  four  years,  Brig  would 
bring  a  new  stallion  to  breed  the  younger  mares. 

On  November  17,  1909,  another  son  was 
born.   He  was  named  Reed  Chase.   Following 
his  birth,  Louannie  got  the  flu  and  was  sick  for  a 
long  time.   Her  mother  came  to  take  care  of  her. 
Tom  had  recently  returned  from  his  mission  to 
Texas.   He  and  Brig  administered  to  her.   That 
night  was  the  first  good  night's  sleep  she  had  in  a 
long  time.   She  began  to  feel  better.   They  were 
so  happy  as  she  had  been  so  sick.  They  were 
also  happy  that  Tom  could  be  with  them  again. 

On  May  6,  1910,  the  family  was  saddened 
by  the  death  of  their  beloved  father  and 
patriarch,  John  Murray  Murdoch.  With  the 
death  of  his  first  wife,  Ann  Steele  Murdoch,  the 
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previous  December,  the  family  sensed  the  great 
loss  of  this  noble  couple  who  had  given  so  much 
and  served  so  many  so  well.  John  would  have 
been  90  years  old  on  December  28th.   Mother 
Isabella  was  in  failing  health  and  went  to  live 
with  her  daughter,  Katherine  Hicken,  where  she 
received  much  love  and  good  care  for  six  more 
years. 

It  became  necessary  to  add  to  the  house  to 
accommodate  the  growing  family.   A  lean-to  of 
two  rooms  was  built  on  the  north  side,  with  a 
front  and  back  door.  Stairs  were  built  on  the 
outside  west  wall  up  to  the  attic  where  two  more 
bedrooms  were  finished.  The  new  rooms  were 
very  welcome.    Tom  and  three  children,  besides 
Rue  and  Marion,  were  living  there  in  the 
summer. 

Relatives  and  friends  visited  from  time  to 
time  and  often  stayed  several  days.   They  were 
always  warmly  welcomed.  They  loved  to  have 
loved  ones  come.   Lewis  Hawkes  and  his  five 
children  were  frequent  Sunday  visitors;  also  his 
neighbors,  William  and  Tildie  Baird,  and 
children.   The  Murdochs  visited  at  their  homes, 
also. 

Daniel  and  Mae  Gibson,  their  daughter, 
Hardens,  and  Marion  Hammon  (a  child  they  took 
to  raise  when  his  mother  died)  came  often.   He 
was  the  son  of  Louannie's  Uncle  (Daunt) 
Jonathan  Marian  Hammon.   In  the  summers,  the 
families  would  get  together  and  pick  berries 
along  the  rivers  and  along  Fall  River  canyon. 
The  berry  bushes  that  they  planted  their  in  first 
garden  are  still  bearing  fruit.   Some  of  the  apple 
trees  are  still  bearing  fruit.   Brig  kept  the  old 
garden  fenced  and  irrigated.   The  yellow  roses 
and  lilacs  are  still  blooming  92  years  (1996) 
later.  The  big  shade  tree,  where  many  picnics 
were  held,  is  still  struggling  to  survive.   The 
children  played  at  the  river's  edge  where  the 
people  would  ford  the  river,  before  the  bridge 
was  built  to  the  south,  on  their  way  to  Ashton  or 
St.  Anthony.   There  is  still  a  hole  in  the  hill 
where  their  first  home  stood. 

On  January  27,  1911,  Brig  was  set  apart  as 
second  counselor  to  Henry  Smith,  as  Farnum 
was  now  a  ward.   Louannie  was  active  in  the 
Relief  Society. 

During  the  summer  of  191 1 ,  another  room 
was  added  to  the  one  room  school  house  that  was 
built  in  1909.  The  new  room  accommodated  the 


classes  from  the  5th  through  8th  grades.  The 
other  room  held  the  1st  through  4th  grades. 
There  was  a  hall  in  between  the  two  rooms 
where  the  children  could  hang  their  coats.  It  was 
Fremont  School  District  No.  64.   A  teacher's 
cottage  was  built  later.   The  original  school  is 
still  standing. 

In  the  fall  of  191 1 ,  while  the  threshing  crew 
was  at  the  Murdoch's  farm,  Brig's  new  log  barn 
was  set  on  fire.   The  fire  was  started  when  four 
and  a  half  year  old  Dallas  climbed  up  in  the  loft 
where  the  hired  hands  slept  and  tried  to  light  a 
cigarette  he  found  in  their  belongings.   A  lighted 
match  was  dropped  and  ignited  the  straw  in  the 
loft  and  soon  it  was  in  flames.    Dallas  climbed 
down  to  the  ground  and  stood  with  two  and  a  half 
year  old  Reed  in  the  doorway  of  the  barn, 
oblivious  to  the  roaring  flames  above  them. 
Louannie.  hearing  the  roar  of  the  flames,  looked 
out  of  the  kitchen  door,  then  rushed  out  to  hustle 
the  boys  away  from  the  burning  barn.   The 
threshing  crew  hurried  out  of  the  field  to  help  put 
out  the  fire  by  carrying  water  from  the  ditch  and 
throwing  it  on  the  fire.   The  barn  was  too  far 
gone  to  save,  so  the  water  was  thrown  on  the 
other  buildings,  which  were  saved.   The  water 
wagon  from  the  threshing  machine  was  finally 
brought  in  and  water  was  pumped  on  the  roof  of 
the  house  and  it  was  saved. 

The  entire  barn,  the  big  haystack,  derrick, 
corrals  and  some  chickens  were  destroyed. 
Horses  in  the  barn  had  to  be  blindfolded  before 
they  could  be  led  out.    Some  calves  and  pigs 
were  also  burned.   This  was  quite  a  financial 
blow  to  Brig  and  Louannie  and  a  memorable 
lesson  to  young  Dallas. 

On  March  16,  1912.  a  third  son  was  born. 
He  was  named  Thomas  Hammon  Murdoch  after 
his  Uncle  Tom.   When  he  was  three  weeks  old, 
he  came  down  with  the  whooping  cough.   All  the 
children  had  it  and  very  hard,  too.   During  a 
bishop's  meeting  held  at  home,  Tom  was  blessed 
by  Alfred  Woodland,  one  of  the  counselors.   He 
had  also  blessed  Dallas  and  Reed  when  they  were 
born.   The  folks  were  afraid  Tom  might  not 
survive  until  the  next  Fast  Meeting  was  held. 

During  the  summer  of  1912,  Pierce 
McMullin,  a  son  of  Brig's  sister,  Janet  Osborne 
Murdoch,  and  Henry  L.  McMullin,  stayed  with 
the  family.   He  was  a  cousin  to  Brig  and  Tom 
and  eight  years  younger  than  Brig.   They  had 
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nuiin  good  limes  together.    One  of  these  good 
tunes  included  I  trip  through  the  Yellowstone 
Pirk.    Brig,  Tom  and  Pierce  (Piercey)  traveled 
in  |  buckboard  with  a  team  and  an  extra  saddle- 
horse.    Then  food  and  cooking  utensils  were 
kept  in  a  heavy  grub  box  made  of  one  inch 
lumber  and  re-enforced  with  iron  bands  and 
hca\\  lunges  and  a  lock.    At  one  camp,  after 
supper,  the  men  took  a  stroll.   When  they 
returned,  a  large  bear  was  in  their  tent  trying  to 
get  into  their  grub  box.    It  was  so  strong  it  batted 
the  box  around  like  a  toy,  biting  it  and  chewing 
it,  trying  to  get  it  open.   They  tried  to  distract  it 
h\  throwing  things  at  it,  shouting  and  even 
waving  lighted  sticks  at  it.    It  left,  after  nearly 
wrecking  their  camp. 

Tom  usually  wore  leather  chaps  while  he 
was  riding,  to  protect  him  from  brush  and  cold. 
He  had  a  pair  with  long  black  hair  on  the 
outside.   One  night,  while  they  were  in  the  park, 
he  put  them  on  and  pretended  to  be  a  bear  as  he 
crawled  along  side  of  Piercey,  who  was  asleep  in 
bed.   Piercey  was  properly  scared,  but  so  was 
Tom,  when  he  discovered  he  was  next  to  a  live 
bear  outside  the  tent,  that  moved  and  growled 
when  he  crawled  between  Piercey  and  it!   The 
exciting  events  of  that  trip  provided  stories  for  a 
long  time. 

With  a  good  harvest  of  1912  safely  put 
away,  the  family  settled  down  to  a  long  winter. 
At  this  point,  Brig  and  Louannie  were  reminded 
that  their  children  had  never  seen  their  Murdoch 
grandparents.   With  their  Grandma  Bella  the 
only  one  left,  they  decided  to  visit  her  for 
Christmas  that  year  at  Heber  City.  They  went  by 
train  and  were  accompanied  by  Isabella  Hawkes, 
their  cousin.   Rue  had  stayed  home  to  do  the 
chores  while  they  were  gone.  It  was  Louannie 's 
first  visit  back  to  Heber  since  their  marriage. 
The  train  trip  was  very  cold  in  below  freezing 
weather,  and  they  was  late  getting  into  Salt  Lake 
City.   The  children  took  it  in  stride,  being  very 
excited  about  it  all.   Grandmother  Isabella  was 
delighted  to  see  them  and  they  were  warmly 
welcomed  by  the  Murdoch  clan.  The  children 
got  acquainted  with  uncles  and  aunts  and  cousins 
they  had  never  seen.   They  had  a  delightful 
Christmas  and  enjoyed  several  parties  and  visits 
with  the  numerous  Murdoch  families  in  Heber. 
While  in  Salt  Lake  City,  they  took  in  some  of  the 
sights  with  their  three  older  children  strutting 


ahead  confidently  in  their  new  clothes,  by  now 
being  experienced  travelers. 

In  November  1913,  Brig  was  called  to  be  the 
bishop  o\'  the  Farnum  Ward.    He  was  set  apart  as 
bishop  on  February  1,  1914  by  Apostle  Hyrum 
G.  Smith.    He  had  been  a  counselor  to  Bishop 
Smith  since  January  22,  1911.    His  counselors 
were  William  G.  Baird  and  Daniel  Gibson. 
Later,  William  G.  Baird  declined,  due  to  other 
commitments,  and  lver  C.  Hendrickson  was  set 
apart  as  the  other  counselor. 

Laura  Jean  was  born  to  Brig  and  Louannie 
on  June  25,  1914.   She  had  dark  hair  and  eyes. 
This  brought  the  family  up  to  three  boys  and  two 
girls.   Jean  was  a  joy  to  the  family,  always 
pleasant  and  sweet. 

On  December  25,  1913,  Rue  married  Mearl 
Garrett,  a  very  lovely  girl,  whose  parents, 
George  Franklin  and  Alvina  Ellen  Park  Garrett, 
lived  across  the  Fall  River  from  the  Murdoch 
home.   Rue  and  Mearl  lived  in  the  upstairs  of  the 
Murdoch  home  the  first  winter.   The -summer  of 
1914,  Rue  farmed  Tom's  lower  forty  and  lived 
in  a  new  frame  granary  Tom  had  built.   It  was 
located  back  in  the  field  of  Tom's  lower  forty. 
Rue  had  enough  money  saved  to  go  to  mechanics 
school  in  Kansas  City.   Mearl's  brother,  Earl 
Garrett,  went  with  him.   They  finished  the 
course  in  a  few  months  and  returned  home.   Rue 
soon  secured  a  job  with  the  U.S.  Reclamation 
Service  and  located  at  King  Hill,  Idaho,  where 
they  were  building  a  dam.   When  it  was  finished, 
they  moved  to  Emmett  and  worked  on  the  Black 
Canyon  Dam.   Then  they  moved  to  Yakima, 
Washington. 

Until  about  1914,  the  livestock  were  watered 
at  the  ditch  that  ran  in  front  of  the  house  and 
down  over  the  hill.   In  the  winter,  there  were 
springs  over  the  hill  the  animals  could  drink 
from.   It  was  a  long  steep  climb  back  up  the  hill. 
For  house  use,  water  had  to  be  hauled  from  Fall 
River  in  wooden  barrels  in  a  wagon  or  sleigh. 
Tom  dug  a  cistern  that  could  be  filled  from  the 
ditch  in  the  fall.  If  it  got  empty,  snow  was 
brought  in  a  large  copper  boiler  or  metal  tub  and 
placed  on  the  cook  stove  to  melt  overnight. 
More  snow  was  added  as  it  melted.   Louannie 
washed  the  family's  clothes  with  a  tub, 
washboard  and  wringer  turned  by  child  power. 
The  melted  snow  water  was  lovely  to  bathe  in  or 
wash  hair  in,  as  it  was  soft.   The  babies  were 
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bathed  first,  then  the  next  oldest,  all  in  the  same 
water.  Then  it  was  used  to  mop  the  floor. 
Water  was  a  precious  commodity  at  that  time  and 
none  was  wasted.  Brig  was  privileged  to  have 
fresh  water  for  his  bath. 

About  1914,  Brig  had  a  well  drilled  120  feet 
deep,  mostly  through  solid  lava  rock.   It  was  a 
great  thrill  to  have  water  in  their  backyard.  The 
thrill  wore  off  for  the  children,  as  they  had  to 
pump  the  water  by  hand  for  the  cattle,  horses 
and  pigs  and  carry  it  in  for  the  house.   When  the 
kids  were  in  school,  Brig  pumped  the  water 
himself.   No  electricity  was  available  then  and 
gasoline  engines  were  expensive  and  not  too 
reliable. 

During  1914,  Tom  was  called  on  a  short- 
term  mission  to  Kansas  City,  Missouri,  the 
mission  headquarters.   He  returned  to  the  farm 
and  continued  to  live  with  Brig  and  Louannie. 
She  would  tease  him  about  being  an  old 
bachelor.  He  would  reply,  "I  will  yet  live  to 
hold  my  grandchildren  on  my  knee." 

On  July  4,  1915,  Grandma  Martha  Priscilla 
Christensen  Hammon  passed  away  after  several 
years  of  failing  health.   She  had  sold  her  farm 
out  at  Wilford  and  had  moved  into  St.  Anthony  a 
few  years  before.   At  the  time  of  her  death,  she 
was  Relief  Society  President  of  the  St.  Anthony 
Ward.   At  that  time,  there  was  only  one  ward  in 
St.  Anthony.   Her  funeral  was  held  in  the 
Yellowstone  Stake  Tabernacle.  She  was  57 
years  old  and  had  been  a  widow  for  twenty 
years.   Her  husband,  Heber  Chase,  had  drowned 
and  left  her  with  five  living  children,  Heber 
Levi,  Laura  Priscilla,  Daniel  Rasmus,  Martha 
Louannie  and  Marion  By  rum.   All  were  married 
but  Marion  Byrum.   Marion,  the  youngest  son, 
worked  for  Brig  and  his  own  older  brothers, 
Heber  and  Daniel,  who  had  homesteaded  in  the 
Ozone  area  south  and  east  of  Idaho  Falls.  Laura 
and  Melvin  now  lived  in  Pocatello  and  Martha 
Louannie  was  living  in  Far  num. 

Grandma  Hammon  was  a  very  good 
seamstress  and  wove  rugs  for  a  living.  Her 
home  in  St.  Anthony  is  still  in  very  good 
condition  and  being  lived  in  at  this  time  (October 
1996).  It  wasn't  a  new  home  when  she  moved 
into  it. 

Tom  was  Farnum's  most  eligible  bachelor. 
While  older  than  most  of  the  unmarried  girls  in 
the  area,  he  was  popular  with  them.  He  was 


always  pleasant  to  be  with.   He  was  humble  and 
set  a  good  example  to  young  and  old  alike.   He 
had  a  well  matched  driving  team  with  a  light 
harness  and  a  flashy  one-seated  buggy.   His 
driving  outfit  would  compare  with  the  sports  car 
of  today. 

On  July  15,  1915,  Tom  and  Sarah  Hansen 
were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.   She  was 
20  years  old,  he  was  47.   They  had  met  two 
years  earlier  when  she  had  come  to  Farnum  and 
spent  the  summer  with  her  Uncle  Hans  Nielsen, 
a  close  friend  and  neighbor  to  the  Murdoch's. 
She  had  come  from  Denmark  as  a  child  and  her 
parents  had  settled  in  Utah.   She  was  a  pretty 
girl,  ambitious,  full  of  fun  and  a  source  of  joy 
and  strength  to  the  Murdoch  family. 

Tom  had  moved  the  two-room  frame 
granary  from  his  lower  forty  to  a  location  up  on 
me  hill  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the 
Farnum  School  on  the  main  road.   He  added  a 
two-room  lean-to,  making  it  an  attractive, 
comfortable  home.    He  built  sheds  and  corrals, 
dug  a  cistern  (an  underground  tank  to  store 
water)  and  had  things  well  organized  tot- 
operating  his  160  acre  farm. 

The  two  families  were  very  close  and 
harmonious  in  all  their  activities.   They  worked 
together,  socialized  together  and  worshiped 
together.   They  often  ate  together,  had  family 
evenings  together  and  were  usually  together  at 
Thanksgiving,  Christmas  and  many  other 
occasions.   During  the  summer.  Brig  and  Tom 
would  meet  at  the  canal  and  Brig  would  cut  his 
hair.   The  children  played  together  quite 
regularly.   Brig  and  Tom  liked  to  get  together  to 
make  music  just  because  they  enjoyed  making 
music.   The  families  all  enjoyed  it. 

On  April  10.  1916.  Brig's  mother,  Isabella 
Crawford  Murdoch,  died.   This  was  the  end  of 
an  era,  an  important  era  of  history.   They  had  all 
contributed  so  much  to  this  era  and  made  it 
possible  for  us  as  descendants  to  have  a  better 
life.  Those  who  didn't  get  to  know  her  feel  a 
great  loss  by  not  being  able  to  sit  at  her  knee  and 
hear  her  stories. 

Brig  and  Tom  went  to  the  funeral  in  Heber 
City.  She  was  buried  in  the  Heber  Cemetery 
beside  her  husband,  John  Murray,  and  her  soul 
mate,  Ann  Steele  Murdoch.  They  were  closer 
than  sisters.  John  had  provided  well  for  Bella, 
although  she  was  not  recognized  as  his  legal 
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wife,  but,  in  die  eyes  of  God,  she  was  still  his 
wife  for  eternity .   He  also  provided  tor  the  equal 
distribution  of  his  estate  which  gave  each  of  his 
living  children  about  $900.00  eaeh,  a  substantial 
amount  at  that  time. 

It  was  hard  to  realize  that  now  Brig  and 
Louannie  were  alone  in  the  world  without  either 
parent  the)  had  loved  so  much.  They  were 
comforted  by  the  knowledge  they  would  be 
reunited  in  die  future  and  grateful  tor  the 
Messing  of  having  been  born  to  such  choice 
parents  under  the  covenant  of  God,  that  they 
would  be  together  throughout  eternity. 

On  April  6,  1917,  the  United  States  entered 
into  the  First  World  War.   The  tempo  of  the  war 
quiekened  as  U.S.  service  men  went  overseas 
and  U.S.  industry  was  turned  into  a  great  war 
machine.   Farmers  were  hard  put  to  do  their 
farming  as  their  young  men  entered  the  service. 
United  States  became  the  food  basket  for  the 
allies.   Europe's  farming  was  disrupted  by  war 
and  food  had  to  be  shipped  in  from  America. 

On  the  homefront,  sugar  was  rationed.   To 
get  a  sack  of  flour,  one  had  to  take  equal  amount 
Of  corn  meal  or  potato  flour  as  a  substitute  for 
wheat  flour.   Most  prices  were  higher  and 
commodities  more  scarce.   Everyone  worked 
harder  to  support  the  war  effort.   The  Relief 
Society  knitted  woolen  sweaters,  socks  and  other 
items  for  the  Red  Cross  to  distribute  to  the 
soldiers.   It  was  a  regular  evening  activity  for  the 
Murdoch  family  to  be  knitting.   The  older 
children  would  knit  socks  after  Louannie  would 
get  them  started  out.   She  would  finish  up  the 
foot  of  the  socks  which  was  more  difficult  to 
knit.   Rue  was  at  the  age  to  be  drafted,  but  he 
was  married  and  in  a  war-essential  (farmer) 
occupation  so  he  was  exempted.   However, 
Marion,  Louannie 's  younger  brother,  was  called 
and  also  were  two  of  her  cousins,  Delos  and  Levi 
Hammon,  sons  of  her  Uncle  Daunt  (Jonathan 
Marion).   Dr.  Hargis,  our  only  doctor  in  Ashton, 
was  drafted,  leaving  the  community  without  a 
doctor. 

Brig  was  very  busy  during  the  war  years. 
The  ward  was  growing  and  took  lots  of  his  time 
as  a  bishop.   He  conducted  many  funerals  and 
some  marriages.   During  1918,  the  Spanish 
influenza  swept  through  the  country.   Many 
families  contacted  the  disease  and  deaths  were 
very  common.   Emergency  law  banned 


gatherings  such  as  school,  church  meetings  and 
shows.    A  person  had  to  wear  a  face  mask  to 
enter  a  store  to  buy  supplies.    Funerals  could  not 
be  held  indoors  and  Brig  conducted  grave-side 
services  tor  those  who  died  in  the  ward.   One 
good  neighbor,  Simeon  Saunders,  lost  his  wife 
and  four  children  in  less  than  a  year. 

All  of  the  family  contracted  the  disease  at 
different  times.    It  was  difficult  to  have  enough 
healthy  ones  to  take  care  of  the  sick  ones.   The 
neighbors  helped  each  other  and  many  sought  the 
Lord  for  recovery  of  their  loved  ones.    It  was  a 
time  of  great  humility  for  members  of  the  ward 
and  throughout  the  country.   Much  love  and 
concern  was  shown  throughout  the  community  at 
this  time. 

Telephones,  although  very  primitive  by 
today's  standards,  were  a  great  blessing  under 
those  circumstances.   There  were  several 
neighbors  on  each  line.   To  make  a  call,  one 
would  crank  out  so  many  longs  and  so  many 
shorts  between  rings.   Eavesdropping  kept  every 
one  up  on  the  latest  news  or  gossip.   In 
emergencies,  it  was  sometimes  necessary  to  ask 
people  to  get  off  the  line  so  a  call  could  go 
through.   The  long  winded  neighbors  were  a 
very  unpopular  lot.   Sometimes,  jiggling  the 
receiver  would  interrupt  their  talking  and  signal 
the  line  was  needed.   The  real  height  of 
annoyance  was  to  put  the  receiver  (ear  piece)  up 
to  the  mouth  piece  (the  little  device  to  speak  into) 
and  it  would  make  a  loud  shriek  that  would 
disturb  the  conversation.   The  three  minute 
regulation  usually  applied  to  other  people.  If  we 
tried  to  talk  longer,  we  were  in  for  trouble. 
Louannie  was  very  strict  about  this;  that  was  bad 
manners. 

As  the  children  became  old  enough,  they 
were  taught  to  work.   Louannie  needed  help  in 
the  house  and  Brig  needed  help  with  the  chores. 
In  the  summer,  there  was  the  garden  work,  berry 
picking  and  a  picnic  at  times.   In  the  fall  there 
was  canning.   There  was  always  water  to  be 
brought  in  from  the  ditch,  for  washing  dishes  and 
washing  clothes.   The  drinking  water  was 
brought  in  barrels  from  the  river.   There  was 
always  wood  to  be  brought  for  the  kitchen  range 
and  the  heater  in  the  living  room,  summer  and 
winter,  to  be  used  for  cooking  and  for  heating 
the  house. 

The  children  would  bring  the  cows  from  the 
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pasture,  down  on  the  flat  and  take  them  back 
down  at  night.  They  also  helped  with  the 
milking.  There  were  chickens  to  feed  and  water 
and  eggs  to  gather,  usually  the  hens  ran  loose 
and  laid  eggs  any  where.  The  hard  part  was 
getting  them  out  from  under  the  granary.  Itt  was 
such  a  small  space  to  crawl,  only  the  skinny  ones 
had  that  job. 

On  January  5,  1918,  a  third  daughter  was 
born.  She  was  named  Tressa  Isabella,  after 
Brig's  sister  Tressie  (Isabella)  Nicol  and 
Grandmother  Isabella  Crawford.  Doctor  Hargis 
drove  from  Ashton  to  assist  Louannie.  His 
tracks  were  the  first  tracks  over  the  first  new 
fallen  snow  of  the  fall  season.  The  weather  was 
mild  and  farmers  were  plowing.  Within  twenty 
four  hours,  a  raging  blizzard  moved  in  and 
winter  had  come  again. 

1918  was  a  productive  year  for  the  farmers 
with  good  yields  and  good  prices.  On  November 
1  lth,  an  Armistice  was  signed  between  all  the 
countries  involved  in  World  War  One,  the  war  to 
end  all  wars.   The  service  men  started  coming 
home.  Some  didn't  return  as  they  were 
casualties,  some  were  injured,  never  to  walk 
again,  some  were  gassed  and  some  shell 
shocked,  some  sick  and  would  take  a  long  time 
to  recover.  War  !!  What  a  price  to  pay  for 
peace  in  the  world.  Many  adjustments  were 
required.  Louannie 's  loved  ones  returned 
without  injury,  but  the  war  was  a  tragedy  they 
would  never  forget. 

At  the  general  election,  November  5th, 
1918,  Brigham  received  the  highest  amount  of 
votes  for  Justice  of  the  Peace  for  the  Farnum 
Precinct. 

The  year  of  1919  was  very  dry.  Brig  had 
bought  a  good  number  of  hogs  to  feed  out  and 
although  wheat  was  three  dollars  a  bushel,  he 
made  good  money  on  them.  However,  the  crops 
were  poor.  In  fact,  a  wagon  box  full  of  grain 
was  all  that  was  harvested  and  that  did  not  equal 
the  seed  planted. 

A  sixth  child,  Martha  Lucille,  was  born  on 
October  3,  1919.  She  and  Tressa  are  almost  like 
twins  and  often  thought  to  be  twins  by  other 
people. 

A  few  years  before,  the  Reclamation  Service 
had  developed  the  Minadoka  Irrigation  Project 
near  Rupert,  Idaho.   A  dam  across  the  Snake 
River  created  a  reservoir.   A  power  plant  was 


built  along  with  a  diversion  point  to  transfer 
water  through  large  canals  to  the  rich  desert 
land.  The  longer  growing  season,  the  fertile  land 
and  the  abundance  of  irrigation  water  were 
attractive  alternatives  to  the  short  growing  season 
and  the  fluctuating  water  supply  of  the  Farnum 

area. 

Brig  bought  a  new  Ford  car  in  1918,  his 
first.   He  and  his  brother,  Tom,  took  a  trip  to  the 
Rupert,  Idaho  country  and  looked  it  over,  as  they 
had  the  Farnum  country  19  years  before.   They 
located  established  farms  they  could  buy  and 
returned  to  Farnum  to  discuss  their  ideas  with 
their  wives  and  then  decided  to  move  to  Rupert. 

Brig  sold  the  east  eighty  acres  for  $8000.00 
to  Asa  Hawkes,  whose  farm  cornered  on  the 
eighty.   Brig  and  Tom  held  an  auction  sale  and 
the  accumulation  of  nineteen  years  was  sold. 
The  sale  of  their  good  horses  was  the  most 
painful  part,  especially  the  beautiful  big  stallion, 
Pedro.   The  furniture  and  household  articles 
were  shipped  by  freight  car. 

The  farms  they  bought  were  equipped  and 
included  the  horses  and  cows  they  would  need. 
Dan  and  May  Gibson  also  bought  land  near 
them.   Dan  was  one  of  Brig's  counselors  in  the 
bishopric.   Brig  was  released  from  the  bishopric 
on  October  12,  1919.   He  resigned  from  the 
School  Board  and  resigned  as  president  of  the 
Conant  Creek  Canal  Company.   Louannie  was 
released  as  a  counselor  from  the  Relief  Society 
Presidency.   It  was  painful  to  leave  when  so 
much  faith,  labor  and  love  had  been  shared  with 
so  many  wonderful  pioneer  people. 

A  surprise  party  was  held  at  their  home  by 
the  community  and  a  beautiful  mantle  clock  was 
presented  to  Brig  and  Louannie  as  a  going-away 
gift.   Many  farewell  tears  were  shed  that  evening 
among  young  and  old  alike.   It  was  hard  on 
Louannie  to  prepare  to  move,  with  a  new  baby 
and  Tressa  not  much  more  than  a  baby  also.  The 
bigger  children  were  a  lot  of  help. 

The  move  to  Rupert  was  made  early  in 
November,  1919.   The  Murdoch's  had  nice 
homes  on  well-leveled  farms.   Brig  had  forty 
acres,  Tom  had  ten  acres.   They  had  rented  their 
farms  in  Farnum,  Brig  to  the  Sparkman  brother's 
and  Tom  to  the  Brothertons's. 

The  children  got  settled  in  school  and 
enjoyed  the  luxury  of  riding  to  school  in  a  horse- 
drawn  school  wagon.   It  was  a  little  awesome  to 
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go  to  i  school  with  several  rooms  in  it.  Dallas 
made  it   through  me  first  two  weeks  before 
getting  in  a  fight.    He  lost,  hut  gained  a  close 
friend. 

The  day  after  school  was  out  in  late  May,  the 
children  came  down  with  chicken  pox.   Of 
course,  the  family  was  quarantined  and  could  not 
leave  the  farm.   Brig  and  Louannie  were 
exempted  only  to  go  to  town  to  do  shopping. 
When  one  child  would  get  over  it,  another  would 
come  down  with  it.    Rue  and  Mearl's  children 
had  come  to  stay  while  Mearl  was  getting  over  a 
case  of  typhoid  fever.  They  came  down  with  the 
small  pox  also.   The  quarantine  lasted  for  the 
whole  summer  and  ended  only  a  week  before 
school  started.   The  family  missed  Primary  and 
Sunday  School  in  die  Rupert  Branch. 

Not  long  after  they  had  settled  down  in 
Rupert,  Brigham  was  called  to  be  first  counselor 
in  the  Sunday  School  presidency,  in  July  of 
1920.   He  was  called  as  a  high  councilman  in  the 
Blaine  Stake  of  Zion  on  August  5,  1920  and  was 
released  April  21 ,  1922,  when  they  moved  back 
to  Farnum. 

The  first  year  in  Rupert,  the  crops  were 
good,  but  the  prices  fell  to  seven  dollars  a  ton  for 
hay  and  less  than  a  dollar  a  hundred  weight  for 
potatoes.   Store  prices  were  still  high,  however. 
Coal  was  very  scarce,  as  transportation 
difficulties  had  many  things  out  of  order.   The 
brothers  had  hoped  to  sell  their  farms  at  Farnum 
to  finish  paying  for  their  farms  in  Rupert.   Since 
the  depression  was  settling  in,  it  was  not  possible 
to  sell  their  farms.   Brig  traded  his  equity  in  the 
farm  in  Rupert  on  a  smaller  thirteen-acre  farm 
called  Green  Acres  in  1 92 1 .   It  was  about  three 
quarters  of  a  mile  southwest  of  Rupert  along  the 
railroad  tracks.   He  also  got  possession  of  a 
garage  building  in  Rupert  that  was  rented  out. 

Brig  worked  outside  the  farm  for  others  and 
the  older  children  worked  out,  thinning  beets  and 
onions.   Dallas  worked  for  a  farmer  named 
Simms.  The  depression  deepened  and  it  became 
evident  that  they  could  not  pay  for  their  farms, 
even  though  they  had  a  lot  invested  in  them.   So 
they  made  plans  to  move  back  to  their  old 
homesteads  they  had  taken  up  twenty-one  years 
before. 

On  the  8th  of  March,  1922,  another  child 
blessed  the  home  of  Brigham  and  Louannie.   He 
was  James  Howard,  named  for  Great 


Grandfather  James  Murdoch  in  Scotland,  who 
died  in  a  mine  accident.   The  Howard  name 
came  from  Dallas's  friend  in  Rupert,  who  he  had 
fought  as  a  young  boy  and  had  gained  as  a  good 
friend. 

On  April  21,  1922,  the  Murdoch's  left 
Rupert  to  return  to  Farnum.   Louannie,  with  the 
four  girls  and  baby  Howard,  went  to  Burley  to 
visit  her  Aunt  Libby  Lewis  before  returning  to 
Farnum  by  train.   Brig  took  Reed  and  Tom  in  the 
car  with  him.   Aunt  Sarah  and  their  children 
were  also  going  by  train.   Tom  and  Dallas  went 
on  a  freight  car  with  the  livestock  and  furniture. 

It  took  two  days  and  nights  for  the  freight 
cars  to  reach  the  siding  at  Ashton  with  Tom  and 
Dallas  accompanying  the  stock  and  household 
furnishings.   As  the  train  pulled  up,  there  was  a 
long  string  of  teams,  wagons  and  sleighs  lined  up 
waiting  for  the  car  to  be  set.   The  large  group  of 
drivers  waiting  looked  familiar.   They  were  their 
wonderful  neighbors  who  had  come  to  welcome 
the  Murdochs  back,  two  and  a  half  years  after 
that  memorable  farewell.   The  outfits  were  soon 
loaded  with  the  belongings  and  they  formed  a 
caravan  creeping  through  the  mud  and  the  snow 
to  the  old  homestead  where  Brig  and  Louannie 
had  gone  exactly  nineteen  years  before. 

Later  in  the  day,  Louannie  and  the  girls 
arrived  on  the  train  and  were  taken  home.  There 
was  hardly  a  full  pane  of  glass  in  the  house. 
They  went  on  to  Tom's  home,  where  Aunt  Sarah 
and  the  Relief  Society  had  a  warm  supper.  The 
Relief  Society  came  and  cleaned  up  the  house. 
They  brought  food  and  made  the  family  as 
comfortable  as  possible. 

What  Tom  and  Dallas  didn't  know  until  later 
was  that  Brig,  Reed  and  Tom  had  been  in  a  car 
accident  near  Pocatello  and  were  all  in  the  Linn 
Hospital.  Brig  had  broken  ribs  and  little  Tommy 
had  a  broken  collar  bone.  They  had  very  poor 
care.   No  bones  were  set  until  the  hospital  could 
verify  they  would  be  paid.   They  took  the  car  for 
payment.  Brig  and  Reed  were  released  from  the 
hospital  a  few  days  later;  little  Tommy  was  kept 
two  more  weeks  before  being  released.   He 
stayed  for  another  week  with  the  Browers  before 
coming  home.  It  was  a  great  feeling  to  have  all 
the  family  home  and  together  again,  although 
bruised,  beaten  and  discouraged. 

Brig  was  unable  to  work  for  several  weeks. 
The  farming  season  was  at  hand.  They  had  only 
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three  horses  and  limited  equipment  so  the 
plowing  went  slowly.  Dallas  plowed  and  got 
some  of  the  work  started.  One  day,  several  of 
the  neighbors  turned  out  with  their  farming 
equipment  and  had  the  entire  farm  prepared  and 
planted  that  day,  except  for  a  little  touching  up 
with  the  drill.  This  outpouring  of  help  and  love 
from  the  neighbors  was  very  encouraging  and 
reassuring  to  Brig  and  Louannie,  who  were  back 
where  they  started  from,  but  now  with  eight 
children  and  broken  health.   The  many  favors 
and  help  that  Brig  and  Louannie  had  extended  to 
others  through  the  years  were  now  being 
returned. 

Back  in  familiar  surroundings,  things 
gradually  fit  into  place.   The  river,  the  flat,  the 
bushy  hillsides,  the  old  neighbors  and  the  old 
friends  all  helped  to  bring  back  a  continuity  of 
purpose.   Brig  was  soon  back  on  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  the  Conant  Creek  Canal  Company, 
back  on  the  School  Board,  back  in  the  bishopric 
as  ward  clerk.   Louannie  was  back  in  the  Relief 
Society  and  the  Primary.   The  children  returned 
to  the  Farnum  grade  school.  The  older  children 
helped  take  care  of  the  younger  ones.   Family 
unity  was  stronger  than  ever.   Blanche  did  not 
return  to  high  school  after  coming  back.  She 
began  to  socialize  and  was  getting  acquainted 
with  young  men  in  the  area.   She  met  Joseph 
(Joe)  Theodore  Reiman  from  Greentimber  and 
after  a  few  months  of  courtship  they  were 
married  on  Christmas  day,  1922,  ten  years  since 
Rue  and  Mearl  were  married.   They  lived  on  a 
farm  in  the  Greentimber  area  that  Joe  rented  and 
later  bought  from  his  mother.  Joe's  parents  were 
from  Germany  and  were  faithful  Lutherans.  Joe 
was  a  steady  reliable  fellow  of  good  habits  and 
very  thoughtful  of  Louannie  and  Brig. 

As  each  of  the  children  graduated  from  the 
eighth  grade  of  the  Farnum  School,  they  attended 
Ashton  High  School.   It  was  five  miles  to  Ashton 
and  the  parents  of  neighboring  children  shared 
the  responsibility  of  transportation  to  high 
school.   The  children  were  good  students  and 
active  in  school  activities  within  the  limits  of 
their  transportation  facilities. 

In  1923,  Dallas  entered  high  school,  after 
spending  the  summer  working  with  Joe  for  the 
State  Highway  Department,  building  the  road 
above  Bear  Gulch  on  the  Yellowstone  Highway. 

By  the  spring  of  1923,  Brig  had  recovered  to 


where  he  was  able  to  take  over  most  of  the  work 
on  the  farm  with  the  help  of  the  older  children, 
Dallas,  Reed  and  Tom.   Brig  had  always  been  a 
good  worker,  getting  up  early  and  working  late. 
He  always  liked  his  bowl  of  homemade  bread 
and  milk  with  cream  before  going  to  bed.   He 
always  taught  us  to  get  our  chores  done  early, 
before  dark, and  to  be  up  with  the  sun.   He  had  a 
few  phrases  that  always  seemed  to  fit  the 
occasion  of  teaching  a  point.    "Early  to  bed  and 
early  to  rise  makes  a  man  healthy,  wealthy  and 
wise."   "A  good  days  work  deserves  a  good  days 
pay",  but  he  always  came  back  with  "You  can't 
expect  a  good  days  pay  if  you  don't  put  in  a  good 
days  work."   We  had  to  be  worthy  of  our  hire. 

Brig  had  brought  some  excellent  Jersey  cows 
from  Rupert  and  gradually  enlarged  the  number 
of  cows.   They  were  the  principal  source  o\' 
income  for  the  family.   The  milk  was  separated 
and  the  cream  made  into  butter  by  Louannie. 
She  sold  the  butter,  buttermilk  and  also  eggs  to 
the  Ashton  stores,  which  reserved  it  for  special 
customers.   The  Jersey  cows  gave  a  rich  sweet 
cream  that  made  good  lasting  butter.   In  high 
school,  the  boss  took  vocational  agriculture, 
which  increased  their  interest  in  farm  work. 

Wallace  Pierce,  the  fifth  son,  was  born  on 
the  23rd  of  October,  1924.   They  were  happy  for 
another  son.   Fathers  needed  sons  to  help  with 
the  farm  work  and  mothers  needed  daughters  to 
help  with  the  many  things  that  had  to  be  done 
that  the  men  folks  didn't  have  time  to  do. 

The  financial  picture  brightened  a  little  at  a 
time.   Brig's  health  was  slightly  impaired  from 
an  inward  goiter.   He  was  advised  to  have  it 
removed,  but  he  did  not  have  the  money  for  an 
operation.   His  right  arm  was  still  slightly  stiff 
from  the  car  accident.   However,  he  kept  on 
working  hard. 

On  August  5th,  1926,  the  fifth  daughter, 
Katherine  Mearl,  was  born.   It  had  been  some 
time  since  there  had  been  a  little  girl  in  the 
family  and  everyone  was  there  to  grant  her  every 
wish.   She  was  loved  a  lot  and  received  a  lot  of 
attention.   There  were  now  five  boys  and  five 
girls.   All  were  still  living  at  home,  with  the 
exception  of  Blanche.   She  was  married  to  Joe 
Reiman  and  living  in  Greentimber. 

Dallas  graduated  from  Ashton  High  School 
in  May  of  1927.   He  had  played  football  three 
years  and  was  President  of  the  Ag  Club.   He  had 
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worked  at  borne  niosi  of  the  summers  but  helped 
Joe  on  the  threshing  crew  each  rail,  getting  into 
school  after  N  bad  started. 

During  the  late  summer,  tall  and  wintei  ol 
'.  be  worked  for  J.C.  nuke,  a  boyhood 
friend  of  Brig's  who  lived  in  Heber  (u\    He 
contracted  with  some  Park  Cn\  mines  to  supply 
naming  props.  While  the  Yellowstone  Branch 
was  open,  the)  shipped  from  West  Yellowstone. 

When  snow  closed  the  railroad  line,  the)  moved 
operations  to  Judkins  on  the  Teton  Basin  line 

where  they  could  ship  all  winter.    lhev  lived  in  a 
forest  ranger's  cabin  in  the  Teton  National 
Forest 

In  February  of  1928,  Brig  had  inflammatory 

rheumatism  that  kept  him  in  bed  tor  several 
weeks.    Dallas  was  called  home  from  his  work  at 
Judkins  in  mid-March  to  help  take  care  of  him. 
Dallas  would  lift  him,  while  Louannie  changed 
the  sheets,  and  held  him  carefully  to  make  him 
more  comfortable.   Reed  and  Tom  were  still  in 
high  school  and  Dallas  did  not  have  the  money  to 
enter  college  the  fall  before.   In  the  spring. 
Dallas  prepared  to  enter  the  University  of  Idaho 
in  September  in  the  fall  of  1928.    Brig  gradually 
recovered  and  by  early  summer  he  was  able  to 
return  to  most  of  his  usual  work.   Dallas  had 
planted  certified  seed  potatoes  during  the  spring. 
They  were  harvested  by  the  family  after  he  left 
for  Moscow,  Idaho.   He  had  received  a  Union 
Pacific  Scholarship  a  year  after  he  graduated 
from  High  School  that  provided  round  trip  fare 
and  $200.00  for  the  first  year  at  Moscow. 

As  Dallas  left  for  Moscow,  he  borrowed 
money  from  Dave  Rogers.   Louannie  told  Dallas 
they  were  sorry  they  could  not  help  him 
financially,  that  all  they  had  to  offer  were  their 
faith  and  prayers.   Little  did  she  know  how 
much,  and  how  often,  that  commitment  meant 
more  to  him  than  money,  as  the  next  five  years 
passed  by.   He  completed  the  first  year  at  the 
University  of  Idaho  and  returned  home  for  the 
summer.   Reed  graduated  from  High  School  in 
May  of  1929.   He  and  Dallas  worked  out  an 
agreement  that  Reed  would  go  to  the  University 
of  Idaho  one  year  and  Dallas  would  stay  home 
and  help  keep  him  in  school.   Dallas  would  go 
the  next  year.   That  way,  they  could  be  around  to 
help  Brig  and  the  family  and  whichever  brother 
was  in  school.   Reed  attended  the  university  the 
first  semester  of  the  next  year  where  he  was  very 


active.    He  was  in  the  Men's  Glee  Club,  Men's 
Quartet,  the  Intercollegiate  Knights  and  other 
activities 

When  school  started  in  the  fall  of  1929, 
Rue's  daughter,  Elaine,  was  a  freshman,  Guy 
was  in  the  seventh  grade  and  Murray  in  the  fifth 
grade.  On  the*  19th  of  September,  word  came  of 
a  terrible  accident  involving  Rue.    He  had  been 
traveling  to  Warm  River  to  fix  some  machinery 
for  a  Mr.  Humes.    The  car  he  was  in 
overturned,   crushed  his  chest  and  he  died 
instantly. 

This  was  the  first  major  tragedy  faced  by 
Brigham  and  Louannie  and  it  was  a  very  difficult 
time  for  them.   They  all  loved  him  so  much.   He 
had  always  been  so  wonderful  with  his  children. 
Services  were  held  for  him  in  Ashton,  and  again 
at  Heber  City,  Utah,  where  he  is  buried  in  the 
Heber  City  Cemetery. 

Reed  came  home  at  mid-year  and  Dallas 
returned  to  Moscow  for  the  second  semester. 
Reed  went  to  work  for  Charles  Burrell  in  his 
store.   On  November  3,  1931,  Reed  and  Ruth 
Grover  were  married  in  her  mother's  home.   She 
was  a  very  lovely,  talented  girl  from  St. 
Anthony. 

Thomas  Hammon  graduated  from  high 
school  and  farmed  with  Brig  one  year.   He 
married  his  high  school  sweetheart,  Alta  Hillam. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  Abraham  Hillam,  a 
patriarch.   They  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake 
Temple,  October  5,  1932.   Tom  went  to  work  in 
the  City  Market  in  Ashton.   He  later  became 
manager  and  eventually  bought  the  store.   They 
have  5  children,  two  boys  and  three  girls.   Their 
oldest  boy  died  at  birth. 

After  Jean  graduated  from  high  school,  she 
helped  Louannie  with  the  cooking  and  became  a 
wonderful  cook.   Laura  Jean  was  married  on 
January  11,  1933,  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple,  to 
Angus  Blanchard,  a  returned  missionary.  He 
was  a  son  of  By  rum  Blanchard,  an  early  settler 
of  Chester  Idaho.    They  settled  in  his  parents' 
home  in  Chester,  where  they  lived  throughout 
their  married  life.   They  had  four  girls  and  two 
boys. 

During  the  winter  of  1931-32,  Brig  was  very 
sick.   He  worried  about  the  operation  of  the  farm 
during  the  coming  season.  The  older  boys  were 
working  away  from  home.   The  younger  boys 
were  in  school  and  too  young  to  do  the  farming. 


71 


Dallas  was  a  junior  at  the  University  of  Idaho 
and  got  permission  to  leave  school  six  weeks 
early.  His  instructors  said  yes,  but  he  would 
have  to  complete  all  18  credit  hours  before  he 
could  leave  six  weeks  early.   He  did  and  arrived 
home  about  the  first  of  May,  1932. 

Brig  gradually  recovered  so  that  he  could  do 
some  of  his  work.   His  goiter  was  enlarging  and 
overtaxing  his  heart.   Finally,  Dr.  H.  Ray  Hatch, 
a  boyhood  friend,  then  in  Idaho  Falls,  told  him 
he  might  not  survive  an  operation  and  that  he 
wouldn't  survive  without  it.   On  June  12,  1933, 
he  was  operated  on  in  the  Idaho  Falls  L.  D.  S. 
Hospital.  The  faith  and  prayers  and  fasting  of 
the  family  and  friends  were  rewarded  and  Brig 
was  on  his  way  to  a  slow,  but  gradual,  recovery. 
Dallas  graduated  from  the  university  at  the  same 
time  Brig  was  operated  on.   He  received  a  B.  S. 
degree  in  Agricultural  Education. 

For  several  years  during  the  depression, 
farm  prices  were  very  low.    Regardless  of  how 
small  the  amount  of  money  coming  in,  the 
Lord's  tithing  came  out  first.  This  principle  was 
taught  to  all  the  children  as  they  earned  their  own 
money. 

Through  all  the  years  of  hard  work,  crop 
failures,  hail,  frost,  wind  and  drought,  depres- 
sion and  sickness  were  always  present  to  sap  the 
spirit.   Louannie  took  each  challenge  in  stride, 
never  complaining,  always  attentive  to  Brig's  and 
the  children's  needs.   She  loved  her  flowers  and 
despite  the  competition  from  kids,  chickens, 
pigs,  horses  and  weather,  she  always  had  some 
nice  flowers  inside  the  house  and  out.   She 
helped  Brig  with  his  work  as  ward  clerk.  She 
was  constantly  teaching  the  principles  of  the 
gospel  by  example  and  word. 

The  dairy  cows  provided  the  family  with 
food  and  bare  necessities.  The  younger  children 
were  older  and  could  do  quite  a  bit  to  help  with 
the  work  on  the  farm  and  got  other  jobs  when 
they  could.  There  was  no  money  for  missions  or 
college.  The  milk  from  the  Jersey  cows  was 
separated  and  the  cream  churned  into  butter. 
The  buttermilk  and  cottage  cheese  were  a 
specialty  and  Louannie  had  her  special 
customers.  Her  eggs  went  to  the  store  to  buy  the 
things  that  they  couldn't  provide  on  the  farm. 

About  1930,  Brig  bought  a  new  Model  A 
Ford  with  some  of  the  money  from  the  seed 
potatoes.  This  helped  the  mobility  of  the  family 


in  getting  to  church,  to  work  and  to  school.  It 
helped  Tom  and  Aunt  Sarah  as  they  didn't  have  a 
car  and  they  traveled  together.   When  they  didn't 
have  money  for  gas,  the  car  was  parked  until 
they  had  money  for  gas  again. 

During  the  years  at  Farnum,  the  brothers 
went  to  Utah  from  time  to  time  for  funerals. 
General  Conference  and  later  for  family 
reunions.  Occasionally  the  wives  went  with 
them.   The  car  was  a  great  help  in  those 
occasions. 

On  one  trip  to  Utah,  Brig  and  Tom  stopped 
at  a  Blackfoot  cafe  to  eat.    As  they  came  out,  a 
short  heavy  set  Indian  was  standing  outside.    He 
had  a  tummy  over  hang  about  like  Tom's. 
Always  the  joker,  Tom  poked  the  Indian  in  the 
tummy  with  his  thumb,  laughed,  and  pointing  at 
his  own  tummy  said.  "Heap  big  tummy".   The 
Indian  pulled  out  a  long  hunting  knife,  held  the 
point  of  it  on  Tom's  tummy  and  then  said  "Heap 
big  tummy  yourself".   Then  when  Tom  backed 
ofl  ill  alarm,  the  Indian  laughed,  "ha,  ha,  ha". 

The  occasional  visits  of  the  relatives  from 
Utah  were  always  high  points  for  them. 
Louannie's  relatives  used  to  visit,  also.    In  the 
summers,  good  fishing  in  the  Fall  River  and 
nearby  creeks  was  enjoyed.    A  trip  to  Utah 
always  meant  gifts  for  the  children  or  fresh  fruit 
when  the  folks  returned.   The  conversation  about 
the  relatives  and  what  they  were  doing  kept  the 
famik  interests  and  activities  alive  between  the 
Utah  and  Idaho  Murdoch's. 

Dallas  worked  with  Joe  on  the  new  Cave 
Falls  road  the  summer  of  1933  until  late  in 
August  when  he  was  called  to  teach  Vocational 
Agriculture  at  Midway  High  School  west  of 
Rigby.   During  the  year  he  met  Winona  Lee.  a 
graduate  nurse  who  had  come  to  the  St  Anthony 
Hospital  to  take  personal  care  of  Alta,  Tom's 
wife,  when  their  first  baby,  a  boy,  was  born. 
There  had  been  problems  and  Alta  need  a  private 
nurse  to  take  care  of  her.   The  baby  died  at 
birth.   Dallas  and  Winona  dated  occasionally 
through  the  winter  and  spring  and  were  married 
June  6,  1934  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.   Tom  and 
Alta  went  to  Salt  Lake  with  them  when  they 
were  married.   Tressa  and  Martha  lived  with 
Dallas  and  Winona  and  attended  Midway  High 
School  and  lived  at  Lewisville.   That  next 
summer,  Dallas  took  a  teaching  position  at 
Emmett,  Idaho,  near  Boise.   Tressa  and  Martha 
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went  with  them  to  yo  to  School.    Tressa 
graduated  from  hi^ih  school  that  next  spring,  in 

Ma)  of  1936.     The  arrangement  relieved  Brig 
and  Louamie  Oi  the  won)  Ol  getting  the  girls  (0 
AshtOO  High.    Because  of  the  rough  winters,  it 
was  hard  to  find  plaees  who  would  lake  farm 
produee.  ineluding  milk,  butter,  eggs  and  an 
occasional   loaf  of  bread  or  pan  of  einnamon 
rolls,  tor  board  and  room.   There  weren't  sehool 
buses  and  the  roads  were  not  passable  many 
times,  only  with  sleighs  and,  sometimes.  the) 
were  all  elosed  to  Ashton.   There  were  no  snow 
plows  in  mat  day.  only  on  the  front  of  trains,  to 
elear  the  railroad  tracks 

Martha  met  a  young  man.  Ralph  Godfrey 
and  they  fell  in  love  and  were  married  on  the  5th 
of  September,  1936.   She  didn't  finish  high 
sehool.   They  lived  in  Emmett  (Ralph  was  a 
carpenter  and  had  work  there)  and  Tressa  went 
home  to  the  farm. 

Brig's  health  wasn't  too  good  and  Louannie 
needed  medical  attention,  but  couldn't  find  the 
time  or  money  for  a  doctor.   The  older  children 
were  all  married  and  making  a  living  for  their 
own  families.   The  younger  boys  were  still  too 
\oung  for  the  responsibility  of  the  farm.   In  the 
fall  of  1938,  Brig  and  Louannie  sold  the  farm  to 
Angus  Blanchard,  Jean's  husband.   They  bought 
a  house  and  three  lots  on  Idaho  Street,  across  the 
street  from  Tom  and  Alta,  in  Ashton.   There  was 
a  small  barn  on  me  property  and  Brig,  with  the 
help  of  a  good  neighbor,  Claude  Henry, 
remodeled  it  into  a  modern  dairy.   On  October 
31 ,  Brig  and  Louannie  moved  into  the  home.   A 
couple  of  days  later,  he  and  Claude  came  to  help 
Howard  and  Wallace  drive  the  cattle  into  town. 
One  of  the  young  cows  was  one  that  the  boys 
could  ride  once  in  a  while.   The  dairy  was  very 
successful  with  the  help  of  the  boys,  Howard  and 
Wallace.  The  rich  Jersey  milk  was  sold  as  whole 
milk  (or  raw  milk  as  it  was  sometime  called)  to 
the  grocery  store,  restaurants  and  homes. 

It  was  a  lot  of  hard  work  to  wash  the 
equipment,  bottle  the  milk  and  deliver  it,  but  it 
was  something  they  could  handle  with  the  help  of 
the  boys.   They  were  in  high  school  and  in  the 
school  band,  but  they  did  most  of  the  milking  and 
did  what  they  could.  They  helped  deliver  the 
milk,  when  they  could.   Louannie' s  work  was 
long  and  tedious,  to  wash  all  the  milk  bottles  and 
equipment  by  hand  and  sterilize  it  and  fill  the 


bottles  with  milk.    It  took  two  people  for  that 
procedure.    A  good  business  was  soon 
established  that  was  easier  to  operate  and  manage 
than  running  the  farm.   At  one  time.  Brig  said  he 
made  better  money  off  the  dairy  than  he  did  from 
the  farm. 

Not  long  after  they  moved  into  town,  a 
neighbor  brought  food  scraps  over  for  the 
chickens  and  the  next  day  mere  were  sixty  dead 
chickens  caused  by  some  spoiled  corn  in  the 
scraps.   Only  five  lived. 

They  enjoyed  being  in  town  and  not  having 
SO  much  responsibility,  although  there  was  still  a 
lot  of  work  involved  in  washing  down  the  cows 
before  milking,  keeping  the  barns  clean,  taking 
the  cows  to  pasture  during  the  spring,  summer 
and  fall  and  having  enough  hay  to  last  through 
the  winter.   They  had  a  small  herd  of  around  9- 
10  head.   The  family  consisted  of  Howard, 
Wallace,  Katie,  Louannie  and  Brig.   The 
telephone  number  was  65.   Louannie  no  longer 
made  butter  and  buttermilk  for  sale.-  The  family 
was  settled  comfortably  and  enjoyed  electricity, 
running  water  and  bathroom  facilities  for  the  first 
time. 

Tressa  married  Clyde  Garrett  in  the  Salt 
Lake  Temple,  January  4,  1938.   They  lived  with 
Louannie  and  Brig  for  a  few  weeks.  Then  they 
went  to  St.  Anthony  and  lived  a  few  weeks  with 
his  parents,  Earl  and  Ida  Garrett,  until  Clyde  was 
called  back  to  work  by  Uncle  Sam  Smith,  Aunt 
Mead's  husband.   He  had  been  working  for  Sam 
but  was  laid  off  during  the  slack  season.  He  was 
a  driver  of  trucks  for  Safeway 's  string  of  stores. 
At  this  time,  Clyde  and  Tressa  moved  to 
Pocatello  to  live.  They  later  came  back  to  St. 
Anthony  to  go  into  a  family  business  and  made 
their  home  there  with  his  father  and  brother. 

Wallace  married  Pauline  Clements  May  1 1 , 
1946,  while  in  the  Army  in  Tyler,  Texas.   After 
Wallace  was  released  from  the  service,  he  and 
Pauline  settled  in  Logan  and  graduated  from 
college  and  later  worked  for  the  Army  as  an 
entomologist.  They  both  enjoyed  music  and  both 
could  play  an  instrument.  Wallace  was  assigned 
to  different  areas  in  the  Pacific  and  in  Panama. 
Pauline  has  always  supported  him  in  his  work. 

After  they  moved  into  town,  Howard  worked 
for  Nels  Knudson  who  had  a  grocery  store,  until 
he  went  into  the  service  during  World  War  II. 
He  was  in  the  European  Theater  war  zone. 
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Howard  married  Grace  Hillam,  June  4,  1946,  in 
the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  After  he  came  home 
from  the  service,  he  settled  in  Ashton  and 
worked  for  his  brother,  Tom.  He  later  went  to 
work  for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter 
Day  Saints  and  was  the  manager  of  their  welfare 
farm.  He  then  went  to  work  for  Grace's  father, 
Norman  Hillam.   He  then  had  the  opportunity  to 
work  for  Ricks  College  and  when  he  retired 
from  Ricks,  they  went  on  a  mission  for  the 
Church  to  the  Albuquerque  Mission  and  served 
on  an  Indian  reservation. 

Katie  worked  at  City  Drug  after  school  and 
on  Saturdays  and  graduated  from  high  school  at 
Ashton.   She  married  Glade  Lyon,  December  1 , 
1946.  Glade  was  a  young  man  from  Ashton  who 
had  returned  from  serving  in  the  Army.  They 
made  their  home  in  Ashton.   His  family  had  a 
dry  goods  store  and  he  worked  for  his  parents 
and  later  bought  the  store  from  his  mother. 
While  the  boys  were  in  the  service,  Brig  could 
no  longer  manage  the  cows  and  sold  them.  That 
relieved  Louannie  of  considerable  work  and  she 
had  more  time  to  care  for  Brig,  as  his  health 
continued  to  worsen. 

Brig  died  the  evening  of  May  13,  1947,  at 
the  age  of  seventy-six.   His  passing  brought 
sadness  to  many  people,  but  gladness  to  know 
that  his  mortal  suffering  had  ended.   All  ten  of 
their  sons  and  daughters,  with  spouses  and 
children,  were  present  at  the  funeral.   A 
telephone  strike  was  on  and  many  relatives  could 
not  be  contacted.  It  was  the  largest  funeral  ever 
held  in  Ashton.   It  was  held  in  the  new  Ashton 
Ward  Chapel  where  Brig's  son,  Tom,  was  the 
bishop  during  the  planning  and  building  of  the 
church. 

Brig  is  buried  in  the  Pineview  Cemetery  at 
Ashton.   Tom  and  Hans  Neilsen  are  buried  in  the 
same  family  plot  and  other  pioneer  friends  of 
Farnum  also  rest  nearby  (and  now  their  wives 
are  buried  by  their  husbands). 

Louannie  missed  Brig.   She  was  grateful  for 
their  many  years  together.   She  always  honored 
him  as  her  husband,  a  father,  a  priesthood  bearer 
and  a  servant  of  the  Lord.   She  had  always 
supported  his  decisions  and  helped  him  in  his 
various  callings.  She  was  always  busy.  Even 
when  sitting  and  visiting  her  hands  were  busy 
crocheting  and  embroidering.  She  liked  to  read 
and  was  well  grounded  in  the  scriptures.  All 


during  the  year,  she  would  be  working  on 
Christmas  presents  for  each  child  and 
grandchild.   She  now  had  time  for  her  flowers, 
both  inside  and  outside  the  house,  in  spring  and 
summer  and  always  had  a  bouquet  of  flowers  to 
brighten  the  chapel  every  Sunday. 

Louannie  spent  many  hours  on  genealogy 
work  for  both  the  Murdoch  and  Hammon 
families.   One  of  her  happiest  times  of  the  year 
was  the  family  reunions.   Every  third  year,  the 
Murdoch  Reunion  was  held  in  Idaho,  near 
Ashton.   The  next  two  years,  it  was  held  in  Utah, 
near  Heber.   Louannie,  Aunt  Sarah  and  cousin 
Bessie  Dawson  were  the  regulars  from  Idaho, 
usually  accompanied  by  other  members  of  their 
families. 

Her  home  was  always  the  gathering  place  for 
her  children  and  grandchildren,  especially  on 
Mother's  Day  and  any  holiday  or  Sunday.   There 
was  always  a  pot  of  delicious  vegetable  beet  or 
chicken  noodle  soup  ready.  No  one  could  quite 
match  her  soup  and  no  one  ever  went  away 
hungry.   She  was  very  independent  and  would 
rather  help  than  be  helped.  She  had  a  kind, 
loving,  friendly  disposition  and  loved  her 
brothers  and  sisters  and  Brig's  family  also.   She 
loved  her  children  and  grandchildren,  and  the 
great  grandchildren  were  also  a  special  delight. 
She  felt  bad  because  she  couldn't  see  mem  often 
and  hold  and  rock  them.  She  was  strong  in  her 
testimony  of  the  gospel  and  she  tried  to  live  it 
each  day.   She  was  firm  in  her  convictions.   She 
was  about  five  foot  four  or  five  and  had  beautiful 
dark  brown  eyes  and  beautiful  black  hair  in  her 
younger  days.   When  she  turned  grey,  she  didn't 
like  the  grey  in  her  hair  and  it  wasn't  as  shiny  as 
it  was  before  the  grey  appeared. 

In  December  1952,  Louannie  had  a  gall 
bladder  operation,  which  improved  her  health  for 
a  time.   She  was  able  to  attend  church  services 
and  Relief  Society  meetings,  which  she  had  done 
so  faithfully  throughout  her  life. 

As  the  children  grew  up,  Louannie  and  Brig 
were  very  appreciative  of  their  response  to  the 
teachings  of  the  gospel.   It  was  lived  in  the  home 
and  taught  by  example.   During  some  periods  of 
time,  some  of  the  children  seemed  to  stray  as 
they  reached  adulthood.   However,  the  folks 
never  lost  faith  that  each  child  would  be  worthy 
to  be  married  in  the  temple.   As  this  record  is 
brought  to  a  close  (1997),  all  of  the  eleven 
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children  have  received  their  endowments.  Six  of 

their  children  arc  still  li\  ing. 

A  tew  months  before  Louannie  passed  away, 
she  had  a  sick  spell  and  Blanche  took  her  home 
to  take  care  Of  her  until  she  got  well.  She  was 
never  able  to  go  back  to  her  home  to  take  care  of 
herself.    Blanche  and  Joe  were  very  good  to  her. 
She  celebrated  her  76th  birthday  at  Blanche's. 
enjoying  a  cake,  with  family  and  friends  that 
came  to  visit.   She  went  to  be  with  Katie  for  a 
few  months  and  receive  special  loving  care 
again.  While  there,  she  became  quite  ill  again 
and  needed  hospital  care. 

Louannie  passed  away  June  30,  1962.   She  is 
buried  beside  Brig  in  the  Ashton  Pineview  Ceme- 
tery.  It  was  a  large  funeral  also.  Brig  and 
Louannie  gained  many  friends. 

The  following  poem  was  written  in  memory 
Of  Louannie  by  Winifred  Bean  Kirkham,  a 
friend,  who  loved  and  respected  her.   She  was  a 
school  teacher  in  Farnum  when  the  younger 
children  were  growing  up  and  always  remained  a 
friend  and  would  call  her  quite  often.   She  wrote 
this  poem  the  morning  she  heard  of  Louannie' s 
death  and  it  was  read  by  Delia  Murdoch  Davis,  a 
niece,  when  she  gave  Louannie 's  obituary. 

"Aunt  Louannie,  when  I  heard  of  your 
passing,  I  walked  out  into  my  flower  garden; 
Somehow  you  seemed  to  be  very  near;  for  all 
around  me  were  blooms  from  starts  of  flowers 
you  had  given  me.   I  looked  at  the  Forget  Me 
Nots  with  their  tiny  bloom  facing  toward  the  sun; 
and  I  thought  of  Proverbs:  Chapter  31  Verse  31 , 
"Give  her  of  the  fruit  of  her  hands;  let  her  own 
works  praise  her  in  the  gates."  I  came  in  the 
house  and  wrote  this  verse  especially  for  you." 

Aunt  Louannie:  I  know  that  Heaven  has  a  garden 
now  because  you  would  not  stay 
If  there  weren't  tulip  bulbs  to  plant  and  tend 
and  give  away. 


The  yard  around  your  little  house 
Ran  golden  in  the  sun 
And  there  you  labored  in  your  garden 
From  early  morn  'til  day  was  done. 

Your  hollyhock's  fluffed  crimson  skirts 
against  your  houses'  grey 
And  the  beauty  and  the  fragrance  of  your  lilies 
Were  talked  of  blocks  away. 

You've  raised  your  children  as  your  flowers, 

To  grow  and  face  the  sun 

And  to  choose  as  their  path  of  life 

To  be  the  righteous  one. 

Now  as  I  tend  and  watch  my  flowers  bloom 
Which  to  me  are  second  unto  none. 
I'll  feel  you  are  walking  beside  me 
to  see  how  it  is  done. 

As  the  family  and  friends  have  visited  the 
Ashton  Cemetery  each  Memorial  Day,  it  has 
been  easy  to  locate  Brig  and  Louannie' s  graves 
from  a  distance  by  the  numerous  bouquets  and 
floral  offerings  placed  around  their  graves. 
These  are  a  loving  tribute  to  a  wonderful  couple 
who  has  served  so  well.   I  hope  this  history  will 
become  the  thread  that  will  be  used  by  all  the 
family  to  help  weave  the  final  pattern  we  desire 
as  we  all  move  through  this  life  into  Eternity,  so 
we  can  be  a  "Forever  Family." 

Editor's  note:   These  family  histories  have 
been  taken  from  previous  histories  written  by 
Louannie  and  Brig  and  other  loved  ones.   Much 
of  it  was  first  published  in  the  "James  and  Mary 
Murray  Murdoch  Family  History"  book. 

They  were  further  edited  and  revised  by 
Tressa  Isabella  Murdoch  Garrett  and  Dallas  E. 
Murdoch  for  the  "Brigham  and  Thomas  Todd 
Murdoch  Family  Book" .  ( 1 998) 
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CHILDREN:      (1)  WIFE:  MARY  BLANCHE  ALEXANDER 


(1)  Robert  Rue 


B  -  16  Nov  1892 
D- 19  Sep  1929 


M  -  25  Dec  1913  to  Mearl  Garrett 


CHILDREN:      (2)  WIFE:  MARTHA  LUANN  (LOUANNIE)  HAMMON 

(1)  Blanche  Priscilla  B  -  07  Feb  1904  M  -  25  Dec  1922  to  Joseph  T.  Reiman 


(2)  Brigham  Dallas 


(3)  Reed  Chase 


(4)  Thomas  Hammon 


B- 07  Feb  1904 
D-  15  Jan  1984 

B-04Jun  1907 


B-  17  Nov  1909 
D-  25  Sep  1986 

B-  16  Mar  1912 
D- 09  Mar  1988 


M  -  06  Jun  1934  to  Winona  Lee  (1)  (dec) 
M  -  06  Jan  1956  to  Agnes  Simonsen  (2) 

M  -  03  Nov  1931  to  Ruth  Grover 


M  -  05  Oct  1932  to  Alta  B.  Hillam 


(5)  Laura  Jean 


(6)  Tressa  Isabell 

(7)  Martha  Lucille 


B- 25  Jun  1914 

B- 05  Jan  1918 

B- 03  Oct  1919 
D  -  28  Mar  1995 


M  -  1 1  Jan  1933  to  Charles  Angus  Blanchard 

M  -  04  Jan  1938  to  Clyde  R.  Garrett 

M  -  05  Sep  1936  to  Ralph  Edmund  Godfrey  (Div) 
M  -  29  Dec  1962  to  Marion  Reed 


(8)  James  Howard 

(9)  Wallace  Pierce 

(10)  Katherine  Mearl 


B- 08  Mar  1922 


B- 23  Oct  1924 


B- 05  Aug  1926 


M  -  04  Jun  1946  to  Lauretta  Grace  Hillam 


M  -  1 1  May  1946  to  Pauline  Clements 
M  -  01  Dec  1946  to  Glade  Lyon 


FAMILY  PORTRAIT 


HUSBAND 

Birth 


Brigham  MURDOCH 


2  November  1870 


Place   Heber  City,  Wasatch,  Utah 

Mar r i ed   16  December  1891 

Place   Logan,  Cache,  Utah  Temple 
Death     13  May  1947 


Place   Ashton,  Fremont,  Idaho 

Burial_ 

Place  " 


16  May  1947 


Ashton,  Fremont,  Idaho 


Father    John  Murray  MURDOCH 


Mother 


Isabella  CRAWFORD 


Other  Wives  2-Martha  L.  HAMMON 


K&+f*~: 


1st  Child, 

Birth 


Married 

Date " 

Place 

Death 

Burial 


W I FE      Mary  Blanche  ALEXANDER 

Birth   16  Febuary  1873 


Place   Midway,  Wasatch,  Utah 


Death   22  June  1893 


Place   Heber,  Wasatch,  Utah 

Burial  25  June  1893 

Place   Heber,  Wasatch,  Utah 


Father  Charles  Mars  teller  ALEXANDER 

Mo ther  Lovisa  Corns tock  SNYDER 

Other  Husbands 

Information  From  Guy  G.  MURDOCH 


Robert  Ruf  MURDOCH 


16  November  1892   Heber,  Wasatch,  Utah 


Mearl  GARRETT 


25  December  1913    (Temple-9  May  1930-SL) 


Ashton,  Fremont,  Idaho 


19  September  1929  Ashton,  Fremont,  Idaho 
23  September  1929  Ashton,  Fremont,  Idaho 
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Back  Row:  Tressa  Isabell,  Reed  Chase,  James  Howard,  Brigham  Dallas,  Thomas  Hammon.  Wallace 
Pierce,  Blanche  Priscilla.   Front  Row:  Laura  Jean,  Martha  Lucille,  Brigham,  Luann  (Hammon).  and 
Katherine  Mearl  Murdoch.  Taken  about  1943. 


Back  Row:  Brigham  Dallas,  Reed  Chase,  Thomas  Hammon,  James  Howard,  and  Wallace  Pierce. 
Front  Row:  Blanche  Priscilla  Murdoch  Reiman,  Laura  Jean  Murdoch  Blanchard,  Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch 
Garrett,  Martha  Lucille  Murdoch  Godfrey  Reed,  and  Katherine  Mearl  Murdoch  Lyon. 
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Wooden  Milk  Cap  that 
Brigham  distributed  to 
advertise  his  dairy  business 


Brigham  with  his  dairy  delivery  truck 


Sack  Row:  Joe,  Blanche,  Reed,  Murray,  Brigham,  Martha, 

^uann 

-ront  Row:  Kay,  Lynn,  Helen,  Howard,  Babe,  Katie,  Wallace 

Sitting:  Tom 


Brigham  Murdoch 
Taken  about  1937 


79 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  BRIGHAM  MURDOCH 


July  8,  1944 


I  was  born  in  Heber  City,  Utah  on 
November  3,  1870,  the  son  of  John  Murray 
Murdoch  and  Isabella  Crawford  Murdoch.  My 
father  was  born  in  Gas  water,  Scotland,  on 
December  28,  1820.  My  mother  was  born  in 
Blantyre,  Lanarkshire,  Scotland  on  April  12, 
1836.  I  was  the  second  eldest  son  of  a  family  of 
seven,  four  boys  and  three  girls. 

On  May  17,  1883, 1  was  baptized  and 
confirmed  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints.  In  due  time,  I  was 
ordained  a  Deacon  and  on  one  occasion  I  had  the 
privilege  of  helping  in  the  passing  of  the 
sacrament  at  a  conference  where  President 
Wilford  Woodruff  was  present.   Previous  to  this 
time,  a  Deacon's  class  was  organized  and  I  was 
chosen  to  be  first  counselor  to  President 
Frederick  Crook.   As  I  grew  older,  1  joined  the 
Mutual  Improvement  Association,  an 
organization  formed  to  put  on  some  plays  for 
entertainment  during  the  winter  months.   I  was 
chosen  to  take  part.  Beside  playing  in  our  own 
town,  we  visited  most  all  of  the  towns  in  the 
valley. 

On  December  14,  1891, 1  was  ordained  an 
Elder  and  on  December  16,  1891, 1  married 
Mary  Blanche  Alexander  in  the  Logan  temple. 
On  November  16,  1892,  a  son  was  born.   We 
named  him  Robert  Rue.  When  he  was  seven 
months  old,  his  mother  passed  away  and  was 
buried  in  the  cemetery  in  Heber  City.  The  boy, 
Rue,  as  we  called  him,  grew  to  manhood  and 
married  Mearl  Garrett.   To  them,  three  children 
were  born,  two  boys  and  one  girl.   On  the  19th 
of  September,  1929,  Rue  met  his  death  in  an 
automobile  accident  on  the  Yellowstone  highway 
near  Warm  River.  He  was  also  buried  in  the 
Heber  City  Cemetery. 

On  April  1 ,  1901 ,  my  brother  Thomas  and  I 
landed  at  Rexburg  with  two  car  loads  of  live 
stock  and  farm  equipment.  During  that  summer, 
we  located  at  Farnum,  Idaho.  We  each  took  up 
land  or  a  homestead  that  joined.  The  canal  had 
been  surveyed  and  some  work  had  been  done 
and,  as  we  did  not  have  a  water  right,  we 
worked  on  the  canal  for  water  stock. 

On  April  8,  1903,  I  married  Martha  Luann 


Hammon.   To  us,  ten  children  have  been  born, 
five  boys  and  five  girls.   They  are  all  living  at 
this  date.   We  have  22  living  grandchildren  and 
two  grandchildren  who  have  died.   1  also  have 
three  great  grand  children  from  my  former 
marriage. 

During  the  period  of  the  Farnum  and 
Drummond  district,  I  was  called  to  fill  many 
church  and  civic  positions.    From  1904  until 
1937,  at  various  times.  1  acted  at  president, 
director  and  secretary  of  the  Conant  Creek  Canal 
and  tor  many  years  served  as  chairman,  trustee 
and  secretary  of  the  Farnum  School  District.   In 
the  fall  of  1905,  I  was  chosen  as  first  assistant  to 
James  W.  Green,  who  had  been  chosen  as 
presiding  elder  of  the  Conant  branch,  later  called 
the  Farnum  Ward.   On  January  22,  191 1 ,  I  was 
chosen  as  second  counselor  to  Bishop  Henry  W. 
Smim  of  the  Farnum  Ward.   On  February  1 , 
1914,  I  was  ordained  Bishop  of  the  Farnum 
Ward  by  Apostle  Hyrum  G.  Smith. 

Prior  to  this  time,  we  had  erected  a  meeting 
house  at  the  cost  of  about  $7,000.00.   We  were 
also  paying  our  allotment  on  the  tabernacle  in  St. 
Anthony  and  the  Rexburg  Academy  in  Rexburg. 

As  time  went  on,  we  found  it  difficult  to 
meet  the  payments  mat  were  coming  due.   It  was 
decided  to  rent  land  and  raise  grain.   A  call  came 
for  volunteers  to  put  in  the  crops  after  the  land 
had  been  secured.   It  seemed  that  every  one  in 
the  ward,  members  and  nonmembers  alike 
turned  out,  there  being  more  than  40  outfits  in 
the  field  at  one  time.   We  raised  good  crops  and, 
as  prices  were  very  good,  in  two  years  our 
obligations  were  paid  with  a  surplus  in  the  bank. 

On  October  12,  1919,  I  was  released  as 
bishop  and  moved  to  Rupert,  Idaho.   In  July  of 
1920,  I  was  chosen  to  be  first  assistant  to  the 
superintendent  of  the  Rupert  Sunday  School.  On 
August  5,  1920,  I  was  ordained  a  High 
Councilman  in  the  Blaine  Stake  of  Zion  and  held 
this  office  until  the  21st  of  April,  1922,  when  I 
was  released  and  returned  to  Farnum. 

On  January  12,  1929, 1  was  chosen  to  be 
ward  clerk  under  Bishop  Thomas  T.  Murdoch. 
In  September  of  1933,  Bishop  Murdoch  was 
released  and  Elder  Percy  Hawkes  was  ordained 
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Bishop  and  I  u as  retained  as  the  ward  clerk.    I 
held  that  office  until  October  31 ,  1937,  when  1 
was  released  and  we  moved  to  the  Ashton  Ward. 
During  m\  lifetime,  I  have  donated  to  temples, 
donated  and  helped  build  three  church  houses, 
two  tabernacles  and  one  academy. 

Before  coming  to  Idaho,  my  brother  Thomas 
and  1,  being  old  time  musicians,  played  for  main 
o\  the  dances  that  were  held  in  the  different 
settlements  in  the  neighborhood. 

About  the  time  we  settled  here,  the  Upper 
Snake  River  Valley  was  in  it's  pioneer  stage  and 
we  found  that  our  services  as  musicians  were  in 


demand.   We  played  in  Teton  City,  Twin 
Groves,  Chester,  Farnum,  Squirrel  Creek, 
Marysville  and  Ashton.   In  the  winter  it  was 
sometimes  tough  going,  but  we  had  many 
enjoyable  times  and  made  many  friends. 

About  five  years  prior  to  moving  to  Ashton, 
I  was  a  member  of  the  board  of  directors  of  the 
Pine  View  Cemetery,  having  been  elected  to  that 
position  to  represent  the  Drummond  and  Farnum 
districts.   I  am  very  grateful  for  the  many 
experiences  which  I  have  had  for  they  have  been 
a  blessing  to  me. 


Brigham  Murdoch  at  age  12  or  14 
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Brigham  Murdoch  as  Bishop  of  Farnum  Ward  in  1914 


Bishop  Brigham  Murdoch  with  counselors, 
Iver  Hendrickson,  Brigham  Murdoch,  Daniel  H.  Gibson 
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CHAPTER  TWO 


HISTORY  OF  MARY  BLANCHE  ALEXANDER 


Mary  Blanche  Alexander  was  born 
February  16,  1873,  in  Midway,  Wasatch 
County,  Utah.  She  was  the  first  child  of  Charles 
Marsteller  Alexander  and  Lovisa  Comstock 
Snyder  Alexander.   In  May  1873,  she  was  given 
a  name  and  blessing  by  her  grandfather,  Bishop 
George  Gideon  Snyder;  was  baptized  in  August 
1883,  by  William  Nixon  and  later  received  her 
patriarchal  blessings  from  patriarchs  John  Duke 
and  John  M.  Murdoch,  the  father  of  her  future 
husband. 

She  attended  school  in  Heber  City  and,  as 
she  grew  up,  actively  participated  in  school  and 
church  functions.   Social  activities  for  young 
people  included  dances,  dramatic  and  musical 
productions,  ball  games  and  picnics.   Blanche 
was  a  talented  piano  player  and  her  services 
were  in  great  demand  at  dances  and 
accompanying  musical  groups  in  the  Heber 
Valley.  She  often  accompanied  a  local  young 
man  named  Brigham  Murdoch,  who  played  the 
guitar.   Brig  was  convinced  that  Blanche  was  the 
most  beautiful  girl  he  had  ever  seen.  He  said, 
"Our  good  feelings  about  each  other  were  mutual 
and  our  courtship  was  pleasant  and  happy." 

Brig,  the  son  of  John  Murray  Murdoch  and 
Isabella  Crawford,  had  been  born  in  Heber  City, 
on  November  3,  1870  and  was  baptized  August 
28,  1881 .   He  was  ordained  an  elder  in  the 
Melchizedek  Priesthood  on  December  14,  1891; 
they  were  married  two  days  later  in  the  Logan 
Temple,  on  16  December,  1891.   Brig  had 
recently  celebrated  his  twenty-first  birthday  and 
Blanche  was  almost  nineteen.   They  lived  in 
Heber  City  that  winter,  then  moved  in  die  spring 
to  Park  City,  where  Brig  was  working  in  the 
mines.   They  were  happy,  Brig's  wages  were 
good  and  they  had  a  nice  place  to  live.   When 
Blanche  became  pregnant,  everything  seemed 


perfect. 

Brig's  younger  brother,  Robert  ("Boot"), 
who  also  worked  in  the  mines,  lived  with  them 
and  soon  became  good  friends  with  Blanche's 
younger  sister,  Luella,  who  frequently  visited. 
These  four  young  people  thoroughly  enjoyed 
each  other  and  were  happy  to  be  together. 

Before  the  baby  was  due,  Blanche  returned 
to  her  mother's  home  and  Robert  Rue  was  born 
there  November  16,  1892.   He  was  named  and 
blessed  by  his  grandfather,  John  Murray 
Murdoch,  then  a  stake  patriarch  in  Heber  City. 
The  baby  was  healthy  and  strong  and  Blanche 
recovered  quickly. 

Then  shortly  after  the  birth,  Brig  contracted 
typhoid  fever.   He  recovered  in  a  few  weeks,  but 
was  too  weak  to  work  for  the  remainder  of  the 
winter.  They  moved  back  into  their  Heber  City 
home  for  the  winter  of  1892-93,  enjoying  its 
comforts  and  their  new  son.  When  spring  came, 
Brig  returned  to  his  job  in  Park  City  and,  in  a 
few  days,  Blanche  and  Rue  joined  him  in  their 
little  home  again.  Boot,  who  had  continued  to 
work,  was  delighted  to  have  them  there  and, 
since  school  was  out,  Luella  was  also  able  to  visit 
them  again.   Early  one  morning,  Brig  came 
home  from  a  night  shift  to  find  that  Blanche  had 
been  very  ill  during  the  night  A  fever  came  and 
went,  but  continued  to  rise.  Quickly  he  took 
Blanche  and  the  baby  to  Heber  City. 

It  was  typhoid.   Despite  every  possible  care, 
Blanche's  condition  worsened.   Lovisa  sent  for 
Brig,  but  when  he  arrived,  Blanche  was  too  ill  to 
recognize  him.  Blanche  would  beg  for  her  baby 
and  would  then  hold  him  so  tightly,  the  family 
was  afraid  she  might  injure  him.   Someone 
substituted  a  large  rag  doll  and  she  was  too  ill  to 
know  the  difference.   Brig  said,   "It  broke  our 
hearts  to  watch  her."  Blanche  passed  away  22 
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June,  1893,  leaving  her  special  family,  a  loving 
husband,  a  seven-month -old  son  and  a  wealth  of 
memories.  She  was  buried  in  Heber  City 
Cemetery. 

Robert  (Boot)  and  Luella  also  contracted 
typhoid  fever  and  died.  Within  three  months, 
Brig  had  lost  three  people  very  dear  to  him.  We 
can  only  imagine  the  shock  and  hurt  that  this 
combination  of  losses  must  have  been  to  that 
gentle,  loving  man. 

In  Brig's  words:    "We  can  overcome  our 
emotions,  but  it  is  hard  to  forget.   Our  baby, 
Robert  Rue,  who  was  seven  months  old,  also 
contracted  the  fever,  but,  with  more  skillful 
treatment,  he  recovered.  From  that  time  and 
through  the  rest  of  my  life,  it  has  seemed  as  if 
some  unseen  power  was  my  guest. " 


Blanche  Alexander  Murdoch 


Written  by  Guy  G.  Murdoch,  her  grandson 


Blanche  Alexander  Murdoch 


Robert  Rue  Murdoch 
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CHAPTER  THREE 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  MARTHA  LUANN  (LOU ANNIE)  HAMMON 


The  memories  of  growing  up  in  the  home  of 
Heber  Chase  and  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen  Hammon 
By  Martha  Luann  Hammon  Murdoch,  January  3,  1961. 


I  was  born  October  1 1 ,  1885,  in  Hooper, 
Davis,  Utah.  My  parents  were  Heber  Chase 
Hammon  and  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen.   I 
was  blessed  7  January,  1886,  by  Edwin  Parker. 
I  was  the  fourth  of  9  children,  six  boys  and  three 
girls.   One  girl  and  two  boys  had  died  in  infancy. 

My  father,  Heber  Chase  Hammon,  was  born 
18  March,  1854,  at  East  Weber  (Uintah),  Weber 
County,  Utah.  He  was  the  eighth  child  of  16 
children  born  to  Levi  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee 
Hammon.   He  had  dark  hair  and  blue  eyes.   My 
mother,  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen  Hammon, 
was  born  28  February,  1858,  in  Ogden,  Weber 
County,  Utah,  the  first  child  of  Rasmus 
Christensen  and  Priscilla  Victoria  Mitchell,  who 
came  from  England.  They  were  both  converts  to 
the  L.  D.  S.  Church  and  crossed  the  plains  to 
Utah  in  a  covered  wagon  in  the  Alfred  Cordon 
Company. 

She  had  dark  hair  and  brown  eyes.   Both 
sides  of  the  family  had  some  members  of  their 
family  with  red  hair  and  fair  complexions. 
Heber  Chase  and  Martha  Priscilla  were  married 
28  January,  1877,  in  Hooper,  Utah,  by  his 
father,  Levi  Hammon,  who  was  the  Justice  of  the 
Peace.   My  Father  was  24  and  Mother  was  19 
years  old. 

My  parents  had  a  nice  pioneer  home,  for 
those  days  in  Hooper,  and  my  mother  taught 
school  for  a  while  the  first  year  they  were 
married. 

My  Father  dug  a  flowing  well  to  water  their 
land.  A  flowing  well  is  also  called  an  artesian 
well  (it's  still  flowing  as  of  31  January,  1961). 


They  planted  fruit  trees,  grapes,  raspberries, 
strawberries  and  small  fruit  bushes.  They  had 
sheep  and  two  hives  of  bees  that  grandfather 
Christensen  gave  them  for  a  wedding  present. 
They  had  two  horses,  to  till  the  land  with,  and  a 
cow. 

My  oldest  brother,  Heber  Levi,  was  born  2 
April,  1878  at  Hooper  Davis  County,  Utah.  He 
was  the  eldest  child  of  Heber  Chase  and  Martha 
Priscilla  Christensen  Hammon.  When  they  would 
go  to  visit  our  grandparents  and  start  for  home, 
he  would  say,  "Lets  go  to  the  other  Father's" 
(meaning  the  other  grandfather's).   He  married 
Sarah  Ann  Waters,  12  June,  1902,  at  Blackfoot, 
Bingham  County,  Idaho. 

Their  second  child  and  first  daughter,  whom 
they  named  Laura  Priscilla,  after  her  mother, 
Martha  Priscilla,  was  born  21  October,  1885,  at 
South  Hooper,  Davis  County,  Utah.   She 
married  Melvin  Alonzo  Allred,  27  April,  1898, 
at  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho. 

Their  third  child,  Daniel  Rasmus,  (named 
for  grandfather  Rasmus  Christensen),  was  born 
10  March,  1883.   He  married  Sarah  Ann 
Waters,  20  Oct,  1904,  in  Logan,  Cache  County, 
Utah. 

Their  fourth  child  was  me,  Martha  Luann, 
born  3  Oct,  1885.  I  was  named  after  my 
mother,  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen  Hammon 
and  an  aunt,  Luann  (Luan)  Bird  Bybee.  I  was 
just  one  year  old  when  my  folks  moved  from 
Hooper.  I  married  Brigham  Murdoch,  8  April, 
1903,  at  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   Brigham  was  34 
years  old,  I  was  17  Vi  years  old  and  turned  18 
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the  next  October. 

My  Mother  held  many  positions  in  the 
church,  Primary,  Relief  Society  and  Young 
Ladies.   Father  also  worked  in  the  church. 
There  was  a  lot  of  talk  about  the  rich  Snake 
River  Valley,  the  opportunities  of  obtaining  land 
by  homesteading  and  the  plentiful  water  for 
irrigating  the  land.   After  much  thinking, 
Mother  couldn't  bear  the  thought  of  leaving  her 
parents  and  brothers  and  sisters,  her  home  and 
the  fruit  trees  that  were  beginning  to  bear.   It 
was  hard  for  her  to  give  it  all  up  and  go  to 
another  area  to  build  up  another  community. 

It  was  decided  to  go  to  Idaho  with  Grandpa 
Levi  and  Grandmother  Polly  Chapman  Bybee 
Hammon,  Uncle  Daunt  and  Aunt  Alice 
Hammon,  who  were  still  living  at  home.  Some 
of  Father's  sisters  and  families  had  already 
settled  at  Wilford,  Idaho,  then  in  Bingham 
County. 

Father  and  Mother  left  Hooper  with  their 
four  children,  me  being  the  youngest  and  only 
one  year  old.  It  was  1 1  October,  1886,  on  my 
birthday.  Others  In  our  group  going  to  Idaho 
were  Aunt  Elizabeth  and  Uncle  George  Davis 
and  their  large  families,  some  of  them  were 
married  with  families  of  their  own.  These 
included  Aunt  Polly  and  Uncle  Bill,  (William) 
Davis  and  family,  Aunt  Betsy  and  Uncle  James 
(Jim)  Meservey,  Hobart  and  Rhoda  Davis 
Thompson  (cousins),  Riley  and  Jane  Davis 
Howard  (cousins),  Jim  Thompson  and  Lucy  his 
wife.   There  could  have  been  others.  It  was 
quite  a  trip,  for  October.   They  cooked  their 
meals  over  campfires.   At  Logan,  they  all 
camped  for  a  few  days  and  did  temple  work. 

Our  parents  had  been  sealed  to  each  other  in 
the  Endowment  House  in  Salt  Lake  City,  the  24 
October,  1878.  So  Heber  was  sealed  to  Father 
and  Mother  at  this  time  in  the  Logan  temple, 
20th  October,  1886.   The  rest  of  us  kids  were 
born  under  the  covenant. 

My  sister,  Laura,  celebrated  her  sixth 
birthday  near  Pocatello.   Father  found  a  syrup 
mill,  bought  some  molasses  and  Mother  made 
candy  for  her. 

The  first  winter,  we  were  in  Wilford  (1886) 
where  we  lived  in  one  room  of  his  daughter  and 
son-in-Law,  Reuben  Bel  nap's,  home.  They  were 
my  Aunt  and  Uncle.   The  next  spring,  in  1887, 
Father  built  a  large  log  room  where  we  lived  the 


first  summer.   At  first,  there  was  only  a  quilt  for 
a  door.  Later  my  brother,  Heber,  with  the  help 
of  relatives  and  friends,  built  a  four  room  house 
and  used  the  original  large  room  for  a  barn. 
When  the  house  was  finished,  they  started  to 
make  the  yard  look  beautiful  with  trees,  shrubs 
and  flowers.  Mother  loved  flowers  and  pretty 
things  and  took  pride  in  keeping  their  home 
lovely  with  bright  curtains  and  flowers  in  the 
windows.    Mother  was  always  neat  and  clean  in 
everything  she  did.  Most  of  the  settlers  were 
relatives.  The  closeness  of  the  community 
through  the  ward  and  the  strong  family  ties 
provided  a  strong  bond  of  security,  love  and 
trust.  The  depth  of  this  friendship  and  love  was 
tested  often  through  sickness,  accidents,  deaths, 
storms  and  discouragements. 

The  Hammon' s  home  progressed  from  one 
room  in  Uncle  Reuben  Belnap's  home  to  a  large 
one  room  log  home  and  then  a  four  room  home 
built  by  Heber  and  his  relatives.    Each  family 
tried  to  be  self-sufficient  and  raise  as  much  on 
their  farm  as  possible  because  money  was 
scarce.  Our  parents  planted  fruit  trees,  berries, 
gardens,  home  produced  meat,  honey  and  wool 
to  be  corded  and  woven  into  blankets  and 
clothes. 

As  new  land  was  broken  and  seeded  to 
crops,  hay  and  grain  were  raised  to  feed  a 
growing  livestock  population.   Milk  cows  were  a 
necessity  to  produce  milk,  butter,  cheese  and 
meat.  Travel  was  by  horse-drawn  buggy  or 
wagon,  sleighs,  saddle  horses  or  on  foot.  The 
children  helped  with  the  preparation  and  planting 
of  the  soil  and  developed  a  love  for  growing 
things.  Louannie's  love  for  flowers  developed 
when  she  was  small  and  continued  to  grow 
throughout  her  life. 

There  were  several  of  Grandmother's 
brothers  who  came  to  Idaho  at  the  same  time. 
This  included  Robert  Bybee,  David  Bybee, 
Byram  Bybee  and  their  families.   They  settled 
through-out  the  Idaho  Falls  area.   They  had  run 
out  of  money  and  so  found  jobs  and  settled  there 
instead  of  going  on  to  Wilford  (this  information 
was  told  me  by  my  cousin  Ethel  Criddle, 
daughter  of  Uncle  David  Bowman  Bybee). 

I  had  a  baby  sister  named  Chestina,  born  19 
April,  1888,  the  first  child  of  my  parents  after 
they  moved  to  Wilford.  She  only  lived  a  month 
and  we  were  so  saddened  at  her  death. 
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Another  child  blest  our  home,  a  son,  Delbert 
Chase,  born  23  March,  1889.   After  the  loss  of 
little  Chestina,  he  brought  so  much  love  into  our 
family. 

Another  son  blessed  our  home,  George 
David,  born  7  July,  1892,  and  he  only  lived  7 
days.  Our  hearts  were  saddened  again. 

In  1893,  Father  homesteaded  a  farm  in  Hog 
Hollow  which  was  east  of  Wilford,  about  one 
half  mile  from  the  Teton  River.   Another  home 
and  buildings  were  built  and  another  cycle  of 
clearing  off  brush,  building  fences,  planting  a 
garden,  trees,  shrubs,  flowers  and  lawn.  The 
growing  family  all  helped  and  in  due  time  they 
were  re-established  again.  They  enjoyed  friendly 
neighbors  and  were  active  in  the  ward  activities. 

Another  son,  Wallace  Reuben,  was  born  on 
1  August,  1893,  and  he  died  the  same  day.  Time 
goes  on  as  hearts  start  to  heal. 

Evenings  were  spent  together  with  Mother 
knitting  or  sewing  (she  was  a  wonderful 
seamstress),  and  Father  reading  to  the  children 
from  his  favorite  books,  the  Bible  and  the  Book 
of  Mormon.   Not  many  books  were  available  at 
this  period  of  our  lives. 

Often  relatives  and  friend  would  drop  in  for 
a  visit  and  share  the  warm  hospitality  always 
found  in  our  home.  Games  were  played, 
popcorn  popped  and  many  happy  evenings 
created.   They  taught  the  children  to  love  their 
home. 

I  was  baptized  August  2,  1894,  in  the  old 
Wilford  Canal  by  Elder  George  Pincock  who 
later  became  one  of  the  Bishops  of  the  Wilford 
Ward.  I  was  confirmed  by  Brother  Moore.  We 
went  to  East  Wilford  School  for  three  months  in 
the  winter  and  sometimes  three  months  in  the 
summer.   As  time  went  on,  the  schools  were 
improved  and  established  with  regular  terms. 

On  August  3,  1895,  Father  was  fishing  with 
his  brother-in-law,  Joe  Phillips,  in  Buckman's 
Bottom  on  the  Teton  River  where  there  were 
some  deep  pools.   They  were  fishing  on 
horseback  when  Father's  fishing  line  got  tangled 
up  with  his  horse's  legs  and  both  the  horse  and 
Father  were  plunged  into  the  current  where  he 
was  drowned.  It  was  about  ten  o'clock  in  the 
morning  when  he  drowned  and  his  body  was 
recovered  about  3  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 
Mother  was  not  notified  until  his  body  was 
found.  She  was  in  poor  health  and  expecting  a 


baby  in  early  October.   My  sister  Laura,  was 
fifteen  years  old  and  sick  with  St.  Vitus  dance. 
The  day  Father  drowned,  he  received  a  call  to  go 
on  a  foreign  mission  for  the  Church.  It  was  a 
poor  time  to  lose  a  dear  husband  and  father.  He 
was  a  Seventy  in  the  Priesthood. 

My  brother,  Heber  Levi,  was  now 
seventeen,  Laura  fifteen,  Daniel  twelve,  I  was 
ten  and  Delbert  was  six. 

On  the  2  October,  1895,  two  months  after 
our  fathers  death,  another  son  was  born  named 
Marion  By  ram.  He  filled  our  hearts  with  a  love 
like  no  other.  We  had  lost  our  Father  by  a 
drowning  accident  and  our  hearts  were  so  tender 
at  this  time.   He  was  a  joy  to  our  family. 

With  the  help  of  relatives,  friends  and  Heber 
Jr.'s  hard  work,  the  family  was  able  to  get 
along.  Mother  learned  how  to  weave  carpets  and 
was  an  accomplished  seamstress.  She  was  often 
called  upon  to  help  with  the  sick.  She  always  put 
her  Church  work  first.   She  was  a  strict  tithe 
payer  and  helped  regularly  with  the  missionary 
fund.  She  was  warm  and  very  loving  to  her 
children  and  set  a  good  example  for  them.  She 
was  firm  in  the  discipline  in  her  home. 

My  parents  were  good,  kind  and  loving  and 
taught  us  the  principles  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ.  We  were  taught  to  love  and  respect  each 
other  and  our  parents  and  to  honor  our  church 
leaders.  As  each  child  was  old  enough,  we 
shared  household  duties  and  helped  with  outside 
chores  and  on  the  farm.  The  church  was  the 
central  interest  in  the  community. 

MEMORIES 

When  I  was  quite  small  we  were  living  in 
Wilford.  Our  Christmas  was  always  celebrated 
in  the  school  house.  The  decorations  would  be 
made  by  the  Sunday  School  officers  and  teachers 
and  children  of  the  school.  They  would  work  for 
weeks  and  save  every  piece  of  bright  paper  they 
could  get  to  make  paper  chains,  Chinese 
lanterns,  paper  flowers  and  string  pop  corn. 
Once  in  a  while,  we  would  have  candles  to  light 
the  tree,  each  person  there  would  get  bag  full  of 
candy  and  nuts  and  the  parents  were  responsible 
for  Santa  to  bring  each  child  a  gift.  Everyone 
was  happy.   I  can  remember  sitting  on  father's 
lap  and  a  friend  came  and  sit  down  beside  him. 
They  were  enjoying  themselves  and  watching  the 
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children.  I  had  taken  a  good  look  at  Santa  and 
the  way  he  was  dressed.  Father's  friend  took  me 
upon  his  lap  and  I  kept  looking  at  his  feet  and 
legs;  he  had  German  socks  on  over  his  shoes, 
just  the  same  as  Santa  had  on  and  his  voice 
sounded  the  same  only  he  had  taken  off  the  fur 
coat.  Later  I  asked  father  about  this  and  he  told 
me  he  was  one  of  Santa  Claus's  helpers  and  so  I 
was  made  to  feel  real  happy.  Christmas 
afternoon  there  would  be  a  children's  dance. 
Christmas  eve  and  Christmas  night  there  would 
be  a  dance  for  the  older  folks.  They  would  have 
a  dance  on  New  Year's  also.  In  my  memory, 
we  always  had  good  music  in  Wilford.   They 
always  had  a  good  orchestra  -  violin,  bass  viol, 
organ  and  drum.   I  remember  how  it  used  to 
thrill  me  to  watch  the  musicians. 

When  we  moved  to  East  Wilford  or  also 
called  little  Hog  Hollow,  we  had  wonderful 
programs  and  dances  at  our  school  house. 
Charlie  Dayton  played  the  accordion  and  Ern 
(Ernest)  Chase  the  banjo.   In  other  settlements 
they  had  a  better  dance  hall  and  better  music,  but 
none  ever  had  a  happier  times  than  when  dancing 
to  Charlie  Dayton  and  Ern  Chases 's  music. 

One  of  my  memories  was  of  the  fourth  of 
July.   A  Negro  man,  his  wife  and  three  children 
lived  in  Chester,  Idaho.   His  name  was  Tom 
(Tommy)  Tanner,  his  wife  was  Suzanne,  his  sons 
were  Tommy  and  Willie  and  his  daughter  was 
Clarice.   He  had  received  his  freedom  from 
slavery  and  lived  happily  here.  He  was  treated 
kindly  and  everyone  liked  him.   He  and  his 
family  was  always  a  part  of  the  fourth  of  July 
parade.  He  had  our  countries  flags  on  his  horses 
and  he  and  his  wife  sat  on  the  front  seat  of  the 
wagon  and  the  three  children  sat  on  the  other  seat 
in  the  wagon.   Clarice  sat  on  the  side  and  held  a 
large  American  flag  that  was  mounted  on  a  pole 
and  no  was  ever  prouder  to  hold  a  flag  than  they 
were.   People  would  clap  as  they  passed  and  they 
were  always  considered  the  best  part  of  the 
parade. 

Mr.  Tanner  also  took  another  fine  role  in  the 
community  in  St.  Anthony.  The  variety  store 
and  others  would  hire  him  to  walk  back  and  forth 
along  main  street  in  front  of  the  store  playing  his 
accordion.  He  was  a  very  good  player  and 
people  followed  him  to  the  stores  and  brought 
many  customers  to  them.  He  participated  in  these 
things  for  a  long  time.   Mr  Tanner  raised  a  fine 


family  and  many  of  his  posterity  still  live  in  the 
St.  Anthony  and  Ashton  area. 

I  can  remember  in  the  early  days,  Father 
used  to  cut  lots  of  the  grain  with  a  scythe.  We 
had  a  big  field  of  corn,  father  would  cut  it  and 
put  it  in  windrows  and  we  had  corn  to  feed  the 
pigs  and  horses  through  the  winter.   Father  used 
to  raise  a  nice  patch  of  flax  and  he  cut  it  with  a 
scythe  and  threshed  it  on  a  canvas.  He  would  let 
us  kids  jump  and  run  on  it  to  help  thrash  out  the 
seed.  He  used  it  for  grain  for  the  horses,  he 
thought  it  made  nice  shiny  coats  for  the  horses. 
Father  loved  horses.  It  was  a  family  trait  handed 
down  from  his  Great  Grandfather  Henry 
Hammon. 

When  I  was  small  and  living  in  Wilford, 
Father  made  many  trips  to  the  mountains  for 
wood  and  house  logs.  Everything  we  had  was 
built  from  logs  and  we  had  pole  and  willow 
fences.   On  one  trip  to  the  timber,  Father  took 
my  brother  Heber  with  him.  They  got  their  load 
of  wood  but  father  found  a  ledge  of  a  black  coal 
like  a  rock  and  lumps  laying  around  on  the 
ground.  They  filled  a  few  sacks  and  brought  it 
home  on  top  of  their  load  of  wood.   They 
unhooked  their  team  and  did  their  chores. 
Mother  was  getting  supper  and  had  a  good  wood 
fire  going.   Father  put  some  of  his  black  rocks  in 
the  fire  and  told  us  it  was  coal.    It  made  a  nice 
hot  fire.   My  brother  Dan  and  I  kept  running  out 
looking  at  the  dark  smoke  coming  from  the 
chimney  and  smelling  the  fumes  of  the  coal  that 
came  from  the  chimney.   Mother's  Uncle  Henry 
Mitchell  lived  in  the  lot  next  to  us  and  he  had  a 
blacksmith  shop.   Father  gave  him  some  of  the 
lumps  and  he  said  it  was  good  coal  and  used  it  in 
his  forge  when  he  welded  iron.   For  some 
reason,  father  didn't  get  back  to  his  mine,  but  he 
thought  he  had  it  well  marked  with  trees  and 
stumps  of  trees.   Two  or  three  years  later  a  big 
forest  fire  raged  for  weeks  through  those 
mountains  changing  its  appearance.   It  was  while 
this  big  fire  was  raging  that  my  father  was 
drowned.  The  next  year,  two  of  father's  friends 
hunted  for  a  week  but  didn't  find  anything.   The 
fire  had  so  changed  the  mountains  and  they  gave 
up  looking.   Several  years  later,  a  coal  mine  was 
found  in  those  mountains  and  it  could  have  been 
the  one  Father  had  found.   No  one  will  ever 
know. 

Another  time,  when  Father  went  to  the 
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timber  for  wood,  he  took  my  brother  Dan  along 
with  Uncle  Henry  and  Uncle  Heber  Mitchell. 
Along  in  the  night,  Father  took  very  sick;  so  bad 
they  thought  he  would  die.  They  fixed  a  bed  on 
one  of  their  wagons  and  started  home  with 
Father.  They  were  both  humble  men  and  true 
Latter  Day  Saints.  They  kept  administering  to 
Father  every  little  ways.   My  brother  Dan,  being 
a  small  boy,  would  sit  on  the  reach  of  the  wagon 
while  Uncle  Henry  and  Uncle  Heber 
administered  to  Father.   Dan  said  he  prayed  too. 
They  got  Father  home  alive  and  sent  for  a 
Doctor  Middleton  that  had  just  came  into  St. 
Anthony.  He  was  a  good  doctor  and  was  an 
instrument  in  the  Lord's  hands  in  helping  restore 
Father's  life.  But  we  always  felt  the  prayer  of 
the  elders  on  the  journey  home  was  what  kept 
Father  alive. 

We  had  a  beautiful  black  dog  that  always 
followed  Father  to  the  timber.  She  was  with 
them  on  that  trip.  Some  men  Father  knew  said 
they  would  bring  the  team  and  wagon  home. 
When  they  went  to  get  the  harness  to  put  on  the 
horses,  the  dog  "Queen"  was  lying  in  the  harness 
and  wouldn't  let  them  touch  the  harness.   Young 
Heber  had  to  go  for  the  wagons  and  dog  and 
brought  them  home.  The  next  morning  the  dog 
was  missing.   Heber  went  back  to  the  timber 
with  our  Uncles  and  sure  enough  there  was 
Queen  laying  where  the  camp  had  been.   Heber 
brought  her  home  again  and  this  time  Father  was 
better,  but  was  still  in  bed.   Mother  brought 
Queen  into  the  house  and  took  her  into  die 
bedroom.  When  she  saw  Father,  she  jumped  on 
the  bed  and  licked  Father's  face  and  hands  and 
then  laid  down  on  the  floor  by  the  side  of  the  bed 
and  stayed  there  the  rest  of  the  day,  contented 
and  happy. 

Father  came  home  one  night  after  a  day's 
work  on  the  river  cutting  willows  for  firewood. 
It  was  dark  and  when  he  came  in  he  had  a  big 
wild  cat  he  had  killed  and  he  stretched  it  out  on 
the  floor.  He  said  he  was  riding  through  the 
trees  and  it  sprang  at  him.   He  had  an  ax  in  his 
hand  and  lucky  for  him,  he  soon  killed  it. 
Incidents  like  that  always  made  me  afraid  to  go 
through  brush  all  my  life. 

One  night,  father  was  coming  home  from 
visiting  his  sister,  Aunt  Lucine  and  her  husband, 
Uncle  Reuben  Belnap.  They  lived  on  the  Teton 
River  and  Father  had  to  go  through  lots  of  trees. 


A  big  black  crow  jumped  from  a  limb  and 
perched  on  Father's  shoulder  and  tried  to  pick 
his  eyes  out.   Father  tied  his  legs  with  his 
handkerchief  and  brought  him  home.   He  would 
snap  at  any  of  us  that  would  go  near  him.   Father 
kept  him  in  a  box  for  a  day  or  so  and  I  think  he 
turned  him  loose. 

When  I  was  six  or  seven  and  Delbert  was 
three,  Mother  had  to  make  a  trip  to  Logan.   She 
was  gone  about  a  week.   Father  took  care  of  us 
with  what  Laura  could  do  to  help.   Father  had  to 
go  to  Idaho  Falls,  to  pick  up  Mother  (that  was  as 
far  as  the  railroad  went  at  that  time).   Mother 
wrote  Father  to  meet  her.   She  said  she  was 
bringing  each  of  us  a  nice  present.    We  were  all 
so  anxious  for  Mother  to  come  home.   That 
night,  Delbert  dreamed  that  she  came  home  and 
brought  an  armful  of  sticks  and  gave  each  of  us 
a  stick  to  eat.   Father  had  to  stay  all  night  on  the 
journey  so  he  took  some  bedding  so  they  could 
sleep  in  the  wagon.    Delbert  wanted  to  go  and 
Father  said  no,  Delbert' s  dream  was  partially 
true.   Mother  did  bring  some  stick  candy  bought 
at  a  store. 

While  Father  and  Mother  were  planting  the 
shrubs  around  the  new  home,  I  asked  Fatner  if  I 
could  have  a  little  plot  of  ground  for  my  garden. 
Father  gave  me  a  little  yellow  rose  bush  and  a 
lilac  bush  and  a  small  clump  of  dwarf  irises.  I 
cared  for  and  watered  these  flowers  until  I  was 
married  and  then  took  starts  of  them  with  me  to 
my  new  home  on  the  Farnum  Homestead. 

COURTSHIP  OF  LUANN  HAMMON  AND 
BRIGHAM  MURDOCH 

Every  girl  has  a  dream  of  marriage  and  what 
kind  of  a  man  she  would  like  to  have  for  her 
husband.   She  should  want  a  man  that  has 
ambition,  is  a  good  worker,  clean  and  virtuous 
and  one  that  respects  womanhood,  who  loved 
and  respected  his  mother  and  sisters  and  looks  up 
to  his  father  as  an  ideal.   This  is  what  goes 
through  a  girl's  mind. 

As  I  matured  into  young  womanhood,  I 
enjoyed  the  pleasures  of  most  young  women  of 
that  time.  We  had  parties  and  held  dances,  put 
on  plays  for  community  activities  and  enjoyed 
the  company  of  the  young  people  in  the 
community.   There  were  lots  of  nice  young  men 
in  our  community  and  Stake.   I  did  not  keep  a 


90 


Stead)  bo>  friend,  but  there  were  quite  a  few  I 
went  out  with.   1  finally  decided  between  two.   1 
could  not  tell  which  one  I  liked  die  best.    I 
became  engaged  to  one.   But,  this  one  day  I  met 
this  Brigham  Murdoch  and  he  seemed  so 

attractive  and  was  lots  of  tun. 

It  was  late  in  August  o\'  1902  that  I  was 
visiting  with  my  sister,  Laura  Allred.   The 
Brown  brothers  (boarders  at  Laura's  home), 
were  being  visited  by  the  Murdoch  brothers.    I 
was  introduced  to  them.   The  brothers  played 
their  guitar  and  violin  and  sang  songs  for  us.    As 
the  summer  passed,  I  dated  other  young  men  that 

had  met  at  dances,  parties,  buggy  rides  and  at 
home.   At  Thanksgiving  time,  our  ward  had  a 
ance  that  the  Murdoch  brothers  played  for,  so 
we  met  again.    Brig  danced  with  me  several 
times  and  took  me  home  from  the  dance.    He 
told  me  about  his  wife  and  little  son  Rue.   He 
continued  to  come  to  our  home  to  visit  and 
showed  me  a  picture  of  Rue.   I  loved  the  little 
fellow  from  the  start. 

It  was  not  long  till  we  started  dating.   He  had 
taken  up  a  homestead  about  15  miles  from  us  at 
Farnum.   He  was  very  busy,  but  he  would  come 
and  ride  his  horse  down  once  a  week. 
Sometimes,  we  would  go  to  dances.   He  told  me 
about  his  little  son  whom  he  adored  and  also 
about  his  wife  who  was  taken  in  death  when  his 
little  son  was  a  tiny  baby.   He  soon  won  my 
heart. 

He  was  so  interesting  and  full  of  fun.   He 
could  sing  any  song  you  ever  heard  and  played 
the  guitar.   The  fall  soon  went  and  winter  came 
and  he  would  always  go  back  to  Heber  City,  his 
old  home  and  spend  the  winter  with  his  Father 
and  Mother  and  little  son  Rue.   He  also  played 
for  dances  when  he  went  to  Heber  City  and  also 
worked  in  a  mine  in  Park  City.   Before  he  left,  I 
had  promised  to  be  his  wife  in  the  spring.  We 
had  decided  to  be  married  in  the  Salt  Lake 
Temple  at  conference  time.   I  had  always  said, 
"I  would  never  marry  unless  I  could  be  married 
in  the  temple" .   That  was  one  reason  I  had 
broken  my  engagement  with  the  former  suitor. 
He  didn't  think  temple  marriage  was  important, 
even  though  he  was  a  Mormon. 

Brig  was  becoming  more  and  more  the  man 
of  my  ideals  that  I  had  always  cherished.   He 
always  wrote  such  nice  letters  each  week, 
drawing  plans  for  our  future.   One  day  mother 


received  a  nice  letter  from  Brig,  asking  for  my 
hand.   She  loved  and  respected  the  manly  way  he 
made  his  request,  so  she  wrote  and  gave  him  her 
blessing.   April  came  and  on  April  2,  1903, 
mother  and  I  boarded  the  afternoon  train  in  St. 
Anthony  and  went  to  Salt  Lake.   Brig  met  us 
mere  and  took  us  to  his  mother  and  Father's 
home  to  meet  them  and  his  son  Rue.   His  folks 
were  gracious  and  lovely  to  us  and  made  our 
visit  so  pleasant.   At  the  depot  in  Heber,  they 
were  met  by  Tom  and  their  sister,  Tressie.   She 
had  visited  the  brothers  in  Idaho  and  had  met 
Louannie  men.   Others  were  on  the  platform  too, 
but  the  first  one  Louannie  saw  was  an  excited 
ten-year-old  boy  who  had  been  anxiously  waiting 
for  them  to  get  off  the  train.   Rue  jumped  and 
threw  his  arms  around  her  and  she  knew  they 
would  always  love  each  other  and  get  along 
beautifully  as  mother  and  son. 

Brig's  father  was  a  patriarch  and  he  gave  me 
my  patriarchal  blessing  of  which  I  am  so  proud. 
Everyone  of  Brig's  folks  seemed  to  love  me, 
especially  Rue.   Brig  was  so  happy  that  Rue  and 
I  liked  each  other. 

Mother  Murdoch  asked  me  if  I  had  a 
wedding  dress,  which  I  had.  It  was  a  beautiful 
cashmere  made  by  my  dear  mother's  hands.   I 
was  going  to  wear  a  white  muslin  in  the  temple, 
as  my  wedding  dress  skirt  was  so  full.   Mother 
Murdoch  said,  "You  wear  your  wedding  dress  to 
be  married  in,  that's  what  it's  for."   I  was  so 
happy  I  did. 

As  Brig  and  I  prepared  to  leave  his  family 
and  return  to  Salt  Lake  to  be  married,  the  family 
realized  that  now  the  boys  were  leaving  Heber 
for  good  and  the  family  link  would  be  broken 
again.  However,  we  would  join  with  his  sister, 
Margaret  Ann,  who  had  married  Lewis  J. 
Hawkes  of  the  Horse  Shoe  Flat  (Drummond) 
area,  east  of  Farnum,  Idaho.   From  Heber  we 
went  up  to  Salt  Lake  to  be  married  on  the  8th 
day  of  April  1903. 

We  had  to  go  get  our  marriage  license.  The 
city  building  hadn't  opened  so  we  kept  walking 
around  the  block  till  the  office  opened.  The  big 
clock  on  the  city  building  chimed  every  fifteen 
minutes.  We  got  our  license  and  went  back  to 
the  temple.  Mother's  and  my  recommends  had 
been  sent  to  the  temple  two  weeks  before.   When 
we  asked  for  them,  they  couldn't  find  them. 
Brig  had  his.  They  remembered  having  them  but 
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that  we  should  write  to  Bishop  Willard  to  send 
another  copy.  We  were  in  a  dilemma.  Brig  had 
to  be  in  Farnum  at  a  certain  time  and  we  couldn't 
wait.   There  were  no  telephones. 

Mother's  cousin,  Margaret  Mitchell  Cain, 
was  a  temple  worker  and  she  told  them  we  were 
her  relatives  and  she  could  vouch  for  us,  which 
she  did.  Fifty  seven  years  later,  the  Salt  Lake 
Temple  sent  me  the  recommends  they  couldn't 
find  that  day. 

Wednesday  morning,  April  8,  1903,  was  a 
lovely  day  for  Brig  and  Louannie's  wedding  in 
the  beautiful  Salt  Lake  L.D.S.  Temple.  After 
the  ceremony,  they  visited  with  Louannie's 
mother's  family  and  attended  parties  in  their 
honor. 

Mothers  cousin,  Margaret  Cain,  took  us  to 
her  home  that  evening  and  gave  us  a  wedding 
supper.  Mother's  aunts  were  there  for  the 
supper.  Later  her  cousin's,  several  of  them, 
came.  It  was  nice  to  meet  relatives  one  had  never 
met  before,  that  mother  loved. 

The  next  day  we  left  Salt  Lake  and  visited 
mother's  sisters  and  brother  in  Hooper,  Lay  ton, 
Clearfield  and  Kaysville  and  visited  Grandpa 
Christensen  (mother's  father)  in  Ogden. 
Grandpa  gave  me  the  last  quilt  Grandmother 
Christensen  had  made,  a  beautiful  log  cabin 
quilt.   I  have  it  yet  in  1958  (Note:   This  quilt  and 
wedding  dress  are  still  in  the  possession  of  either 
Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett  or  Katie  Lyon,  great- 
granddaughters  of  Rasmus  Christensen  and 
Priscilla  Victoria  Christensen). 

We  returned  to  Wilford  on  April  15.  After 
visiting  with  Brig's  sister,  Margaret  Hawkes,  at 
Teton,  a  few  miles  to  the  south,  we  got  my 
things  ready  to  move  and  started  for  our  new 
home  on  April  21,  1903. 


The  full  impact  of  the  exciting  events  of  the 
previous  nineteen  days  came  upon  me  as  we  left 
my  mother's  home  to  travel  to  our  own  home  at 
Farnum.   Again  there  was  sadness  with  the 
separation  from  my  mother,  brothers  and  sisters. 
The  agony  and  the  ecstasy  of  the  separation  from 
our  families  and  the  fulfillment  of  our  marriage 
in  the  holy  temple  for  time  and  eternity  deeply 
touched  my  emotions,  as  I  was  the  first  of  my 
mother's  family  to  be  married  in  the  temple. 

In  looking  back,  since  1903  there  has  been 
lots  of  joy,  lots  of  pain,  struggle  and  hard  work, 
lots  of  disappointments.  We  had  our  struggles 
when  our  crops  failed  or  when  we  were  hailed 
out,  when  our  barns  burned  down,  or  when  we 
lost  lots  of  money  such  as  when  we  moved  to 
Rupert.   Brig  would  always  say  that  these  were 
the  experiences  and  trials  that  brought  us  closer 
together.  Brig  told  me  before  we  were  married, 
always  to  remember  there  are  thorns  among  the 
roses.  I  always  remembered  that.  We  are  here 
to  work  out  our  salvation  and  we  had  shared  the 
gospel  together,  worked  together  and  forgave 
each  others  faults. 

Our  eleven  children  were  our  blessings.  We 
loved  each  one  and  each  one  from  Rue  to  Katie 
has  helped  to  make  our  lives  rich  in  blessings. 
After  58  years,  Brig  is  still  my  ideal  and  I  hope  I 
can  be  one  of  his  companions  through  eternity 
and  have  all  our  posterity  with  us. 

On  the  day  of  Brig's  death,  he  told  me  I  had 
never  failed  him  and  thanked  me  for  being  a 
good  wife  to  him. 

By  Luann  Hammon  Murdoch  in  1958. 
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MY  BIRTHRIGHT 

By  Luann  Hammon  Murdoch 

Ashton,  Idaho,  November  29,  1942 


Many  and  wonderful  are  the  privileges  which 
are  mine  because  of  my  birthright.   First  and 
greatest  of  them  all,  I  am  a  child  of  God,  born  in 
the  infinite  realm  of  Eternity  as  a  Divine  Spirit.  I 
have  an  Eternal  Father  and  Mother.   I  am 
immortal  because  in  my  soul  is  the  germ  of 
Eternal  Life.   I  am  naturally  and  literally  the 
daughter  of  Celestial  Beings. 

I  was  acquainted  with  them,  knew  and  loved 
them  in  that  home  beyond  our  remembrance. 
There  I  walked  by  sight,  here  I  have  to  walk  by 
faith.   I  was  at  the  great  council  in  Heaven, 
before  the  foundation  of  the  earth  was  laid.   I 
rejoiced  in  the  plan  that  was  there  accepted, 
requiring  all  men  to  work  for  their  salvation 
through  the  redemption  of  the  Savior,  to  receive 
Eternal  Life  in  the  Celestial  Glory  as  has  been 
exemplified  to  us  by  the  Father.  "As  man  is,  God 
once  was  and  as  God  is,  man  may  become."  I 
was  taught  the  principles  of  the  gospel  in  that 
Heavenly  home.  I  was  doubtless  taught  what  my 
mission  was  here  on  earth  and  advised  in  the  way 
of  life  by  my  Heavenly  Mother. 

I  was  endowed  by  divine  attributes,  God-like 
powers  and  free  agency.   I  kept  my  first  estate 
and  did  covenant  with  my  Father  to  keep  my 
second  estate.   How  do  I  know?  It  is  because  I 
would  not  have  been  here,  had  it  not  been  so. 
The  Lord  has  told  me  through  my  patriarchal 
blessing  that  I  am  from  the  seed  of  Joseph, 
through  Ephraim  his  son,  who  received  the 
greatest  blessing  in  his  generation,  who  came 
through  the  lineage  of  Israel,  Abraham,  Shem, 
Noah,  Enoch  and  others  back  to  Adam,  who  was 
a  son  of  God,  created  in  his  own  image. 
Revelation  teaches  us  that  he  was  Michael  the 
Archangel,  one  of  the  Godhead  in  the  beginning, 
that  he  stands  at  the  head  of  his  posterity  on  the 


earth  and  that  Adam  called  his  wife  Eve,  because 
she  was  the  mother  of  all  living.  She  was  given 
to  him  by  the  Father  and  they,  too,  kept  their 
second  estate.  This  is  my  heritage  from  our 
great  progenitors,  the  first  man  and  woman. 

I  was  born  in  this  life  of  goodly  parents, 
under  the  covenant,  making  me  an  heir  to  all  the 
blessings  and  privileges  of  the  Celestial  kingdom. 
My  maternal  grandparents  were  the  pioneers  of 
1851 .   My  father  was  blessed  by  Heber  C. 
Kimball ,  who  gave  him  the  name  of  Heber 
Chase  Hammon.   My  father  was  born  in  Uintah, 
Utah,  18  March,  1854.   I  learned  to  love  church 
history  from  hearing  it  from  those  who  made  it. 

My  grandfather  and  grandmother  Bybee 
were  at  the  meeting  when  the  mantle  of  Joseph 
Smith  fell  on  Brigham  Young,  confirming  he  was 
to  be  the  Prophet  and  the  one  to  guide  the  church 
here  on  earth  at  this  time. 

My  mother  and  father  have  taught  me  the 
gospel  and  how  to  get  the  blessings  of  my 
birthright.   By  faith,  I  entered  the  waters  of 
baptism,  the  door  to  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 
The  Holy  Ghost  was  bestowed  upon  me,  to  be  a 
guide  unto  all  truth  and  righteousness.  I  was 
taught  to  love  the  Lord,  obey  his  authority  and 
keep  before  me  high  ideals.  My  inheritance  is  the 
blessings  of  the  priesthood  (through  my  husband 
and  our  sons)  and  the  privilege  of  working  in  the 
church,  the  right  of  entering  the  temple  and 
having  a  Celestial  marriage  with  my  husband, 
the  only  way  to  exaltation  and  the  Celestial 
Kingdom  of  the  Father.   By  being  obedient  to 
these  principles,  my  children  are  lawful  heirs  to 
the  Priesthood  and  eternal  life  and  exaltation. 
This  is  the  prize  I  seek,  to  be  with  my  family  and 
the  ones  I  love,  throughout  the  eternities".  This 
is  my  heritage  and  my  birthright". 
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Martha  Luann  Hammon  as  a  baby 


Martha  Luann  Hammon  (16  years  old) 


Martha  Luann  Hammon  and  Brigham  Murdoch  on  their  wedding  day 
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Luann  and  Brigham  on  their  wedding  day  with  Luann's  family  and  relatives 
(Luann  and  Brigham  standing  in  the  middle) 
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Brigham  and  Luann  Murdoch 


Brigham  Murdoch  with  his  sons: 
Reed,  Howard,  Dallas,  Tom,  and  Wallace 


96 


Luann  Hammon  Murdoch  with  her  daughters: 
Katie,  Tressa,  Martha,  Jean,  and  Blanche 


FLOUR  SACK  UNDERWEAR 
Author  Unknown 


When  I  was  a  maiden  fair, 
Mama  made  our  underwear. 
With  five  tots  and  Pa's  poor  pay 
How  could  she  buy  lingerie? 

Monograms  and  fancy  stitches, 
Were  not  on  our  flour  sack  britches. 
Panty  waists  mat  stood  the  test, 
With  Gold  medal  on  the  chest. 

Little  pants  the  best  of  all 
With  scenes  that  I  can  still  recall. 
Harvesters  were  gleaning  wheat, 
Right  across  the  little  seat. 


Tougher  than  a  grizzly  bear, 
Was  our  flour  sack  underwear. 
Plain  or  fancy,  three  feet  wide, 
Stronger  than  a  hippo's  hide. 

Through  the  years  each  Jack  and  Jill, 
Wore  this  garb  against  their  will. 
Waste  not,  want  not,  we  soon  learned, 
And  a  penny  saved  is  a  penny  earned. 

Bedspreads,  curtains,  tea  towels,  too, 
Tablecloths  to  name  a  few, 
But  the  best  beyond  compare, 
Was  always  that  flour  sack  underwear. 
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Luann  Hammon  Murdoch 


Brigham  Murdoch 


Luann  Hammon  Murdoch 
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SECTION  THREE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  THE  BRIGHAM  MURDOCH 

and 
MARY  BLANCHE  ALEXANDER  FAMILIES 


CHAPTER  ONE 


BIOGRAPHY  OF  ROBERT  RUE  MURDOCH 


Rue  Murdoch  was  the  son  of  Brigham  and 
Mary  Blanche  Alexander  Murdoch.   He  was 
born  November  16,  1892,  at  Heber,  Utah  and 
blessed  by  his  grandfather,  John  Murray 
Murdoch,  who  at  this  time  was  a  stake  patriarch. 

Rue's  father  and  mother  lived  in  Park  City 
where  Brig  worked  in  the  coal  mines.   Shortly 
after  Rue's  birth,  Brig  got  typhoid  fever  and  the 
little  family  returned  to  Heber  City  so  he  could 
have  good  care  (1892-1893).   Brig  was  very 
sick,  but,  as  he  became  better,  they  moved  into 
part  of  their  old  home  in  Heber  City.   In  the 
spring,  as  Brig  was  well  enough,  he  went  back  to 
work.  One  morning,  Brig  came  home  from 
working  a  night  shift  at  the  mine  and  found 
Blanche  had  been  sick  all  night  and  was  quite  ill. 
She  also  had  the  dreaded  typhoid  fever,  so  again 
they  returned  to  Heber.   Everything  that  could  be 
done  was  done  for  her  at  mat  time,  but  she  got 
no  better.   She  would  beg  for  her  baby  and 
would  hug  him  so  hard  that  they  were  afraid  she 
would  hurt  him,  so  they  made  a  rag  doll  and 
gave  it  to  her.   On  June  22,  1893,  she  passed 
away.  Then  seven  months  old,  Rue  also  had  the 
disease  but  in  a  milder  form. 

Lula  Alexander,  Blanche's  sister  who  visited 
quite  often  and  Robert  (Boot)  Murdoch,  Brig's 
brother  who  lived  with  them  and  worked  at  the 
mine,  also  contacted  the  disease  and  both  died 
within  three  weeks  of  each  other.   Everything 
was  done  that  could  be  done  and  the  incident  was 


long  remembered  throughout  the  state. 

Blanche's  mother  was  the  first  telephone 
operator  in  Heber  City.   She  was  also  a  beautiful 
dress  maker.   The  Alexanders  kept  Rue  and 
loved  him  very  much.   Brig  spent  as  much  time 
with  him  as  he  could.   When  Rue  was  three 
years  old,  his  father  took  him  and  continued  to 
work  at  Park  City,  but  the  water  was  better  by 
then.   Brig's  sister,  Tressie  (Isabella),  lived  with 
him  and  took  care  of  little  Rue.   After  a  while,  it 
was  decided  Rue  would  live  with  Grandma 
Isabella  Murdoch.   Aunt  Tressie,  Uncle  Tom 
(Thomas  Todd)  and  Uncle  Jock  were  all  grown 
now  and  worked  and  lived  at  home.   Brig  came 
home  at  the  end  of  every  shift  to  see  his  baby. 
Rue  grew  up  loved  by  all  his  relatives. 

Rue  was  a  happy  little  boy,  went  to  school 
and  learned  fast.  While  he  was  still  a  little 
fellow.  Grandma  Isabella,  (Brig's  mother), 
called  him  and  he  thought  it  was  fun  not  to 
answer  her.   She  went  to  hunt  for  him  but  he  was 
hiding  from  her  in  the  barn.   Finally  she  found 
him  and  asked  why  he  didn't  answer.   He  said 
that  it  was  fun  to  hide  and  thus  it  was  that 
Grandma  gave  him  his  first  spanking.  He  could 
sing  beautifully  and  learned  to  sing  the  alto  part 
while  very  young. 

About  1898-1890,  the  Church  secured  a  tract 
of  land  in  the  Big  Horn  Basin  in  Wyoming  for 
the  purpose  of  making  a  settlement.   Brig  and  his 
brother,  Thomas,  wanted  to  leave  the  mining 
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business,  have  a  piece  of  land  and  settle  down. 
They  investigated  the  area,  but  didn't  feel  good 
about  settling  there,  so  they  returned  to  Heber 
City.  Their  sister,  Margaret  Ann  (Maggie),  had 
married  Lewis  J.  Hawkes  who  had  acquired  land 
in  Idaho,  in  the  Horseshoe  flat  area,  but  lived  in 
Teton,  where  he  had  purchased  land.  They 
decided  to  look  into  some  land  that  was  near 
there  that  was  called  Farnum,  which  was  up  for 
homesteading.  They  liked  what  they  saw.   A 
few  homesteaders  had  already  settled  in  the  area. 
Brig  and  his  brother,  Thomas  (Uncle  Tom), 
applied  for  land  that  joined  one  another. 

While  proving  up  on  their  land,  Tom  and 
Brig  played  at  dances  throughout  the  area  in 
1901-1902.   Brig  met  and  courted  Louannie 
(Luann)  Hammon.  The  fall  of  1902,  he  asked 
for  Louannie 's  hand  in  marriage  from  her 
mother,  who  was  now  a  widow.   She  had 
admired  him  so  much  and  the  love  he  had  for  his 
little  son,  Rue. 

On  April  8,  1903,  Brig  married  Martha 
Luann  Hammon  in  the  Salt  Lake  temple,  in  Salt 
Lake  City,  Utah.  "We  went  up  to  Heber  to  get 
acquainted  with  Brig's  folks  and  Rue.   I  felt 
some  misgiving  as  to  my  welcome  with  Rue  but 
when  I  got  off  the  train,  he  came  up  and  threw 
both  arms  around  me  and  kissed  and  loved  me. 
We  were  very  good  pals  from  there  on.  We  all 
went  out  in  the  afternoon  and  played  ball  with 
him." 

Brig  worked  very  hard  planting  his  crops  and 
working  on  the  canal.   In  September,  Aunt  Mary 
Murdoch  (Lizabell's  mother)  came  to  Thornton 
or  Lorenzo  to  visit  her  sister  and  she  brought 
Rue  with  her  from  Heber.   He  was  now  1 1  years 
old.  Brig  and  Luann  went  to  Mother  Hammon's 
to  wait  for  him. .   Brig  and  Luann' s  brother, 
Delbert,  went  to  meet  the  train  at  St.  Anthony  to 
get  Rue.   Then  they  hooked  old  Dave  and  Prince 
to  the  wagon  and  went  home  to  Farnum,  with 
Jack  the  dog  running  along  side. 

Uncle  Tom  had  a  homestead  that  joined  ours 
and  he  lived  with  us,  as  he  was  still  a  bachelor. 
Rue  sure  made  our  home  a  cheerful  place.  He 
was  always  thoughtful  and  considerate  of  me  and 
he  would  always  ask  if  he  could  go  up  on  the  hill 
to  visit  his  father  and  to  ride  on  the  plow  or  the 
binder.   I  used  to  play  marbles,  checkers  and  ball 
with  him  when  he  got  lonesome.   He  always 
wanted  me  to  read  to  him  and  would  offer  to 


help  with  the  dishes  if  I  would  read  to  him. 

We  had  summer  school  and  Rue  went  to 
school  there.   On  die  7th  of  February,  after  Rue 
came  to  live  with  us,  Blanche,  our  first  child  was 
born.   I  was  at  home  with  my  Mother,  as  doctors 
were  so  far  away.   Rue  stayed  with  me  most  of 
the  time.   He  was  very  happy  over  a  little  sister 
and  he  loved  her  very  much.   She  was  named 
Blanche  after  his  mother.   He  always  loved  each 
little  brother  and  sister  and  was  always  good  and 
kind  to  them.   When  Rue  got  older,  we  sent  him 
back  to  Heber  City  to  go  to  school.   He  stayed 
most  of  the  time  with  Grandma  Alexander. 

He  graduated  from  the  8th  grade  there  as 
well  as  high  school,  always  returning  to  Farnum 
when  school  was  dismissed.   One  time  Brig  got 
kicked  with  a  horse  and  his  leg  was  broken  at  the 
ankle.   1  was  expecting  a  baby  at  the  time 
(Reed).   Rue  came  home  and  did  the  work  for 
his  father  in  the  field,  along  with  the  other 
chores,  until  Brig  was  better,  then  he  returned  to 
school.   He  took  an  active  part  in  school,  singing 
in  glee  clubs  and  playing  the  big  horn  in  the 
band. 

About  this  time,  he  commenced  going  out 
with  young  ladies  and  met  a  sweet  young  girl, 
Mearl  Garrett,  who  lived  across  the  Fall  River 
from  us.   We  all  loved  her  very  much.   They 
were  married  December  25,  1913,  at  the  home 
of  her  parents.  George  Franklin  and  Alvina  Ellen 
Park  Garrett,  by  Rue's  father,  Brigham,  who 
was  the  bishop  at  this  time. 

The  first  winter  they  lived  up  stairs  in  our 
home  in  Farnum.   They  were  very  happy  and  so 
were  we  for  having  them  there.   In  the  spring, 
they  moved  up  to  Frank  Britton's  place  and 
farmed  that  summer.   Elaine  was  born  in 
October  and  we  had  a  little  daughter  Jean,  4 
months  older  than  Elaine.   When  Guy  was  born, 
they  lived  on  Uncle  Tom's  place. 

Rue  and  Mearl' s  brother.  Earl,  decided  to  go 
to  Kansas  City  to  a  mechanic's  school.  When  he 
came  back,  he  worked  for  Mr.  Humes  in 
Ashton.   Then  he  got  a  job  on  an  irrigation 
project  for  the  government  at  King  Hill.   Murray 
was  born  about  this  time.    We  moved  to  Rupert, 
Idaho,  which  was  not  so  far  from  King  Hill  and 
Mearl  and  the  children  got  to  come  twice  while 
we  lived  there  to  visit.   While  Rue  and  Mearl 
lived  in  King  Hill,  Mearl  got  typhoid  fever  and 
was  very  ill  for  a  long  time.   Doctors  knew  more 
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about  the  fever  by  this  time,  but  it  took  weeks  to 

get  her  strong  again.  Rue  brought  the  children 
up  for  us  to  have,  as  the  doctor  was  afraid  thai 
they  might  get  it  if  they  stayed  there.   Poor  little 
kids,  Tressa  and  Martha  had  the  ehieken  pox  and 
gave  it  to  them,  SO  they  all  had  it,  too.   Murray 
was  the  only  one  that  eried.    He  was  good  until 
he  got  (0  sleep  and  then  he'd  wake  up  and  want 
his  daddy,  so  we  would  take  him  in  our  bed.    He 
didn't  have  his  daddy  but  he  did  have  his  grand 
daddy.   The  children  were  good  and  it  was  soon 
just  one  family.   One  day  the  mail  man  came  and 
I  met  him  at  the  mail  box.    He  said,  "Your 
daughter  is  better."   (He  would  read  all  the  cards 
Rue  would  send  us  before  we  could  pick  up 
mail). 

Rue  and  Mearl  went  from  there  to 
Washington  to  work  on  another  dam.   Rue  got 
sick  there  and  had  an  operation,  but  still  was 
sick,  so  they  came  home  after  the  dam  was 
finished.  Rue  went  to  a  chiropractor  in  Rexburg 
and  he  was  soon  feeling  better  and  could  fish  and 
lay  down  any  time  he  wanted.  Then  he  worked 
awhile  in  St.  Anthony  at  a  picture  show.   Finally 
Mr.  Humes,  his  old  boss,  asked  him  to  take  the 
job  of  foreman  in  his  garage,  so  Rue  did  and  he 
bought  a  house  in  Ashton  from  Mrs.  Andersen. 


Dallas  boarded  with  them  and  went  to  school. 
Reed  would  stay  some  of  the  time  when  he  was 
in  an  operetta  or  play,  so  he  could  practice  after 
school  was  out.   Later,  Reed  worked  for  Mr. 
Burrell  in  Ashton  and  boarded  with  Rue  and 
Mearl.   They  were  making  a  real  nice  home  with 
three  lovely  children.   There  was  always  a  strong 
bond  of  love  between  Rue  and  his  father  and  it 
was  wonderful  to  have  them  so  close. 

Rue  was  killed  in  an  accident  going  to  Warm 
River  to  fix  some  machinery  for  Mr.  Humes.   It 
was  our  first  tragedy.   I  did  not  think  that  my 
heart  would  ever  beat  again,  but  we  all  live  on. 
Our  dear,  sweet  Mearl,  they  have  missed  the 
guiding  hand  of  a  kind  loving  father,  but  have  a 
loving  mother  to  help  them  over  the  trials.   She 
has  never  failed  with  love  and  understanding  and 
has  tried  to  be  father  and  mother  to  her  children 
and  grand-children.    Cherish  that  sweet  noble 
mother.   Sam  (her  second  husband)  has  had  a 
share  in  the  work  the  last  years.   God  bless  him 
for  the  burdens  he  has  helped  to  carry. 

God  bless  you  all  and  help  you  to  always  do 
your  part. 

Lovingly, 

Grandma  Luann  Murdoch 


Robert  Rue  Murdoch  -  8  years  old 
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Robert  Rue  and  Blanche  Priscilla  Murdoch 


Brigham  and  Luann  Murdoch  with  Robert  Rue  and 
Blanche  Priscilla  Murdoch 


Robert  Rue  Murdoch 


Rue  Murdoch  and  Earl  Garrett 
(Brother  to  Mearl  Garrett  Murdoch) 
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i'HAPTKRTWO 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY    OF  MKAKL  GARRETT  MURDOCH  SMITH 


My  parents,  George  Franklin  and  Elvina 
Ellen  Park  Garrett,  came  from  Nebraska  in 
October  1890  to  Utah.   They  moved  to  Mill 
Creek.  Salt  Lake  County.  Utah  and  later  moved 
to  Union,  where  I  was  born  March  2,  1896. 

They  later  moved  to  Chester.  Idaho  in 
March,  1901,  where  we  lived  until  the  following 
spring  when  my  father  and  mother  moved  to  a 
farm  near  Fall  River.   They  each  took  up  160 
acres  of  Government  homestead  land.    My 
parents  were  pioneers  in  the  truest  sense  of  the 
word.   They  left  a  comfortable  brick  home  in 
Utah  and  moved  into  a  two  room  log  cabin  with 
a  dirt  roof.   Somehow,  Mother  made  a  clean 
livable  home  out  of  it  and,  later.  Dad  built  on  to 
it.   At  this  time  there  was  only  the  very  small 
town  of  Marysville  and  they  had  to  go  to  St. 
Anthony  for  supplies  by  team  and  wagon.   What 
a  blessing  that  the  few  close  neighbors  were  all 
trying  to  make  a  living  and  build  homes  for  their 
families  and  they  were  all  very  close  and  helped 
each  other. 

I,  like  Lincoln,  started  school  in  a  log 
schoolhouse  which  also  served  as  a  recreation 
center.   I  remember  the  dances  that  were  held 
and  what  good  times  we  had.   They  would  make 
beds  for  the  small  children  on  the  benches. 
Mother  boarded  the  school  teacher  for  a  couple 
of  winters.   Can't  figure  out  now  just  where  she 
put  her,  but  I  am  sure  she  must  have  enjoyed 
Mother's  good  food.   It  was  here  I  started  my 
love  of  reading.   Someone  had  the  good 
judgement  to  select  good  books  for  the  tiny 
library  at  school.   I  started  with  "Little  Women, 
Little  Men,  Polly  anna,  Old  Fashioned  Girl,  and 
later  such  books  as  Tale  of  Two  Cities,  Last  of 
the  Mohicans,  etc."   Later  I  loved  the  books  by 
Myrtle  Reed. 


Ashton  finally  became  a  busy  growing  little 
town  and  soon  had  a  nice  brick  school  building. 
We  drove  into  school  and,  the  winters  would  be 
so  severe,  snow  would  sometimes  blow  over  the 
tops  of  the  fences.     We  sometimes  went  in 
covered  sleighs  with  small  stoves  in  and 
sometimes  mother  would  heat  rocks  in  the  oven, 
wrap  them  well  and  put  them  in  the  sleigh  at  our 
feet.   One  winter  I  had  a  teacher  who' would  send 
us  to  the  library  to  punish  us.   This  was  pure 
heaven  to  me,  as  there  was,  by  then,  a  lot  of 
books.   Dad  sort  of  lived  a  religion  of  his  own. 
He  was  known  as  a  wonderful  friend  and 
neighbor,  always  willing  to  help  anyone  who 
needed  it  with  advice  or  hard  work.   He  was  a 
very  kind  father.   I  remember  sitting  on  his  lap 
when  I  was  a  big  girl  and  combing  his  hair  with 
a  fine-tooth  comb  and  he  would  sing  to  us. 

I  wish  to  speak  of  our  farm  because  it  was  a 
big  part  of  my  life.   I  could  write  at  length  about 
it.   Mother  and  Dad  both  had  a  knack  of  making 
things  grow.   They  had  a  lot  of  experience  in 
Utah  where  my  father  had  done  market 
gardening.   He  was  the  first  farmer  on  this  part 
of  Fall  River  who  tried  raising  fruit  trees. 
Sometimes  the  frost  would  get  them,  but  they 
were  great  when  they  did  produce.   We  had 
wonderful  gardens  and  many  flowers,  especially 
lilacs  which  mother  especially  loved.  The  soil  on 
the  farm  was  rich  and  they  raised  fine  crops. 
The  summers  on  the  farm  were  delightful  and  we 
almost  always  had  Easter  parties  down  on  the  flat 
by  the  river,  close  to  our  house.  We  had  the 
usual  amount  of  dates,  dances  and  fun.   At  one 
of  our  Easter  parties,  I  met  Rue  Murdoch,  who 
had  come  home  from  Heber  to  help  his  father  on 
the  farm  during  the  summer.  We  were  attracted 
to  each  other  right  away.   I  think  this  must  have 
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been  in  the  spring  of  191 1 .   We  saw  each  other 
quite  a  lot  and  became  engaged. 

We  were  married  at  my  home  on  December 
25,  1913,  by  Rue's  father,  Brigham  Murdoch, 
who  was  then  bishop  of  the  Farnum  Ward.   We 
tucked  ourselves  and  our  brand  new  furniture 
into  two  tiny  rooms  upstairs  in  Dad  Murdoch's 
house.  It  was  like  playing  house.   Rue  helped 
his  father  with  the  stock  and  chores  that  winter. 
We  felt  real  rich.   Rue  had  worked  at  a  sawmill 
in  the  fall  and  we  had  one-hundred  dollars.   Our 
parents  gave  us  lots  of  food  so  we  got  along  fine. 
In  the  spring  we  moved  into  quite  a  new  brick 
house  in  Farnum  which  belonged  to  a  Mr. 
Britton  who  had  a  hardware  store  in  Marysville. 
Rue  rented  some  farm  land  from  him  and  we  had 
a  busy,  happy  summer  there.   Our  first  child  was 
born  October  8,  1914.   We  were  so  happy  with 
her.   We  named  her  Ellen  Elaine. 

In  the  spring  of  1915,  we  rented  some  land 
from  Uncle  Tom  Murdoch,  which  had  a  small 
house  on  it  in  the  middle  of  an  alfalfa  field.   In 
the  summer,  Rue  irrigated  the  field  and  the  water 
drove  the  field  mice  into  the  house.   The  first 
night  this  happened,  I  wouldn't  go  back  to  bed 
after  a  mouse  ran  across  the  foot  of  the  bed. 
Rue  took  the  bed  apart  and  set  it  up  out  in  the 
yard  and  there  we  slept  until  the  field  was  dry.   I 
was  pregnant  with  Guy,  so  he  was  really  patient 
with  me. 

Guy  was  born  the  5th  of  October,  1916,  at 
Farnum.  We  were  so  happy  with  him.   Rue  had 
a  very  good  crop  that  year  and  he  and  my 
brother,  Earl,  decided  to  go  to  Kansas  City  to  a 
mechanics  school.   My  father  at  that  time  was 
buying  cattle  to  ship  to  eastern  markets.   They, 
Earl  and  Rue,  took  charge  of  a  car-load  of  cattle 
to  Kansas  City.   Rue  had  moved  me  and  the 
children  into  a  room  at  mother's.   Guy  was  two 
weeks  old  when  he  left.   In  the  spring  when  he 
returned,  he  got  work  in  town,  so  we  bought  a 
little  house  and  lived  there  for  about  two  years. 
Rue  then  got  a  government  job  as  a  mechanic 
taking  care  of  cars  and  trucks  on  an  irrigation 
project  at  King  Hill,  Idaho.  We  lived  in  a  small 
apartment  there  until  the  late  spring  of  1918. 
The  government  had  started  a  house  for  us  there 
and  I  went  home  to  mother  while  they  finished  it. 
It  was  during  the  war  and  materials  were  held 
up,  so,  while  I  was  home,  Murray  was  born  at 
St.  Anthony  at  Aunt  Abbie  Cazier's  home,  as  she 


was  my  sister.   Murray  was  born  October  25, 
1918. 

Finally,  the  house  at  King  Hill  was  finished 
and  I  was  eager  to  get  home  and  get  settled.   By 
then  die  first  flu  epidemic  was  raging  and  my 
father  almost  forbade  me  to  go  on  the  train 
where  we  would  be  exposed,  but  go  I  would. 
Sure  enough,  soon  after  we  got  moved  into  our 
little  modern  home,  1  came  down  with  die  tlu. 
Murray  was  about  three  weeks  old.   The  children 
had  a  very  light  case  of  it,  but  Rue  and  1  were 
pretty  sick.   The  men  Rue  had  worked  with 
brought  us  about  everything  we  needed  and  left 
things  on  the  porch.   We  had  a  very  sweet  young 
woman,  who  had  been  a  teacher  at  Glenn's 
Ferry,  who  volunteered  to  help  take  care  of  us. 
We  were  so  grateful  to  her. 

In  the  summer  of  1920,  1  picked  up  a  typhoid 
germ  which  I  battled  until  it  finally  got  me  down 
in  the  fall.    Rue  took  the  children  to  Rupert  to 
stay  with  his  folks  and  then  got  a  good  nurse  to 
stay  with  me  for  six  weeks.    It  was  a  real  battle, 
but  1  slowly  recovered  with  the  help  of  the 
wonderful  nurse  and  doctor  who  had  come  from 
Glenn's  Ferry  every  day  to  see  me.   We  had  the 
children  back  just  before  Christmas.   We  had 
L'ood  years  at  King  Hill.    It  was  there  that  Guy 
and  Elaine  started  to  school. 

In  about  1923,  we  were  transferred  to  the 
Black  Canyon  Dam  project  near  Emmett.   We 
lived  in  a  tent  house  that  summer  and  early  fall  at 
the  dam  site,  which  was  fun,  like  camping.   We 
had  electricity  and  it  was  an  enjoyable  summer. 
In  the  fall  we  rented  a  house  in  Emmett  where 
the  children  went  to  school  and  where  we  lived 
until  the  dam  was  finished.   Rue  operated  the 
cable  way. 

In  about  1924,  we  moved  to  Rimrock, 
Washington,  where  they  were  building  a  dam. 
Rue  had  the  same  job  as  at  Black  Canyon  and  we 
had  a  very  nice  little  house  right  among  the  pine 
trees.   It  was  here,  Murray  started  to  school. 
We  were  very  happy  there  until  Rue's  health 
started  to  fail.   Doctors  didn't  seem  to  know 
what  was  wrong,  so  they  took  a  wild  guess  that  it 
was  his  appendix,  but  the  operation  only 
weakened  him  more.   He  had  his  teeth  pulled 
earlier  also.   The  doctor  finally  told  him  maybe  a 
change  of  climate  would  help,  so  we  sold  some 
of  our  things  and  sent  the  rest  of  the  things  to 
Emmett,  where  we  stayed  awhile.   We  left  there 
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in  the  spring  of  1925.  (These  are  approximate 
daicsi  Emmett  was  so  beautiful  then,  with  all 
the  orchards  in  bloom. 

We  drove  to  Poeatello  and  stayed  overnight 
with  my  sister-in-law,   Sophia  Garrett  Longen. 
She  talked  a  lot  to  us  about  chiropractors  which 
was  all  new  to  us,  especially  about  a  Dr.  Sumner 
at  Rexburg.    When  we  got  to  Farnum,  Dad 
Murdoch  was  all  tor  Rue  going  10  Mayo 
Brothers,  as  Rue  was  so  very  sick  and  weak  by 
then.    I  persuaded  him  to  see  Dr.  Sumner  first. 
For  six  weeks  Rue  went  to  him  for  treatments, 
driving  down  from  Farnum  almost  everyday.    He 
started  feeling  better  quite  soon  and  could  make 
it  down  to  the  river  and  back  to  fish.   We  were 
all  so  happy  when  he  was  better  and  the  folks 
were  all  so  good  to  us. 

In  die  early  fall  he  and  Dallas  put  in  a  crop 
of  fall  grain  and  we  camped  out  in  a  house,  out 
in  the  field  at  Farnum,  for  a  while.   That  winter 
we  moved  into  Ashton  and  rented  a  house  north 
of  town  and  later  bought  it.   Rue  was  well  then 
and  we  were  so  happy  to  have  our  own  little 
home,  the  second  one  we  had  owned.   Elaine 
started  high  school  that  year,  where  she  was  a 
very  good  student.   On  the  19th  of  September, 
1929,  I  was  helping  a  neighbor  next  door,  and 
Hugh  Davis,  a  cousin,  came  to  tell  me  Rue  had 
been  hurt  in  a  car  accident.    The  car  had 
overturned  and  crushed  his  chest  and  he  died 
instantly.   How  do  people  live  through  shocks 
like  this?  If  it  hadn't  been  for  the  children,  I 
think  I  would  have  given  up  completely.   We  all 
loved  him  so  much.   He  had  always  been  so 
wonderful  with  the  children,  had  the  firmness 
which  I  lacked.  We  had  services  for  him  at 
Ashton  and  again  at  Heber  City,  Utah,  where  he 
is  buried  by  his  mother.   My  sister,  Ada,  thought 
it  would  be  a  good  idea  for  us  to  go  live  with  her 
and  her  family  in  Lehi. 

In  the  spring  of  1930,  after  school  was  out, 
we  went  back  to  Ashton  and,  for  about  two 
years,  I  cared  for  maternity  cases  in  my  home, 
so  I  could  be  with  my  kids.   The  two  doctors  had 
known  me  and  were  very  helpful  in  getting  baby 
cases  for  me.   I  worked  at  other  jobs  in  between 
cases.   At  this  period  in  my  life  I  became  more 
active  in  the  Church.   Elaine  was  married  to 
Claude  Lester  Lee  on  September  29,  1931. 
They  stayed  with  the  boys  and  me  for  that 
winter. 


In  the  early  fall  of  1932,  I  decided  to  go  to 
Salt  Lake,  partly  to  take  a  nursing  class,  and  to 
start  the  boys  in  a  better  school.   This  was  during 
the  depression  and  jobs  were  hard  to  find,  but  I 
applied  for  nursing  jobs  and  got  a  few  private 
cases.   Finally  I  got  a  letter  telling  me  to  report 
to  the  County  Infirmary  on  21st  Street  South.   I 
didn't  have  any  idea  where  I  was  going  and  when 
I  found  out,  I  was  scared  stiff,  but  needed  the 
work,  so  I  stayed  with  it.     I  had  never  been 
around  mental  patients  before,  but  after  a  couple 
of  weeks,  I  was  shock  proof.   After  awhile  one 
of  the  nurses  didn't  come  back,  so  they  gave  me 
her  division  which  was  on  the  men's  floor  and 
was  much  easier  than  caring  for  women.   Guy 
graduated  from  South  High  in  1935.   Murray  had 
also  gone  to  South  High  one  year. 

Sam  Smith,  who  had  recently  lost  his  wife 
and  who  lived  in  Poeatello,  came  to  see  me  about 
keeping  house  for  him  for  a  while.   Sam  and  my 
brother,  Earl,  had  been  in  a  transfer  business  in 
St.  Anthony  and  I  had  known  him. and  his  wife 
for  quite  a  while.   He  said  he  could  give  the  boys 
work  as  he  had  his  own  trucking  business, 
hauling  for  Safeway  Stores.   I  had  two  weeks 
vacation  coming,  so  I  told  him  we  would  come 
up  and  decide  if  I  should  stay.   Sam  had  two 
little  ones,  two  nearing  teen  age  and  the  eldest 
daughter  married.   The  oldest  son  was  married 
the  fall  of  1935. 

I  became  attached  to  the  younger  children 
right  away,  so  I  kept  staying  and  on  the  29  of 
December  1935,  Sam  and  I  were  married  in 
Idaho  Falls  by  a  justice  of  the  peace.   Guy  helped 
Sam  with  his  books,  did  some  driving  and  went 
to  the  University  of  Idaho  at  Poeatello  during 
1935-1938.   Murray  stayed  with  his  sister, 
Elaine,  and  her  husband,  Claude  Lee,  at  Ashton 
and  finished  high  school  there.  We  had  a  good 
ward  in  Poeatello.   I  was  quite  active  in  the 
Church  there.   I  had  a  busy  life.  It  was  a  sort  of 
short  order  house  for  the  truck  drivers,  (who 
were  all  relatives  to  either  Sam  or  myself), 
besides  the  family  to  care  for.  I  had  taken  a 
couple  of  night  classes  in  nursing  after  going  to 
Poeatello  and,  as  there  was  a  terrific  shortage  of 
nurses,  I  was  able  to  get  in  some  time  at  the 
hospital  as  a  nurse's  aide.  I  have  some  pleasant 
memories  of  Poeatello  as  well  as  some  painful 
ones.  Both  Guy  and  Murray  were  married  while 
we  were  living  there  and  both  of  them  drove 
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trucks  for  Sam  part  of  the  time. 

In  1945,  Safeway  Stores  moved  their 
warehouse  to  Salt  Lake  and  Boise.  They  bought 
Sam's  trucks  and  offered  him  a  job  driving 
trucks  for  them  and  gave  him  a  choice  of  moving 
to  Salt  Lake  or  Boise.  We  sold  our  home  for 
cash  and  bought  the  home  in  Salt  Lake  for 
exactly  the  same  price  as  we  received  from  the 
Pocatello  home.  I  loved  the  pretty  yard  and  was 
happy.  I  could  plant  rose  bushes  and  other 
flowers.  I  found  good  neighbors  and  a  nice 
ward.  I  worked  for  Dr.  Mercer  Anderson  for 
about  a  year  and  a  half  shortly  after  we  came 
here  and  then  worked  at  the  infirmary. 

In  the  summer  of  1947,  my  father  started 
failing  in  health.   He  had  been  living  in  Emmett, 
Idaho.  Sam  said  it  was  all  right  for  him  to  stay 
with  us,  so  he  was  here  about  six  weeks  before 
he  died  on  August  5,  1947.   He  was  89  years 
old. 

We  had  lots  of  company  through  the  years. 
Sam  loved  having  people  come  and  always 
wanted  to  be  sure  there  was  plenty  to  eat.   Sam 
went  out  on  his  run  over  Burley  way  on  Sunday 
afternoon  September  25,  1960.   Later  that  day  a 
police  officer  came  to  tell  me  that  Sam  had  been 
in  an  accident  and  had  been  taken  to  the  hospital 
in  Brigham  City.   They  brought  him  to  the  Holy 
Cross  Hospital  in  Salt  Lake,  the  next  day.   He 
had  a  broken  hip  and  several  broken  ribs  which 
were  very  painful,  but  they  didn't  consider  his 
condition  serious.   He  was  apparently  making 
good  recovery  until  October  6th  1960,  when  he 
died  suddenly  of  a  blood  clot.  I  didn't  want  an 
autopsy.  We  had  services  for  him  here,  in  Salt 
Lake  and  also  at  St.  Anthony  on  October  8th, 
1960.   He  is  buried  in  the  Wilford  Cemetery. 

At  this  time  I  live  alone  and  have  8 
grandchildren  and  18  great  grandchildren.  They 
are  very  special  and  dear  to  me. 

By:  Mearl  Garrett  Murdoch  Smith, 

July  30,  1975 


Addendum  to  history  of  Mearl  Garrett  Murdoch 
Smith: 

Mearl  continued  to  live  in  her  little  home  at 
1951  Garfield,  SLC.   She  kept  busy  nursing, 
active  in  Relief  Society,  and  in  a  garden  club. 
She  had  special  happy  memories  of  a  trip  with 
her  first  grandson,  Robert  Lee.   Bob  was 
returning  from  an  overseas  military  assignment 
in  Europe.   He  had  purchased  a  new  Triumph 
convertible  sports  car.   He  sent  airline  tickets  to 
have  her  meet  him  in  New  York  City,  and  ride 
home  with  him  from  there.   She  treasured  that 
one-on-one  time  with  him.   A  later  trip  to  Hawaii 
was  a  thrill  for  her  also. 

On  February  25,  1978  she  married  James 
Smith,  a  former  friend  in  Washington  State.  Jim 
came  to  live  with  her  in  Salt  Lake.   He  had  some 
health  problems,  but  it  was  a  very  loving 
relationship  until  he  passed  away  in  September 
1981 .    Her  son,  Murray  and  his  wife  Zelta  lived 
nearby  and  looked  after  her  so  she  could  remain 
in  the  home  she  loved  so  much. 

In  March  1988,  at  age  92,  her  family  finally 
convinced  her  to  move  into  Golden  Living 
Center  in  Logan.   She  had  a  nice  three  room 
apartment  with  many  of  her  personal  belongings. 
Guy  and  Faye  were  nearby  and  she  seemed 
happy  and  contented.   Family  and  friends  visited 
her  regularly.   Later,  when  she  needed  special 
attention,  she  lived  with  Guy  and  Faye  for  a 
year,  from  September  1990,  and  then  in  a  very 
good  rest  home,  until  she  passed  away  at  age  97, 
on  August  16,  1993.   Funeral  services  were  held 
in  Logan  and  she  was  buried  in  the  Heber  City 
cemetery  next  to  Rue. 

She  was  a  very  special  lady.   All  of  the  good 
words  apply  to  her  and  still  do  not  paint  a 
complete  picture.   She  is  admired,  loved  and 
missed  by  all  of  her  loved  ones  here.   Heaven 
must  surely  be  a  happier  place  because  she  is 
there. 

Written  by  Guy  Murdoch 
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CHILDREN: 


(1)  -  Ellen  Elaine 


Guy  Garrett 
(3)  -  Robert  Murray 


B- 08  Oct  1914 

D- 30  Apr  1988 
B-05  Oct  1916 
D-07  Nov  1996 
B- 25  Oct  1918 


M  -  29  Sep  1931  to  Claude  Lester  Lee  (div) 
M  -  28  Oct  1950  to  Raymond  Long  (div) 

M  -  09  Apr  1938  to  Faye  Tanner 

M  -  26  Oct  1939  to  Arvena  Ruth  Hammond  (div) 
M  -  15  Jan  1953  to  Zelta  Lillian  Croft  Glover 


Mearl  Garrett  Murdoch  as  a  young  girl 


Mearl  Garrett  Murdoch 


Murray,  Mearl,  Elaine,  and  Guy  Murdoch 
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Back:  Mearl  Garrett  and  Robert  Rue  Murdoch 
Front:  Robert  Murray,  Guy  Garrett,  and  Ellen  Elaine  Murdoch 
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CHAPTER  THREE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  ELLEN  ELAINE  MURDOCH 

and 
CLAUDE  LESTER  LEE 


Because  we  were  so  blessed  to  be  born  into  a 
family  where  we  always  knew  that  we  were 
loved  and  wanted,  it  seems  important  to 
remember  a  little  about  the  early  lives  of  our 
parents  and  grandparents  who  made  this  possible. 

Our  Dad,  Robert  Rue  Murdoch,  was  born 
Nov.  16,  1892,  in  Heber  City,  Utah.   His 
parents  were  Brigham  and  Blanche  Alexander 
Murdoch.  When  he  was  seven  months  old,  his 
mother  died  of  Typhoid  Fever.  So  much  of  his 
early  life  was  spent  with  his  Alexander  and 
Murdoch  grandparents. 

Grandpa  Murdoch  waited  ten  years  before  he 
married  Luann  Hammon  who  is  the  only 
Grandma  Murdoch  that  we  knew.  When  Dad 
met  his  new  mother,  she  was  17  Vi  and  he  was 
10  years  old.   Immediately,  she  became  his 
mother,  his  playmate  and  close  friend,  a  loving 
relationship  that  grew  and  lasted  through  both 
their  lives.  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Murdoch 
moved  to  a  ranch  in  Farnum,  Idaho,  on  the  south 
side  of  Fall  River.   Because  Grandma  was  so 
young,  her  children  from  Blanche  to  Katie  have 
seemed  much  more  like  brothers  and  sisters  to  us 
than  aunts  and  uncles. 

Our  mom,  Mearl  Garrett,  was  born  March 
2,  1896,  in  Fort  Union,  Utah,  south  of  Salt  Lake 
City.   Her  family  lived  there  until  March  of 
1901 ,  then  they  moved  to  Fremont  County, 
Idaho.   Grandpa  and  Grandma  Garrett  had  a  200 
acre  farm  on  the  north  side  of  Fall  River,  across 
from  the  Murdoch  ranch.   It  was  there  that  Dad 
and  Mom  were  married  on  Christmas  Day, 
1913,  by  Grandpa  Brig  Murdoch  who  was  bishop 
of  the  Farnum  Ward.   Elaine  was  born  October 
8,  1914  in  the  same  house.   She  was  a  lovely 
healthy  baby  and  was  her  dad's  special  pride  and 
joy  as  long  as  he  lived. 

When  Mearl  and  Rue  were  first  married, 
they  lived  in  two  small  upstairs  rooms  at 
Grandpa  and  Grandma  Murdoch's  home. 
Blanche,  Dallas,  Reed  and  Tom  were  also  there, 
so  it  was  truly  a  close  family.   Elaine  was  two 
years  old  when  her  brother,  Guy,  was  born  and 


her  father  and  Uncle  Earl  Garrett  went  to  a 
school  for  mechanics  in  Kansas  City,  Missouri. 
Upon  Dad's  return,  he  was  hired  to  work  as  a 
mechanic  in  a  garage  in  Ashton.   A  few  months 
later  he  applied  for  and  received  a  mechanic's 
position  with  the  United  States  Reclamation 
Service  in  King  Hill,  Idaho.   His  job  was  to 
service  and  repair  government  owned  vehicles 
used  on  the  project.  The  government  was 
developing  a  big  irrigation  project  there.  The 
family  lived  in  a  new,  modern,  government, 
furnished  house  and  were  very  comfortable.  In 
the  fall  of  1918,  Mom,  Elaine  and  I,  returned  to 
Ashton  to  be  with  the  Garrett  grandparents  until 
Murray  was  born.  He  arrived  October  25,  at  the 
home  of  Aunt  Abbie  Cazier  in  St.  Anthony. 
Soon  afterwards  we  returned  to  King  Hill. 

In  the  summer  of  1920,  Mom  had  some 
surgery  done  in  a  Boise  Hospital.  While  there, 
she  contracted  typhoid  fever  and  became  very  ill. 
Grandpa  and  Grandma  Murdoch,  who  were  now 
living  on  a  farm  in  Rupert,  took  all  three 
children  in  and  loved  and  cared  for  us  until  the 
middle  of  December.  Surely  no  greater  parents 
or  grandparents  ever  lived  than  these  generous 
loving  people.   They  have  touched  many  lives 
for  good.   Elaine  and  Guy  both  started  school 
while  living  in  King  Hill.   As  the  work  began  to 
phase  out,  Dad  was  transferred  to  the  Black 
Canyon  Dam  Project  near  Emmett,  Idaho;  from 
there  to  a  similar  project  in  Rim  Rock,  Wash., 
about  forty  miles  from  Walla  Walla. 

Murray  started  school  in  Rim  Rock.   On  this 
project,  our  Dad  began  to  have  serious  health 
problems.   Doctors  were  unable  to  determine  the 
cause  of  his  illness  and,  after  considerable 
experimenting,  including  an  appendectomy  and 
having  his  teeth  pulled,  they  finally  suggested 
that  perhaps  a  change  of  climate  would  help.   As 
in  the  past,  it  was  easy  to  turn  to  Grandpa  and 
Grandma  Murdoch  for  love  and  support.   They 
were  living  on  the  ranch  in  Farnum  again.   Dad 
returned  there  with  his  family  in  a  very 
weakened  condition.   A  Dr.  Sumner,  in 
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Rexburg,  diagnosed  his  problem  as  intestinal 
adhesions  and  after  months  of  treatment  and 
careful  dieting,  he  began  to  regain  his  health  and 
strength.   The  family  lived  in  St.  Anthony  during 
that  school  year.   Mom  sorted  peas  in  a  seed 
house  to  help  support  the  family. 

In  the  summer  and  fall  of  that  year,  Dad  and 
Dallas  put  up  a  crop  of  grain  on  a  dry  farm 
several  miles  south  and  west  of  where  Grandpa 
and  Grandma  Murdoch  lived.   The  family  sort  of 
camped  out  in  the  old  house  that  was  on  the 
property,  which  was  hard  work  for  the  grownups 
and  fun  times  for  kids.   Elaine  particularly 
enjoyed  herding  the  neighbor's  cows  on 
horseback  with  a  friend.   It  was  great  to  be  back 
among  aunts,  uncles,  cousins  and  grandparents. 
The  family  moved  back  to  Ashton  in  time  for  the 
start  of  school.   Elaine  was  a  very  good  student 
and  was  chosen  class  valedictorian  when  she 
graduated  from  the  8th  grade.   She  received  an 
over-sized  medal  of  recognition  which  pleased 
her  dad  and  embarrassed  her.   She  insisted  that 
one  of  her  friends  had  really  earned  it.   Our  dad 
was  well  again  and  working  as  shop  foreman  in 
the  local  garage.   We  were  living  in  me  home 
north  of  Ashton  where  Reed  and  Ruth  now  live. 
It  was  fun  to  have  Dallas  and  Reed  stay  with  us 
during  the  winter  and  attend  high  school. 

School  started  in  September  of  1929.   Elaine 
was  a  freshman,  Guy  was  in  the  seventh  grade 
and  Murray  was  in  the  fifth  grade.   On  the  19th 
of  September,  neighbors  came  to  our  classes  to 
take  us  home  and  tell  us  that  our  dad  had  been 
seriously  injured  in  an  automobile  accident.  We 
soon  learned  the  details  and  understood  that  he 
died  immediately.   Funeral  services  were  held 
both  in  Ashton  and  Heber  City,  Utah,  where  he 
is  buried.  Friends  and  relatives  handled  all  of 
the  arrangements,  for  which  we  will  always  be 
grateful.  Following  the  funeral,  Mom's  sister, 
Ada  Carson,  insisted  that  we  come  live  with  her 
in  Lehi,  Utah  for  the  remainder  of  the  school 
year.  We  are  sure  that  it  was  a  good  thing  for 
our  mother.   Elaine  may  have  grown  up  a  bit 
faster  than  was  good  for  her,  because  Aunt  Ada 
had  two  handsome  sons  who  treated  her  as  if  she 
was  an  18  year  old  girl  friend  instead  of  a  15 
year  old  cousin.   She  loved  the  attention  and  was 
never  comfortable  again  with  friends  her  own 
age.   This  was  also  the  year  that  we  went  to  the 
Salt  Lake  Temple  and  were  sealed  to  our 


parents.    When  we  returned  to  Ashton  in  the 
spring,  Elaine  started  dating  Claude  Lee.   He 
was  a  few  years  older,  had  a  good  job  and  good 
car.   We  all  loved  him.   He  was  a  very  good 
basketball  player  and  taught  me  to  drive  his  car. 
After  they  were  married,  we  knew  we  were 
always  welcome  in  their  home  in  Ashton. 

Mom  took  Murray  and  me  to  Salt  Lake 
where  we  attended  school.   We  remember  Elaine 
visiting  us  there  with  her  baby  son,  Robert. 
Murray  returned  to  Ashton  and  lived  with  Elaine 
and  Claude  during  his  senior  year  of  high  school. 
In  the  summer  of  1935,  we  moved  to  Pocatello 
to  live  with  Sam  Smith,  who  later  became  our 
stepfather.   Sam  had  a  trucking  business  and 
several  young  children  who  needed  a  mother's 
attention.   Our  mom  provided  that  and  much 
more.   Sam,  in  turn,  provided  jobs  for  her  sons 
and  a  nephew  and,  later,  asked  Claude  and 
Elaine  to  manage  a  service  station-convenience 
store  mat  he  had  acquired.   It  was  good  to  be 
together  as  a  family.   We  don't  know  why  Elaine 
arid  Claude  divorced  in  1938,  because  I'm  sure 
he  loved  her  very  much.    I'm  not  sure  that 
Elaine  was  ever  genuinely  happy  after  that.   She 
learned  quickly  that  she  didn't  have  time  for  any 
recreation.   Mom  and  Sam  provided  as  much 
love  and  attention  to  Bob,  Marilyn  and  Claudia 
as  their  time  permitted  and  Elaine  struggled  with 
that  a  bit.   After  her  children  returned  to  live 
with  Claude  and  Lucille  in  Ashton,  she  worked 
longer  and  harder  through  the  war  years.   In 
October  1950,  she  married  Ray  Long,  who  we 
didn't  get  to  know  well.   They  traveled  to 
Washington.  Oregon  and  California  working  in 
the  fruit  harvest.   Part  of  that  marriage  must 
have  been  unhappy  because  they  divorced  while 
living  in  California. 

One  day,  our  mom  received  a  telephone  call 
from  someone  in  California  who  said  her 
daughter,  Elaine,  was  very  ill,  alone  and 
unemployed.   The  next  day,  we  left  to  get  her 
and  bring  her  home.   Elaine  was  all  of  the  things 
that  were  described.   She  stayed  with  Mom  for  a 
while  and  lived  with  Clark  and  Marilyn  for 
nearly  a  year.   After  that,  she  lived  in  Provo 
until  she  passed  away  April  30,  1988.   Elaine 
was  fiercely  independent  and  worked  hard  to  stay 
that  way.   Our  visits  with  her  were  short,  happy 
times,  but  always  on  her  ground.   Her  last  few 
years  were  surely  some  of  her  happiest.   Special 


110 


grandchildren  were  attending  BYU  and  giving 
their  love  unselfishly  to  their  grandmother.   Rob 
1  ee,  Ken  &  Colleen  Taylor.  Kevin  &.  Julie  Lee 
and  Jennifer  Lee  poured  out  their  love  with  no 
strings  attached  and  she  soaked  it  up  like  a 
sponge.   She  was  as  proud  of  mem  as  a 
grandmother  could  be. 

In  October  1987,  she  had  cancer  surgery  in 
Rexburg  and  recuperated  in  Bob  and  Gwen's 
home.    It  was  there  she  fully  realized  how  much 
tun  being  a  grandparent  could  be  and  how  much 
o\'  it  she  had  missed.   She  said,  "They  made  me 
feel  like  a  Queen,  when  I'm  not."   After  she 
returned  to  her  cozy  apartment  in  Provo,  she 
apparently  did  very  well  for  a  while  and  then  had 
several  strokes  which  left  her  partially  paralyzed 
and  with  a  blood  clot  in  her  right  arm.   Kevin 
and  Julie  visited  her  regularly.   We  are  so  glad 
that  she  didn't  have  to  last  long  after  that.   Clark 
and  Marilyn,  Murray  and  Zelta  and  Faye  and  I 
are  satisfied  that  she  recognized  us  during  our 
visits,  but  couldn't  speak.   I'm  so  very  grateful 
to  know,  without  a  doubt,  that  she  is  with  loved 
ones  now  who  also  understand  and  love 
unselfishly.   The  most  important  thing  in  this  life 
is  to  so  live  that  we  can  be  families  together 
forever  and  pray  that  we  all  might  reach  that 
great  goal.      By  Guy  G.  Murdoch,  1988. 

Remembrances  of  Elaine 
by  Ellen  Elaine  Murdoch  Long 
Provo,  Utah  1982 

I'm  writing  you  a  very  long  letter  telling  you 
of  my  remembrances  of  our  childhood  and 
different  places  we  had  to  live  when  my  dad 
worked  for  the  U.  S.  Reclamation  Service.  How 
young  my  parents  were!  One  day  my  father 
came  home  with  a  Model  T  Ford  and  said,  "If  it 
will  make  that  hill  on  high,  I'll  buy  it."  Mom, 
Guy,  Murray  and  I  were  sending  little  prayers, 
because  it  made  it  and  that  became  our  first  car. 
No  Rolls  Royce  could  have  been  more  enjoyed. 
Dad  loved  to  fish  and  hunt.   During  duck  season 
we'd  get  up  before  dawn.   The  three  of  us  were 
quite  young;  five,  seven  and  nine.   I  was  always 
upset  because  the  dishes  had  to  be  washed  and 
beds  made  before  we  could  go.   Dad  would  say, 
"I  don't  need  a  dog,  I  have  the  best  retrievers 
right  here. "   He  didn't  really  mean  it  because 
one  day  he  came  home  with  a  little  water  spaniel. 


It  was  a  little  female  he  managed  to  get  for  $10, 
purebred  no  less.   She  was  brown  and  curly  like 
she  had  come  out  of  a  beauty  parlor.   His  ideas 
about  making  a  retriever  out  of  Brownie  soon 
ended  because  we  three  soon  put  an  end  to  that. 
So  we  became  four  instead  of  three.   This  all 
happened  in  Emmett,  Idaho,  at  the  Black  Canyon 
Dam. 

The  project  manager  liked  my  father.   He 
got  a  transfer  for  Dad  to  Rim  Rock  project  about 
50  miles  west  of  Yakima,  Washington.   Dad 
built  a  grub  box  on  the  Model  T  which  would 
open  and  make  a  work  table  and  held  spices, 
salt,  pepper,  etc.   It  was  loaded  with  bedding 
essentials,  and  I  am  quite  sure  there  had  to  be  a 
tent.   He  put  his  three  brats  on  top  of  this,  plus 
Brownie.   Dad's  big  aim  was  to  make  200  miles 
a  day.   The  only  decent  one  of  us  was  Brownie 
because  the  three  of  us  bickered  all  the  time.   I 
had  my  doll  and  the  boys  (Guy)  would  pull  her 
hair  out  or  make  me  think  he  was  going  to. 
Then  we  would  decide  we  had  to  "P".   Dad 
would  moan  a  little  and  Mom  came  to  the  rescue 
saying  his  bladder  was  larger  than  ours. 

I  don't  remember  sleeping  in  a  tent,  but  I 
don't  remember  sleeping  in  a  cabin  either.   I  do 
remember  Yakima,  Washington  with  a  place  to 
cook  and  suds  out  clothes.   Mother  was  always 
sloshing  out  clothes.   My  main  reason  for 
remembering  Walla  Walla  was  the  morning 
glory  growing  over  the  "out  houses"  in 
profusion.   I  doubt  if  Dad  ever  made  his  200 
miles  a  day.   His  brat  kids  held  him  back  and 
they  would  tell  us  at  the  next  town  they  were 
going  to  give  us  to  the  "cops".  That  entranced 
me  because  I  wanted  to  see  a  "cop". 

Nevertheless  we  finally  got  to  Rim  Rock. 
There  was  a  three  room  house  waiting  for  us.  It 
was  about  that  time  I  realized  I  was  the  "fifth 
wheel"  in  the  crew.  The  boys  could  bed  down 
together.   Mom  and  Dad  of  course  had  their  own 
place.   They  fixed  me  a  room  in  a  shed,  but  I'd 
wake  up  at  night  afraid  of  being  so  alone. 

Later  I  learned  my  first  lesson  about  the  cast 
system.   Rim  Rock  was  surrounded  by  pine 
trees.  Places  were  cleared  off  for  the  personnel 
to  live  according  to  their  rank.   Mr.  Ward,  the 
one  that  had  Dad  transferred,  lived  on  the  one 
that  was  called  "The  Heights" .  We  hadn't  been 
there  long  before  we  were  moved  into  a  better 
place.  It  was  still  three  rooms,  but  closer  to 
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school.  I  can't  recall  what  our  place  was  called. 
There  was  "Tent  Town".   It  was  a  little  village 
and  a  lot  of  people  lived  there. 

Guy  and  I  battled  forever  with  each  other  but 
we  soon  learned  that  against  obstacles,  we  were 
united.  The  school  we  went  to  consisted  of  two 
rooms;  one  for  first  to  third  grades  and  the  other 
took  over  the  rest.   My  teacher  put  me  teaching 
one  class  to  tell  time  and  other  little  things.   The 
school  was  situated  in  a  ravine  and  it  was  also 
used  for  Sunday  School  or  movies.  We  lived  on 
the  north  side  and  kids  would  come  down  from 
the  south  side.   Guy  and  I  (I  can't  remember 
Mur  in  the  picture,  he  was  so  fat  and  slow  first 
year)  would  come  down  our  side  and  we'd  hear 
the  opposite  side  calling  us  "Idaho  job  stealers" 
plus  "dirty  Mormons" .   Neither  of  us  had  been 
around  any  Mormons.   It  was  a  challenge.   All 
the  fighting  we  had  done  with  each  other  had 
kept  us  in  good  shape,  so  we  soon  got  that 
settled. 

Dad  was  the  cable  operator.   He  sat  in  the 
tower  while  the  men  on  the  ground  (tent  towers) 
loaded  the  muck  into  this  big  tub.   Dad's  job  was 
to  operate  the  thing  so  it  would  fall  in  the  right 
place.   Small  wonder  he  got  sick.  One  miscue 
and  he  could  have  really  hurt  or  injured 
someone.   I  remember  so  well  a  man  coming  to 
our  home  with  tears  in  his  eyes  thanking  Dad  for 
saving  his  life.   If  I  remember  correctly,  when 
he  dumped  the  muck  in  the  tank  or  tub,  his  glove 
was  caught  as  the  cable  pulled  it  up.  Apparendy 
Dad  saw  him  in  time  to  get  him  down  safely. 

Dad  was  having  a  bad  time  with  his  stomach. 
He  went  through  an  appendectomy —no  good. 
The  doctor  wanted  to  go  in  again  for  ulcers,  but 
one  of  the  doctors  in  the  clinic,  or  whatever  it 
was  called  then,  advised  him  not  to.   His 
appendix  was  in  good  shape  when  it  was 
removed.  They  also  said  they  couldn't  see  any 
sign  of  ulcers  and  advised  him  to  go  to  a 
different  climate.   I  can't  help  remembering  how 
young  my  parents  were.   Grandpa  Murdoch 
came  when  they  thought  he'd  go  into  surgery 
again.  I  can  easily  cry  when  I  think  of  that 
reunion.  They  put  their  arms  around  one  another 
and  both  shed  big  men's  tears.  Dad  apologized 
because  he  felt  he  hadn't  quite  added  up  to  his 
father's  expectations  of  him.   Grandpa  Murdoch 
said,  "Rue,  you  are  my  first  son  and  I  love  you 
no  matter  what  you  do  or  don't  do." 


Another  picture  I'll  never  forget-Mom  and 
Dad  had  been  in  Yakima  so  he  could  go  through 
some  more  tests.   It  was  Christmas  Eve.   They 
were  due  home  on  a  bus.  The  three  of  us  sat  with 
the  clock  in  our  hands  (remember  no  phones). 
We  never  saw  anything  so  beautiful  as  the  two  of 
them  walking  hand  in  hand  coming  home  to  us. 
Needless  to  say,  it  was  a  scanty  Christmas  but  I 
don't  think  any  of  us  minded.   We  were  together 
again. 

At  that  time  the  Government  didn't  pay 
compensations  like  now.   I  think  they  took  care 
of  the  costs  of  surgery,  etc.   We  probably  paid 
for  the  freight  of  moving  to  the  job.   Mom  and 
Dad  had  a  round  walnut  table.   Both  of  them 
were  readers  so  they  had  many  books.   After 
they  made  their  decision  to  go  back  to  Idaho,  I 
remember  them  talking  about  freight  charges.   1 
asked  Mom  about  it  but  she  doesn't  remember. 
The  only  thing  they  salvaged  and  paid  freight  on 
was  a  Victorola.   The  two  of  them  loaded  up 
again,  taking  three  brats  and  Brownie  in  the 
Model  T. 

Eventually  we  wound  up  in  Ashton.   Dad 
and  Dallas  Murdoch  decided  to  plant  wheat.   It 
was  called  the  Thompson  place.   Again,  I  give 
my  mother  credit.   It  was  an  old  house  mat 
hadn't  been  lived  in  for  years.   Knowing  my 
mother,  she  started  cleaning.   There  was  a 
kitchen  range  and  it  smoked  until  we  were  all 
nearly  blind.   Grandpa  and  Grandma  Murdoch 
and  Blanche  all  chipped  in  with  towels  and  the 
essentials  to  help  out.   As  far  as  I  was 
concerned,  I  loved  the  place.   I  loved  the  wide 
open  spaces.   I  found  a  friend  whose  father  had 
horses.   She  had  a  chore  of  checking  cows.   I 
can  remember  that  she  liked  me  to  ride  along  by 
her  side. 

I  don't  think  Dallas  and  Dad  got  rich  on  their 
project.   The  depression  was  starting.   We 
moved  to  St.  Anthony  into  a  two  room 
apartment.   Dad  walked  the  beat  trying  to  find  a 
job  of  any  kind.   He  finally  went  to  work  for  Jim 
Hill  helping  herd  sheep.   Mom  got  a  job  sorting 
peas.   She  would  roll  out  in  the  bitter  cold 
weather,  get  up  and  get  our  breakfast.   Saddest 
of  all,  we  had  to  leave  Brownie  at  Grandpa's. 
Dad  would  usually  come  home  on  weekends. 

Here  again  is  the  fifth  wheel.   leant 
remember  where  I  slept,  but  I  remember  one 
night  when  we  were  in  bed,  Dad  broke  the  news 


112 


(0  us  that  he  had  given  Brownie  to  a  man  that 
would  be  £ood  to  her.    He  told  us  she  wasn't  a 
ranch  doz  and  knew  we  would  want  her  to  be 
happy.   All  five  of  us  cried  hard  and  long. 
About  that  time  Mom  had  prepared  me  so  it 
shouldn't  have  been  such  a  shock  to  me.    1 
started  my  periods-no  more  romps  or  swimming 
with  my  cousins. 

My  Dad  got  a  job  with  Humes  and 
Swanstrum  garage.    It  wasn't  long  before  he  was 
foreman.   They  worked  his  tail  off.    People 
trusted  him.   Many  wouldn't  leave  their  cars 
unless  he  would  do  the  work.   Mom  worked  too. 
She'd  do  housework  or  help  the  sick.   Between 
the  two  of  them  they  bought  the  house  where 
Reed  and  Ruth  Murdoch  live. 

Dad  must  of  known  he  wouldn't  be  here 
forever.   Maybe  it  was  illness  or  being  without 
work,  but  he  took  out  two  insurance  policies,  one 
with  a  double  indemnity  clause.   They  owed  one 
payment  on  the  home. 

Dad  had  been  out  all  night  bringing  in  a  car 
from  the  canyon.   The  boss  told  him  to  sleep  in. 
This  man  came  after  him  begging  him  to  work 
on  his  thresher.   It  seems  this  man  had  been 
drinking  (prohibition  times).   On  the  way  home 
the  car  hit  loose  gravel,  turned  over,  pinned  Dad 
under  it  and  as  the  story  goes,  the  handle  of  the 
car  hit  him  and  caused  a  concussion.   He  didn't 
live  long  enough  to  feel  any  pain.   The  driver  of 
the  car  returned  to  the  garage  saying,  "I've  killed 
Rue  Murdoch. "   After  the  shock  was  over  he 
denied  that  he  was  driving  and  that  Dad  had 
asked  to  let  him  drive  because  he  had  never 
driven  a  Whippet. 

This  was  all  over  the  top  of  my  head  and 
Mom  didn't  know  anything  because  of  the  state 
of  shock  she  was  in.   It  took  Aunt  Ada  to  get  the 
ball  rolling.   One  uncle  swore  that  he  asked  Dad 
about  buying  a  Whippet  and  Dad  told  him  he 
didn't  like  the  handle  plus  a  few  more  defects. 
Dad  was  entitled  to  State  Compensation.   So 
whether  it  was  Aunt  Ada  or  someone  else,  they 
talked  Mom  into  hiring  an  attorney  who  took  the 
case  on  the  condition  that  if  he  lost  the  case,  no 
charge.  If  he  won,  $1 ,000.   He  finally  took  it  to 
the  Supreme  Court  and  won.   I  haven't  any  idea 
what  the  final  settlement  was.  I  was  married 
then.  I  do  know  that  Guy  and  Murray  got  $50  a 
month  until  they  were  eighteen  years  old. 

Dad's  death  was  a  traumatic  thing  for  me. 


At  that  time,  they  would  bring  the  body  home. 
At  night,  they  would  have  one  or  two,  preferably 
two,  to  sit  guard.   I  don't  remember  who  they 
were,  but  all  I  could  hear  was  talking  about 
previous  deaths,  tragedies,  etc.   The  mortician 
men  couldn't  do  what  they  do  now.   It  didn't 
look  like  my  father.   The  concussion  had  settled 
all  around  his  eyes.   He  had  beautiful  eyes, 
expressive  like  yours  and  mine.   The  bruises 
were  still  there.   The  funeral  was  to  be  at  that 
little  church  there  by  the  school.   Last  minute 
they  had  to  change  it  to  the  theater.   I  guess  a 
person  should  be  glad  for  such  a  turn  out.   The 
lobby  was  full  and  Mom  didn't  even  know  where 
she  was.   Some  speaker  that  didn't  even  know 
Dad  droned  on  and  on  about  the  Murdochs.   Guy 
and  Murray  were  trying  to  love  Mom  and 
smothering  her.   Traumatic!  I  guess.   The 
mortician's  wife  said  it  was  the  second  largest 
funeral  they  had  ever  had  in  Ashton.   Anyway, 
we  got  through  that  line  again.   All  through  this  I 
couldn't  cry  or  eat.   We  went  home,  changed 
clothes,  etc.  The  relatives  decided  he  should  be 
buried  in  Heber  on  account  Ashton 's  cemetery 
was  nothing  but  weeds.   Grandpa  &  Grandma 
Murdoch  and  Uncle  Tom  hugged  Mom  and 
me.   Possibly  Hugh  and  Lizzabelle  Davis  got 
into  a  Buick  some  kind  soul  loaned  to  them  and 
drove  all  night.   Uncle  Earl  was  on  the  train  with 
Dad's  body.  We  got  there  in  time  for  another 
funeral.   Mom  and  I  didn't  know  one  person  in 
Heber  and  Dad  hadn't  been  there  for  years.  We 
sat  through  another  funeral .   I  heard  a  few  ask 
why  the  casket  couldn't  be  opened.   It  was  a 
rainy  cold  day.   Mom  cried  about  him  hating  to 
be  cold.   Even  then  I  wasn't  worrying  about  that 
because  I  firmly  believe  his  spirit  or  whatever  it 
is  isn't  in  that  box. 

Dad  loved  everything  that  breathed  whether 
it  was  a  sick  cat  or  a  bum  that  needed  help. 
Mom  says  I  worshiped  him.   I  probably  did. 
Every  good  grade  I  made  I  did  it  to  please  him. 
Even  if  I  got  a  B  he'd  say  that's  good,  but  you 
can  do  better.   But  when  I  started  budding  or 
reaching  adolescent  years,  I  was  a  misfit.  The 
kids  in  school  seemed  like  children  and  I  didn't 
fit  with  the  older  ones.  Dad  was  so  strict  with 
me.  If  I  was  at  a  grade  school  party,  I'd  see  him 
standing  patiently  waiting  for  me.   He  never 
scolded,  he'd  just  walk  me  home.   I  remember 
one  time  I'd  pulled  a  fast  one.  I  took  my  shoes 
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off  and  sneaked  in  the  back  door.  He  was  sitting 
and  reading.   All  he  said  was,  "I'm  glad  you  are 
home. "   After  he  was  gone  I  had  a  feeling  of 
freedom,  but  not  for  long.   It's  not  so  fun  when 
no  one  cares  when  you  come  or  where  you  go.   I 
know  now  he  cared  very  much  and  he  could  see 
the  handwriting  on  the  wall.   He  seemed  to 
understand  me  and  knew  how  to  handle  me 
which  wasn't  easy  and  still  isn't. 

I  didn't  intend  to  write  a  book.   I  wish  you 
could  have  known  my  dad.   If  he  had  lived,  I 
probably  wouldn't  have  married  Claude,  even 
though  the  marriage  we  had  produced  some  good 
genes,  else  why  would  we  have  such  a  beautiful 
family? 

My  Mother,  Elaine  Murdoch  Long 
by  Robert  Rue  Lee  -  May  3,  1988 

Ellen  Elaine  Murdoch  Long  was  born 
October  8,  1914,  in  Ashton,  Idaho  to  Robert  Rue 
and  Mearl  Garrett  Murdoch.   She  died  in  Orem, 
Utah  April  30,  1988,  and  is  buried  in  Sugar  City, 
Idaho.    Mom  often  spoke  of  her  early  life  with 
her  dad,  Rue,  her  mom,  Mearl,  and  brothers, 
Guy  and  Murray.  They  lived  in  various  parts  of 
the  west;  Ashton,  King  Hill  and  Black  Canyon, 
Idaho  and  Rim  Rock,  Washington.   Rue  was  a 
mechanic  for  the  Federal  Government,  which 
was  building  dams  at  various  locations.  When 
Rue  became  seriously  ill,  the  family  moved  back 
to  Ashton. 

She  was  very  bright  in  school  and  received 
outstanding  grades,  partly  to  please  her  father. 
She  was  also  a  beautiful  young  lady.   Elaine  was 
very  close  to  her  father  and  his  untimely  death  in 
a  car  accident  affected  her  the  rest  of  her  life. 

She  married  Claude  Lester  Lee  in  1931 
when  she  was  only  1 7  year  old  and  soon  had 
three  children,  Robert,  Marilyn  and  Claudia. 
She  divorced  Claude  in  1938  when  she  was  24 
years  old.  We  never  really  understood  why  she 
divorced  my  dad,  who  is  a  good  man.   He  did 
not  want  the  divorce  and  his  departure  was  a 
great  loss,  especially  for  us  children. 

Elaine  struggled  to  make  a  living  by  running 
cafes  in  Alameda  and  Chubbuck,  near  Pocatello. 
At  Chubbuck  we  lived  in  a  rear  apartment  of  the 
cafe  where  we  could  hear  everything  that  was 
going  on.   This  was  during  the  war  years  of  1941 
to  1944.   There  was  an  Army  Air  force  Base  at 


Pocatello  and  many  lonely  airmen  were  being 
trained  for  fighting  in  Europe  and  the  Pacific. 
There  was  much  partying  and  drinking  in  the 
cafe  all  hours  of  the  night.   We  children  were 
exposed  to  all  of  that.      Some  years  later,  I 
commented  to  Grandmother  Louannie  Murdoch 
that  it  was  a  miracle  we  had  survived  that 
environment.   She  replied,  "There  were  a  lot  of 
us  praying  for  you  kiddies."   There  was  also  the 
great  constant  loving  influence  of  my 
grandmother,  Mearl,  whom  we  called 
"Murdoch". 

As  time  went  on  Mom  was  unable  to  care  for 
us  because  of  her  personal  problems  and  the 
economic  pressures.   So  the  three  of  us  went  to 
live  with  Dad  and  Lucille,  my  stepmother,  first 
in  Salt  Lake  during  1945,  then  in  Ashton  in 
1946.   That  was  a  timely  move  and  blessing  for 
us  to  be  in  a  family  environment  in  the  small 
town  of  Ashton  where  the  extended  family 
influence  from  the  Lees  and  the  Murdochs  was 
strong. 

Mom  married  Ray  Long  sometime  later  and 
moved  to  Walla  Walla,  Washington.    I  visited 
her  first  in  Walla  Walla  when  I  was  at  the 
University  of  Idaho  and  later  in  California  before 
I  left  for  Samoa  on  a  mission  in  1957.    Her 
second  marriage  also  ended  in  divorce  as  Ray 
was  not  good  to  her. 

In  1960,  after  returning  from  Samoa,  I  was 
working  in  Salt  Lake  City,  living  with  Murdoch 
and  dating  Gwen.   Mom  had  a  nervous 
breakdown  while  in  Logan  and  Guy  and  I  had  to 
take  her  to  Provo  for  treatments.   That  was  the 
reason  she  came  to  live  in  Provo.  There  she 
gradually  recovered  and  became  self  sufficient. 
Her  life  became  more  satisfying  as  she  dedicated 
herself  to  helping  in  the  homes  of  many 
prominent  people  in  Provo— Professors  and 
Administrators  at  BYU,  families  of  businessmen, 
etc.   It  was  very  satisfying  for  her  to  be  involved 
in  their  lives  and  she  would  tell  us  at  length  of 
her  experiences.   She  could  have  written  a 
fascinating  book! 

During  this  time  she  was  happier  being  in 
Provo  than  traveling  to  Rexburg,  Tooele,  Boise, 
Salt  Lake,  Logan  or  Ashton  to  be  with  family. 
On  most  holidays  she  felt  obligated  to  stay  and 
help  her  Provo  families  entertain  others.   It  was 
King  Benjamin  who  said  in  Mosiah  2:17,  "And 
behold  I  tell  you  these  things  that  ye  may  learn 
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wisdom.  Thai  yc  ma>  learn  thai  when  ye  arc  in 

the  service  of  your  fellow  beings  ye  are  only  in 
the  service  of  your  God."   She  probably  did  not 
know  that  scripture  because  she  wasn't  active  in 
the  Church,  but  she  was  serving  God  as  she 
served  her  Provo  families.    That  service  brought 
her  much  satisfaction. 

A  tew  years  ago  she  gradually  cut  down  on 
her  hours  and  retired.   She  lived  in  a  nice  Senior 
Citizens  Apartment  in  Provo  and  enjoyed  her 
friends  very  much.   In  the  past  three  years  our 
children  Rob.  Jennifer,  Kevin  and  his  wife, 
Julie,  moved  to  Provo  to  attend  BYU.   While 
there,  they  actively  made  Mom  a  part  of  their 


lives.   They  included  her  in  family  home  evening 
activities,  Sunday  dinners  and  special  events  such 
as  birthdays.   She  grew  to  love  them  and  they 
her  during  that  time.   She  kept  them  entertained 
with  her  constant  tales  of  past  experiences  and 
was  very  happy.    Mom  experienced  much 
sorrow  in  her  life  but  triumphed  and  was  happy 
at  the  end.   She  was  a  good  woman.   She  will 
always  be  remembered  for  her  lively  sense  of 
humor  and  spontaneous  laugh,  her  wonderful 
story  telling  and  the  love  she  gave  and  good  she 
did. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Robert  Rue         B  -  28  Feb  1932 

M 

(2)  Marilyn  Mearl    B-  12  Jul  1934 

M 

(3)  Claudia  Kay       B- 01  Oct  1936 

M 

M 

M 

19  Aug  1960  to  Gwen  Jensen 
29  Aug  1952  to  Clark  Jackson  Kidd 
25  May  1954  to  Robert  Taylor  (div) 
18  Jun  1968  to  Robert  Nattress  (div) 
23  Dec  1985  to  Walter  Gallegos 


Ellen  Elaine  Murdoch 


Ellen  Elaine  and  Claude  Lee 
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Robert,  Claudia  and  Marilyn 


Ellen  Elaine.  Robert.  Claudia  and  Marilyn 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  ELLEN  ELAINE  MURDOCH 

and  CLAUDE  LESTER  LEE 

1  -  ROBERT  RUE  LEE.   Robert  Rue  Lee  was  born  on  February  28,  1932,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.   When  he 
ua>  four  years  old  his  parents,  Claude  Lee  and  Elaine  Murdoch,  moved  to  Pocatello,  Idaho  where  Claude 
ran  a  service  station  tor  Sam  Smith,  who  had  married  Bob's  grandmother,   Mearl  Murdoch.  In  1938  his 
parents  were  divorced  and  Claude  returned  to  Ashton,  Idaho.  Elaine  kept  the  children.  Bob,  Marilyn  and 
Claudia  and  made  a  living  by  running  cafes  in  Alameda  and  in  Chubbuck.  Bob  attended  elementary  school 
in  Pocatello  and  in  Tyhee  until  the  end  of  the  7th  grade  in  1945.  That  fall,  all  three  children  went  to  live 
with  Claude  and  his  2nd  wife,  Lucille  Thompson,  in  Salt  Lake  City. 

In  the  spring  of  1946,  Dad  and  Lucille  moved  the  family  back  to  Ashton  because  of  concern  for  the 
well  being  of  the  children.  There  Bob  completed  High  School  where  he  played  football  and  basketball.   He 
graduated  in  1949  as  class  salutatorian.    His  principal.  Vernon  Smith,  encouraged  Bob  to  apply  for  a 
scholarship  at  the  University  of  Idaho  and  he  was  fortunate  to  receive  an  academic  scholarship  from  the 
Moscow  First  Saving  and  Trust  Bank  for  $250.  That  scholarship  got  him  going  at  the  University  and  with 
working  part  time,  a  football  scholarship  and  room  and  board  for  two  years  from  Dudley  and  Nona 
Tucker,  he  was  able  to  graduate  with  honors  with  a  Bachelor's  Degree  in  Civil  Engineering  in  1954.  He 
was  co-captain  of  the  Football  team  in  1953. 

In  the  fall  of  1954,  Bob  went  to  work  for  the  Chicago  Bridge  and  Iron  Company  in  Salt  Lake  City  and 
lived  with  Murdoch  and  Sam.   In  April  1955,  he  entered  Ft.  Belvoir,  Virginia  where  he  began  training  as 
an  engineering  officer  with  Army  Corps  of  Engineers.   This  was  to  fulfill  two  years  obligation  with  the 
Army  after  having  graduated  as  a  2nd  Lt.  in  ROTC  at  the  U  of  I.   In  September  1955,  he  flew  to  Paris 
and  went  by  train  to  Perigueux,  France  where  he  was  assigned  as  Assistant  Post  Engineer  at  the  Perigueux 
Quartermaster  Depot. 

After  18  months  in  France  he  returned  to  the  United  States  in  March  1957.  Shortly  thereafter,  he  was 
called  on  a  mission  to  Samoa  and  was  in  the  mission  field  by  July.  He  served  in  the  Pesega  High  School  as 
an  algebra  teacher  for  three  months  and  the  rest  of  the  30  months  mission  as  a  proselyting  elder  and 
assistant  to  Pres.  Charles  I.  Sampson.  It  was  a  great  experience  to  be  among  the  Samoans  and  to  associate 
with  outstanding  missionaries. 

In  January  1960,  Bob  returned  to  Utah  to  work  for  a  consulting  engineering  company  designing 
freeway  interchanges.  While  there  he  dated,  fell  in  love  and  became  engaged  to  Gwen  Jensen  who  was 
from  Ashton  and  attending  BYU.   When  she  took  a  teaching  position  at  Cupertino,  California  and  he 
received  a  graduate  scholarship  at  Stanford,  they  decided  to  get  married!  They  were  married  in  the  Idaho 
Falls  Temple  on  August  19,  1960  and  soon  began  their  California  sojourn. 

Gwen  taught  school  until  Rob  was  born  on  January  26,  1962.  Kevin  was  born  September  19,  1963 
also  at  the  Stanford  Hospital.  Bob  was  fortunate  to  get  Ford  Foundation  Scholarships  and  received  his 
Doctorate  Degree  in  Civil  Engineering  in  1965.   Then  came  a  White  House  Fellows  appointment  and  a 
year  in  Washington,  D.C.  where  Bob  worked  in  the  U.S.  Bureau  of  the  Budget.  Jennifer  was  born  on 
March  25,  1966  at  Sable  Memorial  Hospital  in  Washington  D.C.   Bob  received  an  opportunity  to  return  to 
Idaho  to  be  the  first  executive  director  of  the  Idaho  Water  Resource  Board.  So,  instead  of  staying  in 
Washington,  D.C.  or  returning  to  Stanford  to  teach,  the  family  moved  to  Boise.  While  there,  Vanessa  was 
born  on  March  12,  1970. 

For  six  years  Bob  worked  for  the  State  of  Idaho  organizing  Idaho's  water  planning  and  development 
program.  Then  an  opportunity  came  to  go  into  the  agricultural  irrigation  business  with  Sylvan  Seely  in 
Rexburg.  Sylvan  was  married  to  Gwen's  twin  sister,  Gail.  The  company  was  Gem  State  Irrigation  and 
became  one  of  the  largest  irrigation  businesses  in  Idaho.  In  1981  the  business  was  sold  to  Golden  West 
Irrigation  but  reverted  back  to  Bob  and  Sylvan  in  1984  and  is  still  operated  under  the  name  of  Golden  West 
Irrigation.  Bob  was  in  charge  of  engineering  and  sales  and  designed  several  large  pumping  projects  out  of 
the  Teton  River  and  South  Fork.  In  1992,  Bob  sold  out  his  interest  in  Golden  West  to  Sylvan  and  his  son, 
Stuart. 

Gwen  and  Bob  had  three  more  sons  in  Rexburg,  Bryan  born  June  10,  1973;  Richard  born  June  8, 
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1975;  and  Jared  born  April  14,  1977.   All  of  the  children  attended  public  schools  in  Rexburg  and  Ricks 
College.   Rob  is  a  Doctor  in  his  orthopaedic  residency  in  Albuquerque,  N.M.  and  is  married  to  Pam 
McOmber.    Kevin  is  a  Doctor  in  his  orthopaedic  residency  in  Portland  and  is  married  to  Julie  Griffeth. 
Their  children  are  Jordan,  Jacqueline  and  Logan.  Jennifer  is  an  elementary  school  teacher  and  is  married 
to  Kent  Barrus.  Their  children  are  Victoria,  Patrick,  Benjamin,  and  Christine.  Vanessa  is  a  nurse  and  is 
married  to  Cole  Baldwin.  Their  children  are  Lex  and  Samuel.   Bryan  married  Hilaree  Archibald  and  they 
are  at  the  University  of  Idaho  where  Bryan  is  in  a  pre-med  program.   Richard  has  returned  from  serving 
on  a  mission  to  Sydney,  Australia  and  Jared  is  serving  a  mission  in  Padova,  Italy.   We  are  proud  of  the 
accomplishments  of  our  children  and  the  fine  people  that  they  are. 

Bob  has  been  an  Elder's  Quorum  President  twice;  a  Bishop  in  Boise,  Ricks  College  and  Rexburg;  a 
high  councilman  twice;  Stake  Clerk;  Counselor  in  the  Stake  Mission  Presidency;  Quorum  advisors  and 
Young  Men's  President.   Gwen  served  as  Relief  Society  President,  Counselor  in  Stake  and  Ward  Primary 
and  Young  Women  Presidencies,  Choir  Director  and  Stake  Cultural  Activities  Chairman.   Rob  served  a 
mission  in  Colombia;  Kevin  served  a  mission  in  Venezuela;  Bryan  served  a  mission  in  Brisbane,  Australia; 
Richard  served  a  mission  in  Sydney,  Australia;  and  Jared  is  serving  a  mission  in  Padova,  Italy.   Bob  is 
now  serving  his  second  year  as  the  State  Senator  from  the  Rexburg  area.  It  has  been  a  rewarding 
experience  to  serve  in  this  important  position. 


Gwen  Jensen,  wife  of  Robert  Rue  Lee.  My  twin  sister,  Gail,  and  I  were  born  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho  on 
September  23,  1938  to  Owen  Martin  and  Edith  DeMott  Jensen.  I  had  a  happy  childhood  of  freedom  and 
space  on  a  farm  with  my  family  of  four  sisters.  During  those  years  we  lived  on  a  dairy  farm  where  milk 
was  processed  and  delivered.  My  parents  later  owned  and  operated  the  White  House  Drive  Inn  on  Park 
Avenue  in  Idaho  Falls,  so  I  learned  how  to  work.  In  1949  Dad  bought  a  farm  in  Ashton  (Farnum)  so  we 
girls  became  his  farm  hands.  I  attended  North  Fremont  High  School  for  two  years  and  was  one  of  43 
graduates  in  1956.  It  was  a  lot  of  fun  growing  up  in  the  50' s;  the  jitter  bug,  Elvis  Presley  and  good  clean 
fun. 

I  attended  BYU  and  graduated  in  1960  in  Elementary  Education.   At  the  end  of  my  freshman  year  I 
met  Robert  Lee  at  BYU.   He  was  returning  from  Army  duty  in  France  and  waiting  for  a  mission  call. 
When  he  returned  from  Samoa,  I  was  a  senior.   He  worked  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  commuted  to  Provo 
every  weekend.   We  were  engaged  in  May  1960  and  married  August  19,  1960  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 
We've  had  a  great  life  together. 

I  taught  school  in  California  before  our  seven  children  were  born.   My  greatest  accomplishment  in  life 
has  been  raising  these  wonderful  sons  and  daughters.   Being  their  mother  has  been  fun,  challenging, 
interesting  and  very  rewarding.   Now  we  have  nine  darling  grandchildren  to  love. 

Music  has  been  important  to  me.   I've  sung  solos,  sung  in  ensembles  and  choirs  for  years.   I  served 
for  the  past  six  years  as  our  ward  choir  director.   I've  also  been  active  in  political  circles,  serving  as 
president  of  the  Madison  County  Republican  Women.   I'm  now  serving  as  president  of  the  Ricks  College 
Alumni  Council.    I  appreciate  the  great  pioneer  heritage  of  my  ancestors.  They  truly  paved  the  way  for 
the  good  life  and  the  blessings  of  the  restored  gospel  we  enjoy. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Robert  Jensen  B 

(2)  Kevin  B 

(3)  Jennifer  B 

(4)  Vanessa  B 

(5)  Bryan  DeMott  B 

(6)  Richard  Garrett  B 

(7)  Jared  Thomas  B 


-26  Jan  1962 
19  Sep  1963 
25  Mar  1966 
12  Mar  1970 
lOJun  1973 
08Junl975 
14  Apr  1977 


M  -  27  Dec  1989  to  Pamela  Frances  McOmber 
M  -  20  Jun  1985  to  Julie  Ann  Griffeth 
M  -  28  May  1987  to  Kent  LaMar  Barrus 
M  -  17  Aug.  1989  to  Cole  Hatch  Baldwin 
M  -  18  Nov  1995  to  Hilaree  Archibald 
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Robert  and  Gwen  Lee 


1  -  Robert  Jensen  Lee.       I  was  born  in  Palo  Alto,  California  on  January  26,  1962  in  the  Stanford 
Hospital  on  Stanford  University  Campus  to  Robert  Rue  and  Gwen  Jensen  Lee.   When  I  was  four  years 
old  we  moved  to  Washington,  DC.  for  one  year  and  then  to  Boise,  Idaho.   I  attended  school  in  Boise 
until  I  was  eleven  years  old  when  we  moved  to  Rexburg,  Idaho.   I  missed  my  childhood  and  life-long 
friend,  Bryan  Miley. 

I  have  happy  memories  of  Kevin  and  I  tagging  after  my  dad,  fishing  and  hunting  in  the  hills 
between  Boise  and  Mountain  Home.   I  knew  early  that  I  loved  athletics  and  especially  little  league 
football  and  basketball.   I  played  center  on  Madison  High  School's  basketball  team  and  defense  on  the 
Madison  football  team.   It  was  my  life.   In  1980,  after  graduating  from  Madison  High  School,  I  played 
strong  safety  for  the  Ricks  College  Football  team.   I  fulfilled  an  LDS  mission  in  Bogota,  Colombia. 
Then  I  returned  to  play  scholarship  football  for  Ricks  another  year.   After  graduating  from  Ricks 
College  in  1984,  I  attended  BYU  for  three  more  years  and  graduated  with  a  Bachelor  Degree  in 
Electrical  Engineering  in  1987,  Phi  Kappa  Phi.   I  worked  for  Hewlett  Packard  in  Boise  for  one  year 
then  entered  Creighton  Medical  School  in  Omaha,  Nebraska  in  September  1988. 

During  the  summer  of  1989  I  met  a  beautiful  girl  from  Rigby,  Pamela  McOmber,  at  a  Ricks 
College  dance.   She  was  a  freshman  at  Ricks  College,  talented  and  fun.  We  dated  briefly  and  four 
months  later  were  married  December  27,  1989  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

I  finished  three  more  years  of  medical  school  graduating  with  honors;  Alpha  Omega  Alpha 
Medical  Honors.   Pam  studied  music  at  the  University  of  Nebraska.   I  chose  orthopaedic  surgery  as 
my  specialty.    We  accepted  five-year  residency  in  Albuquerque,  New  Mexico.   Pam  graduated  from 
the  University  of  New  Mexico  in  Political  Science  and  I  will  finish  my  orthopaedic  residency  in  1997. 
Pam  entered  Law  School  at  the  University  of  Idaho  in  the  fall  of  1996. 

We  both  love  nature;  hiking  in  the  mountains,  camping  and  exploring.  I  love  to  hunt  elk  in 
southeastern  Idaho.  I've  had  some  good  times  fishing  for  salmon  in  Alaska  with  Dad  and  am 
becoming  an  avid  golfer.  We  plan  to  return  to  southeast  Idaho  to  make  our  home  and  raise  a  family. 
We  are  surely  blessed  to  live  in  this  great,  free  land  and  enjoy  the  blessings  of  the  gospel. 

Pam  has  worked  in  the  Primary  and  has  served  in  the  Relief  Society  Presidency.   I'm  teaching  in 
the  Elders  Quorum. 
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Robert  and  Pamela  Lee 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Andrew  Robert  Lee 


B-03  Dec  1997 


2  -  Kevin  Murdoch  Lee.     I've  always  been  proud  of  my  middle  name,  Murdoch.   I  was  born  on 
September  19,  1963  on  the  Stanford  Campus  in  Palo  Alto.  California  to  Robert  Rue  and  Gwen  Jensen 
Lee.   I  always  had  the  security  of  an  older  brother  to  follow.   Dad.  Rob  and  I  were  good  buddies  and 
enjoyed  hunting  and  fishing  in  the  beautiful  mountains  and  streams  of  Idaho.   That  makes  for  a  happy 
childhood. 

When  I  was  five  years  old  my  mother  just  knew  I  could  be  a  great  violinist,  so  I  studied,  practiced 
and  performed  on  the  violin  in  grade  school,  jr.  high  and  high  school  orchestras.    However,  I  liked 
playing  country  fiddle  music  the  most.   Putting  together  and  flying  model  airplanes  was  a  favorite 
pastime.   I  later  enjoyed  fixing  up  cars  and  motorcycles.   My  favorite  sport  was  basketball,  even 
though  I  had  to  stop  skiing  while  I  was  on  the  high  school  basketball  team.   I  will  always  remember 
our  one  point  loss  to  Rigby  after  four  overtimes  for  the  State  Championship.   I  had  a  lot  of  fun  being 
Madison  High  School's  student  body  president  and  graduated  in  1982. 

I  served  a  mission  in  Caracas,  Venezuela  from  1982-1984.   When  I  come  home  from  my  mission 
I  had  no  college  behind  me  but  I  knew  I  wanted  to  be  a  doctor  right  from  the  beginning.   I  graduated 
from  Ricks  College  and  was  honored  as  a  Spori  Scholar  in  1986.   I  married  Julie  Griffeth,  my 
beautiful,  raven-haired,  rodeo  queen  and  high  school  sweetheart  on  June  20,  1986  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple.  Julie  and  I  both  graduated  from  BYU  in  1988;  Julie  in  Elementary  Education  and  I  in 
Zoology,  Phi  Kappa  Phi. 

I  started  my  first  year  of  medical  school  at  the  University  of  Idaho  in  Moscow,  Idaho  as  a 
recipient  of  Idaho's  WAMI  program.   Then  the  remaining  three  years  were  spend  at  the  University  of 
Washington  in  Seattle,  Washington,  graduating  with  honors,  Alpha  Omega  Alpha.   Four  years  of 
medical  school  and  five  years  of  Orthopedic  Residency  is  a  lot  of  work,  but  we're  nearing  the  end. 
We  will  soon  complete  a  five  year  residency  in  orthopedic  surgery  here  in  Portland,  Oregon.  We  plan 
to  return  to  Rexburg  to  practice  medicine  and  make  our  home. 

We  have  been  blessed  with  three  wonderful  children;  Jordan,  Jacqueline  and  Logan.  Julie  and  the 
children  are  the  delight  of  my  life.   She  is  currently  Primary  President  and  I'm  the  Assistant  Ward 
Clerk.   After  my  love  for  my  family  and  the  gospel,  my  passion  is  fishing.   I  fish  for  salmon  in 
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Alaska,  fish  tor  steelhead  in  Oregon  and  fish  tor  trout  in  eastern  Idaho.   We  love  loading  our  three 
kids  in  the  drift  boat  and  fishing  together. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jordan  Kevin  Lee 

(2)  Jacqueline  Lee 

(3)  Logan  Griffeth  Lee 


B-30Jun  1989 
B-  10  Dec  1991 
B-  15  Oct  1994 


1  -    Jordan  Kevin  Lee.  Jordan  was  born  in  Rexburg,  but  has  lived  most  of  his  life  in  the 
Northwest,  Seattle  and  Portland.   He's  in  first  grade  and  has  a  keen  and  curious  mind  that  loves  to 
learn.   Jordan  is  especially  interested  in  Science.   He  looks  forward  with  great  anticipation  to 
becoming  a  boy  scout  and  being  baptized.  Jordan's  favorite  activity  is  fishing  with  his  dad  in  their 
drift  boat  in  the  rivers  around  Portland.   He  loves  going  to  the  ocean  to  catch  crabs.  Jordan  is 
musical.   He  sings  clear  and  in  perfect  tune.   He  is  studying  piano  and  doing  very  well.   He  is 
loving  and  sensitive  to  everyone.   His  goodness  shines  thru  his  handsome  face  and  thru  his  kind 
actions. 

2  -  Jacqueline  Lee.    Jacqueline  is  bright,  talkative  and  has  a  happy  disposition.   She  has  a 
sharp,  reasoning  mind  and  expresses  amusing  and  surprising  ideas.  Jacqueline  has  a  lot  of  self 
confidence  and  has  no  fear  of  new  situations.  Jacqueline  has  beautiful  dark  brown  eyes  and  long 
dark  hair.   Her  big  spontaneous  smile  is  very  winning.   Her  father  sometimes  affectionately  calls 
her  "Gooch",  his  pet  nickname.  Jacqueline  loves  to  dance  and  sing.   But  most  of  all  she  loves 
riding  horses  at  her  Grandpa  Griffeth's  arena  in  Rexburg.   She  is  a  great  joy  to  her  family. 

3-  Logan  G riff eth  Lee.  Logan  is  exceptionally  big  for  his  age.   He's  rough  and  tough,  but  has  a 
gentle  personality.   His  blonde  hair  and  blue  eyes  and  light  complexion  are  a  contrast  to  his 
brother  and  sister.   Logan  is  a  wonderful  combination  of  independence,  sturdiness  and  yet  has  a 
sweet,  sensitive  spirit.   He  loves  the  new  family  dog,  Emi,  and  is  devoted  to  petting  and  feeding 
her.   He  tags  after  his  brother  and  sister  and  misses  them  when  they  are  away.   He  usually  greets 
them  with  a  big  hug,  then  a  tackle. 


Kevin  and  Julie  Lee  with  children  Jordan,  Jacqueline,  Logan 
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3  -  Jennifer  Lee  Barrus.        I  was  born  March  25,  1966  in  Washington,  D.C.  to  Robert  Rue  and 
Gwen  Jensen  Lee.   That  morning  our  car  wouldn't  start,  so  a  friend,  Richard  Marriott,  drove  my 
parents  to  the  hospital  for  my  birth  and  I've  had  expensive  tastes  ever  since. 

I  attended  schools  in  Boise  and  Rexburg,  Idaho.   In  Junior  High  I  loved  competing  in  the  800  and 
1600  meter  track  events.   One  school  year  I  would  wake  up  at  5:30  a.m.  nearly  every  morning  and 
run  7  miles  up  and  down  hills  in  the  cold  Rexburg  winter  so  that  I  could  win  all  of  my  races.   I  also 
loved  horses  and  the  wonderful  trail  rides  my  dad  would  take  us  on  in  the  summers.  Today,  I  dream  of 
having  a  pasture  of  my  own  full  of  horses.   Since  my  sister  Vanessa  plays  the  violin,  my  mom  plays 
the  piano  and  I  play  the  cello,  we  have  spent  many  choice  hours  playing  duets  and  trios.  This  has  been 
a  special  joy  in  my  life. 

My  husband,  Kent  L.  Barrus,  and  I  became  acquainted  in  the  school  orchestra  as  cello  stand 
partners  in  the  9th  grade  and  dated  off  and  on  throughout  high  school.   In  high  school,  I  enjoyed 
singing  in  the  Bel  Cantos  choir  and  playing  in  the  orchestra.   I  appreciated  being  part  of  a  good  group 
of  friends.  Kent  and  I  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in  Rexburg  in  1984.     I  attended  Rick 
College  on  a  music  scholarship.    The  highlight  of  my  years  at  Ricks  College  was  playing  the  cello  in 
the  chamber  orchestra  and  symphony  orchestra.   I  graduated  from  BYU  in  Elementary  Education  in 
1988.   My  other  interests  include  sewing,  cooking  and  gardening. 

Kent  went  on  a  mission  to  Cape  Town.  South  Africa.   Five  months  after  he  returned  we  were 
married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  May  28,  1987.   I  taught  music  appreciation  in  the  Meridian 
School  District  for  two  years  and  now  enjoy  being  home  full  time  with  our  four  darling  children; 
Victoria,  Patrick,  Benjamin  and  Christine.   Kent  is  a  kind  and  a  fun  father  to  them  and  a  good  husband 
for  me. 

After  Kent's  mission  and  our  marriage,  he  graduated  from  Ricks  College  and  went  on  to  Boise 
State  University  where  he  graduated  in  Respiratory  Therapy.   He  worked  as  a  Respiratory  Therapist  at 
St.  Alphonsus  Hospital  for  five  years.   He  currently  develops  and  markets  health  education  software 
and  is  CEO  of  Summetric  Interactive  Software  in  Boise.  Idaho.   Our  treasures  in  life  are  the  restored 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ,  our  great  heritage  and  our  four  beautiful  children.   I  have  served  as  Young 
Women  President,  Relief  Society  President,  choir  director  and  am  currently  a  Laurel  Advisor.   Kent  is 
in  the  Elders  Quorum  Presidency. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Victoria  Barrus  B  -  02  Nov  1989 

(2)  Patrick  Kent  Barrus  B  -  12  Feb  1992 

(3)  Benjamin  Lee  Barrus  B  -  16  Jan  1994 

(4)  Christina  Emily  Barrus  B  -  27  Apr  1997 

1  -  Victoria  Barrus.  Victoria  is  a  sweet,  obedient  daughter  with  beautiful  dark  brown  eyes,  a 
medium  complexion  and  long  blonde  hair.   Her  artistic  abilities  are  great  and  we  often  see  her 
drawing  and  coloring  pictures  of  nature  and  family.   She  loves  all  little  animals  and  they  love  her 
because  of  her  quiet  and  gentle  nature.   Doing  cartwheels  and  dancing  ballet  style  are  also  favorite 
pastimes.  Her  mind  is  keen  and  she  excels  in  school.  Her  vivid  imagination  is  fun  when  she  plays 
with  her  brothers  or  other  friends.   She  is  a  great  help  to  her  parents.   It  is  a  joy  for  us  to  see  her 
develop  an  understanding  and  testimony  of  the  restored  gospel. 

2  -  Patrick  Kent  Barrus.  Patrick  is  a  strong,  yet  affectionate  son  with  dark  grey-blue  eyes,  a 
light  complexion  and  creamy-white  hair.  He  is  a  confident  boy  who  has  loved  exploring  the  world 
since  he  learned  to  walk.  Being  musically  gifted,  he  has  a  clear  strong  voice  and  natural  rhythm. 
We  enjoy  his  sense  of  humor,  thoughtfulness,  generosity  and  appreciate  the  way  he's  learning  to 
control  his  temper.   He  loves  learning  and  is  smart.   He  really  enjoys  wrestling  with  his  brother 
and  dad.  When  he  throws  a  ball,  it  is  fast  and  straight.   Patrick  says  his  best  friends  are  Heavenly 
Father  and  Jesus  and  we're  so  grateful  he  is  developing  a  testimony. 
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3  -  Benjamin  Lee  Barrus.   Benjamin  is  a  sunny,  happy  son  with  big  piercing  blue  eyes,  a 
medium  complexion  and  blonde  hair.   Since  he  was  a  baby  he  has  had  a  ready  smile  for  everyone 
and  loves  everyone,  especially  his  dad.   We  think  he'll  be  a  football  player  because  he  is 
aggivssi\c  and  will  tackle  his  dad.   He  can  sing  in  tune  and  with  good  rhythm  and  loves  music. 
He  loves  to  find  sticks  and  turn  mem  into  swords  and  guns  and  have  dueling  matches  with  his 
brother,  Patrick.   We  feel  blessed  to  have  Benjamin  in  our  family. 

4  -  Christina  Emily  Barrus.  Christina  was  born  on  April  27,  1997,  in  Boise,  Idaho,  weighing  9 
lbs.  4  oz.  She  has  dark  eyes  and  hair.  Her  sweet,  contented  happy  disposition  brings  great  joy  to 
her  parents  and  brothers  and  sister.    She  is  a  new  born  as  mis  book  is  published. 


Jennifer  and  Kent  Barrus 
Patrick,  Benjamin,  Victoria 
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4  -  Vanessa  Lee  Baldwin.    I  was  born  March  12,  1970  in  Boise,  Idaho  to  Robert  Rue  and  Gwen 
Jensen  Lee,  just  15  minutes  before  Friday  the  13th  and  have  had  pretty  good  luck  since  then.   Growing 
up  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  I  spent  summers  trotting  around  on  a  fat  little  Welsh  pony,  attempting  to  "shoot 
the  duck"  at  R  skating  on  Saturdays  and  taking  violin  lessons  year  round,  thanks  to  my  devoted 
mother.   I  can  remember  schooling  my  little  brothers  in  a  game  of  one-on-one  in  basketball  and 
practicing  Dad's  patented  hook-bank  shot  and  his  Larry  Bird  fade  away.   This  all  came  in  handy  when 
I  played  high  school  basketball  and  our  Madison  High  School  Girls  Basketball  Team  won  the  Idaho 
State  Championship  in  1988.   One  of  the  highlights  of  my  high  school  career  was  being  honored  as 
Madison's  Junior  Miss  in  1987.   Playing  "The  Hot  Canary"  on  the  violin  won  it  for  me. 

After  graduating  from  Madison  High  School  in  1988,  I  met  my  future  husband,  Cole  Hatch 
Baldwin,  one  day  after  his  return  from  serving  a  mission  in  London,  England.   We  both  played 
basketball  for  Ricks  College  until  I  had  a  serious  knee  injury.   Cole  made  sure  he  was  at  each  of  my 
classes  to  carry  me  up  and  down  stairs  after  my  knee  surgery.   I  fell  in  love  with  this  heroic, 
enthusiastic,  6'5"  hunk  of  a  man.   Cole,  being  the  sentimental  type,  proposed  marriage  exactly  one 
year  after  we  met,  wearing  the  same  blue  flannel  shirt  worn  the  day  we  met.   We  were  married  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  August  17,  1989. 

We  both  graduated  from  Ricks  where  I  earned  a  degree  in  Nursing.   We  then  moved  to  Boise  to 
continue  Cole's  schooling  at  Boise  State  University.   I  worked  as  a  nurse  in  the  maternity  and  newborn 
units  at  St.  Luke's  hospital.   After  Cole  graduated  in  Political  Science  from  Boise  State  University,  he 
was  awarded  a  one-year  administrative  internship  with  the  President  of  Ricks  College,  so  we  lived  in 
Rexburg  during  the  academic  year  1993-94.   Cole  secured  a  good  job  with  State  Farm  Insurance  in 
Boise.  We  lived  in  Meridian,  Idaho  for  a  year  and  were  transferred  to  Lewiston,  Idaho,  in  June  1996. 

During  these  years  two  fine  sons  were  born,  Lex  and  Samuel.   They  are  the  center  of  our  lives. 
We  now  live  in  Lewiston,  Idaho  I  have  set  aside  my  nursing  career  and  love  being  home  full  time  to 
raise  our  boys.   Cole  is  a  regional  claims  representative  for  State  Farm  Insurance.   We  hope  to  some 
day  return  to  Eastern  Idaho  where  Cole  wants  to  have  his  own  insurance  agency. 

We  are  thankful  for  our  strong  pioneer  heritage  and  the  blessings  of  the  gospel  in  our  lives. 
Vanessa  is  currently  serving  in  the  Primary  presidency,  has  been  Primary  music  leader  and  Young 
Women's  basketball  coach.   Cole  has  worked  with  the  Young  Men  as  Priest  advisor  and  basketball 
coach  and  they  both  were  co-chairmen  of  the  ward  activity  committee. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Lex  Cole  Baldwin  B  -  23  Jun  1992 

(2)  Samuel  Lee  Baldwin  B  -  07  Jun  1994 

(3)  Jedidiah  Hugh  Baldwin  B  -  26  Sep  1997 

1  -  Lex  Cole  Baldwin.  Lex  is  a  handsome  brown  eyed,  blonde  haired  bundle  of  activity.   He  is 
physically  well  coordinated.   He  can  jump,  run  and  throw  the  ball  with  amazing  skill.   Lex  loves 
music  and  sings  well  and  responds  to  rhythm  with  his  whole  body.   He  has  always  loved  books  and 
one  of  his  favorite  pastimes  is  being  read  to.   Lex  is  independent  and  sometimes  impulsive.   If  he 
can  be  on  the  go,  then  he's  happy.   He's  an  expert  trampoline  jumper  and  can  do  front  flips.   He's 
bright  and  sensitive  and  does  a  good  job  of  watching  out  for  and  defending  his  little  brother, 
Samuel. 

2  -  Samuel  Lee  Baldwin.    Samuel  is  now  two  years  old.  He  has  dark  brown  eyes,  olive 
complexion  and  wonderful  curly  brown  hair.  He's  handsome  in  every  way.   Samuel  loves  four 
people;  his  mom,  his  dad,  Lex  and  his  Grandpa  Lee  (Bapa).  Samuel  depends  on  Lex  for  fun, 
excitement  and  companionship.   He  loves  all  kinds  of  animals,  especially  horses.   He  likes  to  tease 
others.   He  is  very  responsive  to  music  and  rhythm.   Samuel  is  either  very  happy  or  very  sad.   He 
is  learning  to  be  more  even  tempered.  Some  of  his  favorite  activities  are  jumping  on  the 
trampoline,  wrestling  with  his  dad  and  petting  horses.   He  is  a  delight  to  the  whole  family. 
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Cole  Baldwin,  Vanessa  (Lee)  Baldwin 
Front:  Lex  and  Samuel 


5  -  Bryan  DeMott  Lee.     I'm  a  true  Rexburgite.   I  was  born  in  Rexburg,  Idaho  on  June  10,  1973  to 
Robert  Rue  and  Gwen  Jensen  Lee  and  lived  there  the  first  19  years  of  my  life.   Our  family  home  is 
situated  on  the  South  Fork  of  the  Teton  River.   It  was  a  child's  paradise  with  willows  for  roaming, 
cats,  dogs  and  horses  and  lots  of  magpies  to  hunt.  I  was  three  years  old  when  the  Teton  Dam  Flood 
occurred  and  left  water,  mud  and  debris  over  our  acreage  and  in  our  basement.   Our  favorite  play 
thereafter  was  building  miniature  Teton  Dam  floods  in  the  garden— very  muddy  play.   I  was  fortunate 
to  have  two  big  brothers  to  take  me  places,  two  big  sisters  to  tend  me  and  two  little  brothers  as 
playmates.   My  childhood  was  happy  and  carefree. 

At  age  13  I  received  the  Eagle  Scout  Award,  much  to  the  surprise  of  my  parents.  When  I  was  14 
years  old  I  got  a  job  as  a  Kayak  instructor  on  the  Salmon  River  with  the  Boy  Scouts  High  Adventure 
Camp.   I  spent  three  summers  in  Salmon,  Idaho  guiding  youth  groups  down  the  river  and  teaching 
them  kayaking  skills.   Some  of  my  best  friends  are  kayaking  buddies.  Kayaking  became  "my  love"  and 
remains  my  passion.   I  have  kayaked  all  over  Idaho  on  the  Payette,  the  Snake  at  Hagerman,  the  Teton 
and  South  Fork  of  the  Snake—just  give  me  white  water!  I  was  born  with  a  free  and  adventurous  spirit. 

I  chose  to  learn  the  guitar,  so  after  three  years  of  lessons  I  was  able  to  play  and  sing  a  big 
notebook  full  of  songs.   For  all  the  family  gatherings  and  especially  for  Grandpa  Jensen,  I  played  sing- 
a-long  and  special  numbers  with  Richard  and  Jared.   Our  most  popular  request  was  "Grandma's 
Feather  Bed" .   I  loved  hunting  with  Dad,  Grandpa  Lee  and  my  brothers.  I  got  my  first  elk  when  I  was 
12.  I  cherish  the  memories  of  our  outings  in  the  beautiful  mountains  around  Ashton. 

Football  was  my  sport  in  little  league  and  through  high  school.   I  became  pretty  confident  and 
skilled  as  defensive  free  safety.   I  attended  schools  in  Madison  and  graduated  from  Madison  High 
School  with  honors  in  1991 .   I  completed  one  year  at  Ricks  College  before  serving  a  great  mission  in 
Brisbane,  Australia  from  1992-1994.   My  testimony  and  leadership  skills  grew  tremendously  in 
Australia.   I  truly  learned  to  appreciate  and  communicate  with  people  spirit  to  spirit.  My  family  thinks 
of  me  as  "the  great  communicator."   I  like  people  and  talking  with  them  either  personally  or  through 
public  speaking. 
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My  high  school  sweetheart  and  best  friend,  Hilaree  Archibald  faithfully  wrote  and  supported  me 
on  my  mission.  She's  beautiful  and  I  love  her  goodness  and  kind,  compassionate  ways.  We  were 
married  November  18,  1995  after  I  graduated  from  Ricks  College.   I'm  currently  a  senior  at  the 
University  of  Idaho  in  Moscow  and  have  been  accepted  in  Creighton  for  dental  school.   Hilaree  is 
working  on  her  degree  in  Accounting.  Hilaree  and  I  are  Ward  Activity  Chairpersons  for  the  Moscow 
Student  Ward.  We  appreciate  the  truth  of  the  gospel,  love  each  other  and  honor  our  great  Murdoch 
family  heritage. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Garrett  Solomon 


B-  13  Dec  1997 


Bryan  and  Hilaree  Lee 


6  -  Richard  Garrett  Lee.  From  the  beginning  I  was  a  champion,  born  June  8,  1975  to  Robert  Rue 
and  Gwen  Jensen  Lee  in  Rexburg,  weighing  in  at  10  lbs.  5  oz.  and  coming  into  the  world  as  a  breech 
baby.  I  hold  the  record  as  the  biggest  baby  in  the  family.  Our  family  needed  a  peacemaker,  someone 
kind  and  gentle,  so  I  fulfilled  that  need. 

The  Teton  Dam  Flood  hit  our  home  and  community  two  days  before  my  first  birthday  and 
disrupted  our  lives.  I  was  sent  up  to  Ashton  to  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Jensen's  for  a  week  while  the 
mud  and  debris  was  cleared  out  of  the  basement  and  yard.   Our  home  was  a  kid's  paradise  with  the 
South  Fork  of  the  Teton  River  in  our  back  yard.  We  had  room  to  roam  and  explore.   I  had  the  love  of 
two  older  brothers  and  2  older  sisters  and  the  middle  spot  between  Bryan  and  Jared.  We  always  had 
lots  of  action  with  our  athletics,  hunting,  fishing  and  musical  activities. 

When  I  was  14,  Dad  took  Bryan,  Jared  and  me  to  Alaska.   I  caught  a  50  lb.  king  salmon  which 
today  hangs  over  our  family  room's  mantel.  That  same  summer  my  testimony  and  appreciation  for 
my  pioneer  ancestors  grew  tremendously  when  I  participated  in  a  hand  cart  pioneer  trek  in  Utah.  I 
love  football  and  played  defensive  linebacker  in  little  league  and  through  senior  high.  Knee  surgery 
put  an  end  to  football  after  I  graduated  from  Madison  High  in  1993. 

I  learned  to  play  the  guitar  which  eventually  led  to  some  great  adventures  and  fun.  In  the  summer 
of  1993, 1  toured  Holland,  Denmark  and  Sweden  with  the  Ricks  College  American  Folk  Dancers  as 
the  band's  guitarist.  The  next  year  at  Ricks  I  decided  to  become  a  dogger  and  dance  on  the  folk  dance 
team.   During  the  summer  of  1994  we  toured  and  danced  in  Spain  and  France  for  a  month.   It  was  a 
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great  experience  because  we  were  ambassadors  for  Ricks  College  and  the  Church. 

After  one  year  at  Ricks,  I  left  for  a  mission  to  North  Sydney,  Australia  in  September  of  1994.   I 
have  had  a  great  mission  and  served  as  assistant  to  President  Lynn  Dredge.   I  returned  in  August  of 
1996.    I  have  finished  school  at  Ricks  with  the  help  of  an  academic  scholarship  and  will  go  on  to  build 
.i  solid  profession  through  additional  college  education. 

The  gospel  is  ver>  (rue  and  precious.   I'm  grateful  for  the  blessing  of  a  good  family  and  a  great 
Mormon  heritage. 


Richard  Garrett  Lee 


7  -  Jared  Thomas  Lee.   I  have  a  special  place  in  our  family,  being  the  youngest  of  seven  children.  I 
was  born  in  Rexburg  on  April  14,  1977  to  Robert  Rue  and  Gwen  Jensen  Lee.   It  has  been  hard  to 
outgrow  the  designation   "the  three  little  boys",  because  that's  what  Bryan,  Richard  and  I  were  for  so 
many  years! 

Now  I'm  serving  a  mission  in  Padova,  Italy  so  Mom  will  have  to  tell  about  me.    When  I  first 
learned  to  walk,  our  family  bought  a  trampoline  as  a  reward  for  reading  the  Book  of  Mormon 
together.   I  think  jumping  on,  sleeping  on  and  dunking  the  basketball  from  that  trampoline  helped 
develop  my  love  for  athletics.   Athletics  have  always  been  very  important  to  me. 

I  grew  up  learning  to  pray  for  Rob's  and  Kevin's  success  as  they  served  as  missionaries.  I  learned 
to  play  the  guitar  and  enjoy  music,  but  some  of  my  greatest  memories  center  around  hunting  and 
fishing  with  my  Dad  and  brothers.   I  played  football,  basketball  and  baseball  all  through  my  growing 
up  and  little  league  years.   Football  and  basketball  were  my  sports  through  high  school  and  that  is 
where  I  developed  strong  friendships  that  have  been  very  important.  It  was  a  great  thrill  when  we  won 
the  State  Football  Championship  my  senior  year. 

When  I  was  14  years  old,  I  was  stricken  with  an  unusual  disease  call  Guillain  Barre'  Syndrome.  It 
quickly  brought  on  paralysis  of  my  legs,  arms  and  all  muscles.  For  ten  days  I  was  in  the  neuro-critical 
care  unit  at  the  University  of  Utah  Hospital.   I  couldn't  move  and  was  kept  breathing  with  a  ventilator. 
My  family  and  many  friends  exercised  their  faith  by  praying  and  fasting  for  me.   My  brother  Rob, 
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then  in  medical  school,  researched  this  disease  and  found  a  new  treatment  which  the  doctors  tried.  My 
recovery  was  miraculous  and  I  soon  regained  full  strength  and  agility.  It  was  the  most  humbling 
experience  I  ever  hope  to  have.  I  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in  1995,  having  had  many 
good  friends  and  athletic  experiences.  With  the  help  of  an  academic  scholarship  I  completed  one  year 
at  Ricks  College.   The  highlight  of  that  year  was  playing  football  for  Ricks  College  as  a  defensive 
safety.   I  saw  a  lot  of  Arizona,  since  most  of  our  competition  was  among  Arizona  schools.   My 
mission  to  Padova,  Italy  began  April  24,  1996,  with  two  months  of  language  training  in  the  MTC. 
Here  in  Italy  I'm  finding  the  language  and  culture  very  challenging,  but  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is 
helping  me  greatly.    I'm  thankful  for  my  testimony.   I  know  that  my  life  was  preserved  to  serve  the 
Lord  and  my  fellow  men. 


Jared  Thomas  Lee 


2  -  MARILYN  MEARL  LEE  KIDD.    Marilyn  Mearl  Lee  was  born  on  July  12,  1934  at  Ashton,  Idaho. 
She  attended  elementary  school  in  Pocatello  and  Tyhee,  Idaho.   When  she  was  twelve  years  old,  her  father 
moved  to  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  where  she  attended  fifth  grade.   The  next  year,  the  family  moved  to 
Ashton,  Idaho,  where  Marilyn  completed  grade  school.   She  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School 
in  May  of  1952. 

On  August  29,  1952,  Marilyn  Mearl  Lee  and  Clark  Jackson  Kidd  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple.   Following  their  marriage,  both  enrolled  in  the  fall  term  at  Ricks  College.   In  January  of  1953, 
Clark  was  drafted  into  the  Armed  Forces  and  was  stationed  at  Fort  Lewis,  Washington.   Upon  completion 
of  his  basic  training,  Clark  and  Marilyn  were  reunited  and  spent  the  next  year  and  a  half  at  Lakewood, 
Washington,  a  small  "bedroom"  community  of  Tacoma.  Their  first  child,  Teresa  Ann,  was  born  at 
Madigan  Army  Hospital,  on  February  11,  1954. 

Following  his  term  of  service,  the  family  returned  to  Rexburg,  Idaho,  where  Clark  resumed  his 
studies  at  Ricks  College.   During  this  time  period,  their  second  child,  Clark  Bruce,  was  born  on  May  6, 
1955.   In  July  of  1955,  they  moved  to  Logan,  Utah,  where  Clark  attended  Utah  State  University.   He 
graduated  in  June  of  1957,  with  a  degree  in  Business  Administration.   Another  son,  Robert  Lee,  was  born 
on  July  8,  1957. 
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After  graduation,  Clark  worked  for  Utah  State  University  Printing  Services.   The  family  moved  to 
River  Heights  (just  south  o\  Logan)  and  Michael  Lee  was  born  on  April  30,  1960.   Two  more  sons  were 
born:  George  Curtis.  March  29,  1968  and  Alan  Lee,  April  29,  1970.   Clark  continued  to  work  for  Utah 
State  University  for  thirty  years,  retiring  in  December  of  1986.   Clark  passed  away  June  14,  1997. 

When  their  last  child,  Alan,  entered  high  school,  Marilyn  enrolled  at  Utah  State  University,  where  she 
received  a  degree  in  Special  Education.  She  worked  at  Head  Start,  Utah  State  University  and  as  a  teacher 
at  River  Heights  Elementary  School  in  the  Special  Education  Department. 

During  the  years  (lark  and  Marilyn  have  lived  in  River  Heights,  he  has  served  as  Sunday  School 
teacher.  High  Priest  Quorum  teacher.  Stake  Missionary,  Stake  Young  Men's  President,  Bishop's 
Counselor,  Bishop,  High  Counselor  and  Stake  Executive  Secretary.     Marilyn  has  served  as  a  Primary 
teacher  and  president;   as  a  counselor  and  president  in  the  YWMIA;  as  a  Relief  Society  Board  member, 
and  as  a  counselor  and  president  in  the  ward  Relief  Society. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Teresa  Ann 

(2)  Bruce 

(3)  Robert  Lee 


(4)  Michael  Lee 

(5)  George  Curtis 

(6)  Alan  Lee 


B-  11  Feb  1954 
B- 06  May  1955 
B- 08  Jul  1957 


B- 30  Apr  1960 
B- 29  Mar  1968 
B-25  Apr  1970 


M  -  13  Jul  1973  to  Phillip  Kraig  Olsen 

M  -  13  Mar  1980  to  Elaine  Jae  Jorgensen 

M  -  08  May  1981  to  Marilyn  Joan  Walker  (Div) 

M  -  26  Apr  1995  to  Tanya  Smith 

Annulled  June  1995 

M  -  18  Sep  1985  to  Suzann  Stenquist 

M  -  02  Oct  1997  to  Yolanda  York 


Back  (L  to  R):  Bruce,  Alan,  Elaine  (Jorgensen),  Michael,  Phillip  Olsen,  Marilyn  (Walker),  Robert,  Curtis 
Sitting  (L  to  R):  Clark  holding  Katie,  Allen,  Teresa  holding  Kaehla,  Marilyn  (Lee)  Kidd  holding  Ashley 


1  -  Teresa  Ann  Kidd  Olsen.  Teresa  Ann  Kidd  was  born  February  1 1 ,  1954  at  Madigan  Army 
Hospital  near  Tacoma,  Washington  where  her  father  was  stationed  in  the  Army.   She  is  the  only 
daughter  and  oldest  of  six  children  born  to  Clark  J.  Kidd  and  Marilyn  Mearl  Lee.   After  living  briefly 
in  Tacoma,  Washington,  Rexburg,  Idaho  and  Logan,  Utah,  she  was  raised  in  River  Heights  just  south 
of  Logan. 

Teresa  attended  River  Heights  Elementary,  South  Cache  Junior  High  in  Hyrum  and  graduated 
from  Sky  View  High  School  in  Smithfield  in  1972.   She  began  attending  Utah  State  University  but 
stopped  to  work  full-time  when  she  married  a  returned  missionary  and  dairy/crop  farmer,  Phillip  K. 
Olsen  of  Paradise  (who  was  also  attending  USU)  on  July  13,  1973  in  the  Logan  LDS  Temple. 

Employment  experience  has  ranged  from  chief  credit  reporter  and  collections  secretary  at  the 
Credit  Bureau  of  Logan  to  being  main  cashier  at  USU  Bookstore  in  charge  of  the  money  and  cash 
flow.   She  was  a  receptionist  and  technician  at  Mountain  View  Vet  Clinic,  has  worked  as  a  substitute 
resource  teacher  and  has  processed  medical  insurance  claims  electronically.    During  her  twenty  plus 
years  of  marriage,  she  has  also  worked  on  the  farm  she  and  her  husband  own,  driving  tractors,  feeding 
calves,  doctoring  cows  (and  horses),  or  pulling  calves  -  whatever  may  come  along  on  any  given  day. 

Phil  and  Teresa  have  three  children  and  all  are  involved  on  die  farm.   Allen,  born  August  12, 
1978,  is  interested  in  motorcycles  and  swimming.   He  milks  cows  and  moves  pipe  and  has  enough 
muscle  to  really  count  when  its  time  to  stack  hay.   Kaehla,  born  May  30,  1980,  likes  horses  and 
friends.   She  feeds  calves  and  also  moves  pipe  and  is  a  handy  helper  in  general.   Aaron,  born 
December  19,  1986  (a  very  special  Christmas  present!),  loves  to  play  soccer  and  has  a  blue  belt  in 
Karate  with  plans  to  continue  his  training.   Aaron  mostly  enjoys  directing  everyone  else,  but  he  also 
moves  pipe  and  knows  how  every  control  in  the  bale  wagon  works.   As  soon  as  his  legs  get  long 
enough,  he'll  probably  be  running  it. 

Phil's  winter  hobby,  which  involves  the  whole  family,  is  snowmobiling.   The  summers  are  a 
constant  and  never-ending  work  load  with  little,  if  any.  time  for  fun.   Therefore,  our  family  plays  hard 
when  the  snow  flies  and  everyone  rides  a  machine  and  does  it  well.   Another  family  project  is  helping 
to  care  for  Phil's  elderly  parents  who  still  live  nearby  in  their  own  home.   This  includes  running 
errands,  chauffeuring,  housework,  medication,  food  and  visits.   We  have  been  blessed  to  have  them  so 
near. 

Our  family  is  active  in  our  Paradise  St.  Ward  (LDS)  Church.   Phil  has  served  in  the  Elder's 
Quorum  Presidency,  Young  Men's  Presidency,  as  Sunday  School  Teacher,  Elder's  Quorum  Teacher 
and  as  a  Home  Teacher.   Teresa  has  filled  numerous  callings  in  the  Young  Women's  organization  in 
the  presidency  and  as  an  advisor.  She  has  been  a  teacher  and  a  chorister  in  Primary,  a  teacher  in  the 
Sunday  School  and  has  served  in  the  Relief  Society  organization  presidency  and  as  a  visiting  teacher. 
Allen  is  secretary  in  his  Priests'  Quorum  and  is  currently  close  to  receiving  his  Eagle  Award  in  the 
Scouting  Program.   Kaehla  is  earning  her  Young  Women  awards  and  Aaron  is  eagerly  involved  in  the 
Cub  Scout  program. 

Phil  is  serving  on  the  Cache  County  Weed  Board,  is  secretary  of  the  Porcupine  Reservoir 
Company,  is  involved  with  the  Paradise  Lion's  Club  and  on  the  board  of  the  Highline  Canal  Company. 
He  is  resourceful  and  industrious  and  is  often  called  upon  by  friends  and  neighbors  for  help  or  for 
mechanical  advice. 

Teresa  has  been  involved  with  various  4-H  clubs  and  projects  through  the  years  with  a  special 
interest  in  horses.   She  is  currently  serving  as  a  volunteer  in  a  project  for  USU's  Dr.  Larry  Slade  who 
is  developing  a  new  breed  of  horse-a  cross  between  a  pony  and  a  Tennessee  Walker  (a  smaller 
version  of  a  "gaited"  horse),  intended  to  be  used  therapeutically  for  handicapped  and  disabled  riders. 
She  has  served  on  the  PTA  board  at  Lincoln  elementary  and  has  been  a  room  mother  since  Allen  was 
in  kindergarten.  Friends  jokingly  refer  to  her  as  "doctor"  (a  psychiatrist),  because  she  is  so  easy  to 
talk  to  and  willing  to  listen  when  they  are  troubled.   She  enjoys  helping  others  and  derives  much 
satisfaction  from  giving  service. 


130 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Allen  Eric 

(2)  Kaehla  Marie 

(3)  Aaron  Phillip 


B-  12  Aug  1978 
B- 30  May  1980 
B-  19  Dec  1986 


Standing  (L  to  R):  Allen,  Teresa  (Kidd),  Kaehla 
Sitting  (L  to  R):  Aaron,  Phillip  Olsen 


2  -  Clark  Bruce  Kidd.        Clark  was  born  May  6,  1955,  in  Madison  County,  Rexburg,  Idaho,  the 
first  son  and  second  child  of  Marilyn  Mearl  Lee  Kidd  and  Clark  Jackson  Kidd.   In  July  of  1955, 
Bruce's  parents  took  him  to  live  in  Logan,  Utah,  while  his  father  finished  his  schooling  at  Utah  State 
University.   In  the  fall  of  1958,  he  moved  into  a  house  at  390  East  700  South  in  River  Heights,  a 
suburb  of  Logan.   From  there  he  attended  River  Heights  Elementary  School,  South  Cache  Junior  High 
School,  Sky  View  High  School  and  Utah  State  University. 

Bruce  Kidd  and  Elaine  Jorgensen  met  each  other  in  1 979  at  Utah  State  University  in  Logan  Utah 
while  they  were  both  attending  college.  They  met  at  church  where  both  were  Sunday  school  teachers. 
They  were  married  March  13,  1980  and  in  May  of  1980,  Bruce  graduated  from  college  and  was 
commissioned  as  a  2nd  Lieutenant  in  the  U.S.  Air  Force.   Bruce  continued  to  work  at  the  university 
library  through  the  summer,  while  Elaine  worked  at  Macey's  grocery  store.   In  October  they  reported 
for  active  duty  in  the  service. 

Their  assignments  in  the  military  took  them  to  California,  Ohio,  Utah,  back  to  Ohio,  to  Israel,  to 
Idaho  and  then  to  Alaska.   As  their  family  grew,  they  saw  and  experienced  many  things  and  similar  to 
other  military  "vagabond"  families,  they  did  not  put  down  deep  roots.   Their  hearts  remained,  to  some 
degree,  in  their  home  state  of  Utah. 

Their  first  child,  Katherine  Jae  Kidd  ("Katie"),  was  born  in  California  at  the  Oak  Knoll  Regional 
Naval  hospital,  on  24  May,  1981 .   Their  second  child,  Christopher  Clark  Kidd,  was  born  in  the  same 
hospital  on  27  May,  1983.   Next  was  Heidi  Jo  Kidd,  born  at  the  Wright-Patterson  Air  Force  Base 
hospital  in  Green  County  in  Ohio.   Next  was  Kassandra  Lee  Kidd  ("Kassie"),  born  at  the  Hill  AFB 
hospital  in  Davis  County  in  Utah.  Finally,  Hailey  Marie  Kidd  was  born  in  the  same  hospital  as  her 
sister  Heidi,  at  Wright-Patt  AFB,  Ohio. 
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Bruce 's  boss,  Major  Woody,  encouraged  him  to  apply  for  a  Master's  Degree  program  with  the 
Air  Force  Institute  of  Technology.   Major  Woody  had  done  it  and  he  said  "its  the  best  deal  in  the  Air 
Force."  Bruce  applied,  thinking  he  would  not  be  selected  his  first  year,  but  to  his  surprise,  he  was 
accepted.   He  left  a  job  he  enjoyed  after  1  Vi  years  to  begin  the  degree  program  (in  logistics)  in 
residence  at  the  AFIT  school  at  Wright-Patt.  Bruce  wrote  a  thesis  on  ethics,  which  was  very  different 
from  the  normal  AFIT  thesis  and  was  awarded  the  Commandant's  Award  for  the  best  thesis  in  his 
graduating  class.   Bruce  men  requested  assignment  to  Hill  Air  Force  Base  in  Utah,  mainly  to  be  closer 
to  family. 

Looking  for  more  adventure  while  still  in  their  youth,  Bruce  &  Elaine  decided  to  volunteer  for  an 
overseas  assignment,  thinking  to  go  to  Greece  and  learn  from  the  culture  and  environment.   Bruce  sent 
his  paperwork  to  the  Air  Force  Contract  Maintenance  Center  (AFCMC)  to  volunteer  for  me  job. 
Instead  he  was  offered  a  job  at  AFCMC  headquarters  (HQ)  back  at  Wright-Patt.   Thinking  it  bad 
politics  to  turn  down  the  offer,  Bruce  accepted  the  assignment  and  they  moved  back  in  October  of 
1989. 

About  May  of  1991 ,  Bruce  attended  a  manpower  meeting  and  noted  there  was  an  upcoming 
vacancy  for  an  AF  major  in  Israel.   He  volunteered  for  the  job.   Shortly  there  after,  the  commander 
from  Israel  came  to  HQ  for  a  conference.   He  interviewed  Bruce  and  told  him  he  had  the  job.  Bruce 
and  Elaine  left  with  their  family  in  August  1991  for  Israel. 

The  trip  to  Israel  was  indeed  an  ordeal.   Some  20  hours  in  transit,  with  jostling  stops  in 
international  terminals,  entering  into  a  different  culture  with  different  expectations  of  politeness  and 
rudeness.    Arriving  in  Israel,  the  US  Embassy  assigned  them  a  house  in  Herzliya  Pituach,  a  bedroom 
community  several  miles  north  of  Tel  Aviv.  Their  new  home  was  a  towering  house,  split  level  with  7 
levels  and  8  bedrooms.   (With  one  of  the  larger  families,  they  were  assigned  one  o\'  the  larger  houses). 

Attending  church  was  a  big  challenge.   The  branch  for  all  of  southern  Israel  met  at  the  Brigham 
Young  University  (BYU)  Center  for  Near  Eastern  Studies  in  Eastern  Jerusalem.   (The  center  was  said 
by  some  to  be  the  most  expensive  building  the  church  had  ever  built).   On  Mount  Scopus,  between  the 
Hebrew  University  and  the  Mount  of  Olives,  the  assembly  room  had  an  all  glass  front,  with  a  breath 
taking  view  of  the  Old  City  of  Jerusalem  (as  rebuilt  by  the  Turks  in  the  middle  ages).   It  was  about  a 
50  mile  drive,  one  way,  to  go  to  church.   A  few  times,  the  family  attended  the  only  other  branch  in 
Israel,  the  Galilee  branch,  which  met  in  a  house  in  Tiberius.    Israel  was  a  great  cultural  opportunity 
for  the  entire  family.   Among  other  things,  seeing  sites  such  as  Old  Jerusalem,  the  Garden  Tomb, 
Meggido  (for  Armageddon),  Caesaria,  Massada,  Jaffa,  Appolonia,  Bethlehem  and  so  forth.   The 
children  greatly  enjoyed  their  school  at  me  American  International  School  in  Kfar  Shmaryahu  and  had 
many  friends  from  their  school  and  embassy  relationships.   They  got  to  know  children  not  only  from 
Israel  but  South  America,  Italy,  Australia  and  so  form.   Heidi  was  baptized  in  the  Jordan  River,  near 
where  it  comes  from  the  Lake  Kinneret  or  Sea  of  Galilee.   Visits  from  Elaine's  parents,  Bruce  s 
parents  and  Bruce's  Uncle  Jack  helped  make  the  trip  to  Israel  an  exciting  time. 

Bruce  assisted  in  church  duties  as  a  counselor  in  the  Melchizedek  Priesthood  Quorum  (Elders  and 
High  Priests  met  together).  He  was  able  to  meet  and  associate  with  excellent  teachers  and  leaders  at 
the  BYU  center.   Brother  Bill  Adams  was  also  the  Regional  Security  Officer  at  the  Embassy.   There 
were  several  members  in  Tel  Aviv  besides  those  associated  with  the  embassy.   A  few  were  Jewish, 
some  were  from  African  nations,  residing  in  Israel  to  work  and  make  money  to  send  back  home  and 
most  were  from  South  American  nations,  also  in  Israel  to  work.  For  the  first  year,  Bruce  was  the  only 
church  member  in  the  Jerusalem  Branch  who  spoke  English  and  Spanish  and  was  the  only  tie  to  these 
people.  Some  of  the  members  from  Peru  were  diagnosed  with  tuberculosis.  They  could  not  work  to 
pay  bills  or  buy  medicine,  had  no  medical  insurance  and  were  in  the  country  illegally.   With  Church 
financing,  Bruce  helped  them  get  out  of  the  country,  back  to  Peru  where  they  could  have  access  to 
socialized  medicine. 

Work  for  Bruce  was  a  tremendous  challenge.  He  was  the  Chief  of  the  Contracting  Division, 
dealing  with  the  Quality  Assurance  Division,  the  Engineering  &  Program  Mgmt  Division  and  the 
Mission  Support  Division,  as  well  as  the  command  section.  In  October  of  1992,  Ms.  Terry  Alexander 
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arrived  as  the  newly  hired  contracting  Officer,  ending  the  7  month  vacancy.    Bruce  had  known  her  in 
Ohio  and  she  was  a  tremendous  help.    When  Bruce  left  the  next  June,  his  job  was  civilianized  and  she 
was  selected  to  take  his  place     In  November  of  1992,  he  was  promoted  to  Major,  based  on  the 
recommendation  he  had  received  from  Rear  Admiral  Select  Vincent  and  the  selection  board  held 
during  his  previous  assignment  al  Wright-Patt. 

Looking  tor  a  change,  he  volunteered  tor  Special  Duty  as  an  ROTC  instructor  at  Washington  State 
University.   An  added  bonus  was  that  they  also  taught  at  the  University  of  Idaho.   Bruce  and  Elaine 
moved  the  family  to  Moscow  Idaho.  After  two  years,  He  volunteered  for  jobs  in  Hawaii,  Mexico, 
Germany,  talked  to  people  about  assignments  in  Turkey  and  Russia  and  also  volunteered  for  a  job  in 
Alaska,  for  which  he  was  selected. 

The  adventure  to  Alaska  started  8  June  95,  as  the  family  started  its  drive  towards  and  up  the 
Alaska  Canadian  Highway,  at  least  a  once  in  a  lifetime  experience.   A  small  appreciation  for  the 
vastness  of  God's  creations  begins  to  set  in.   Other  family  memories  might  include  Katie  finding  a 
dead  black  bear  by  the  road,  Chris  with  ring  worm,  seeing  beaver  at  work  at  Pink  Mountain,  getting 
headlice,  possibly  at  Pink  Mountain,  getting  a  crack  in  the  windshield  from  a  rock,  the  speeding  ticket 
(expensive  in  Canada! ),  staying  in  the  temporary  lodging  facility  for  over  a  month.  It  was  a  relief  to 
finally  move  in  about  the  middle  of  August.   The  kids  had  some  adjustments  to  make.   They  enjoyed 
nature,  fishing,  the  sun  up  till  midnight  and  so  forth,  but  they  still  missed  dear  friends  and 
surroundings  in  Idaho. 

At  work,  Bruce  is  the  Chief  of  the  Specialized  Flight,  which  buys  and  administers  "out  of  the 
ordinary"  contracts  in  the  squadron.   Their  workload  is  mainly  buying  and  administering  contracts  for 
contractor  operation  and  maintenance  of  the  Radar  system  throughout  Alaska  (17  long-range  radars,  3 
short  range)  and  contractor  operation  and  maintenance  of  forward  operating  bases  at  Galena,  King 
Salmon  and  Erickson  AFBs,  also  operation  and  maintenance  of  the  combat  training  range  at 
Sparrevon. 

What  of  the  future?   Bruce 's  heart  still  feels  that  home  is  in  Cache  Valley  Utah  and  he  day  dreams 
about  moving  back  to  Smithfield  Utah  so  his  kids  can  go  to  Sky  View  High  School,  where  he 
graduated  in  1973.   One  possibility  is  to  stay  in  Alaska.   Some  of  the  family  still  dream  that  it  would 
be  nice  to  move  back  to  Israel,  into  Bruce' s  old  job  that  was  civilianized.   A  possible  wrinkle  would  be 
to  move  back  to  Idaho.   Here's  to  the  future  and  to  prosperity  and  to  all  the  wondrous  adventures  this 
world  has  to  offer. 

C.B.K.,  13  Jan  96 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katherine  Jae  B  -  24  May  1981 

(2)  Christopher  Clark  B  -  27  May  1983 

(3)  Heidi  Joe  B-  18  Oct  1984 

(4)  Kassandra  Lee  B  -  01  Dec  1987 

(5)  Hailey  Marie  B  -  26  Apr  1990 
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Back  (L  to  R):  Heidi.  Chris.  Elaine  (Jorgensen) 
Front:  (L  to  R):  Hailey,  Katie,  Bruce.  Kassie  Kidd 


3  -  Robert  Lee  Kidd.   I  was  born  July  8,  1957,  in  Logan.  Cache  County,  Utah,  the  second  son  and 
third  child  of  Clark  Jackson  Kidd  and  Marilyn  Mearl  Lee  Kidd.   We  lived  in  a  small  basement 
apartment  in  Logan,  at  181  West  St.  South,  just  across  the  street  North  of  the  Logan  High  School, 
until  I  was  about  one.  We  moved  to  the  South  side  of  River  Heights,  at  390  East  700  South,  (a  suburb 
of  Logan)  and  my  parents  made  this  a  permanent  residence. 

I  attended  River  Heights  Elementary  School,  South  Cache  Junior  High  School  (in  Hyrum,  Utah) 
and  Sky  View  High  School  (in  Smithfield,  Utah).   I  also  attended  two  years  at  Utah  State  University, 
both  before  and  after  my  LDS  mission. 

I  received  a  call  to  serve  an  LDS  mission  to  the  Bristol  Mission  in  England,  to  start  in  November 
of  1977,  I  served  until  December  of  1979.  During  this  time  I  met  some  very  special  people  and  fell 
in  love  with  the  area  called  Wales.   It  was  in  Wales  that  I  served  the  latter  part  of  my  mission  and 
where  I  felt  like  I  was  most  effective  and  successful. 

On  May  8,  1981, 1  married  Marilyn  Joan  Walker  (originally  from  Salt  Lake  City)  in  the  Logan 
Temple.  We  lived  a  few  houses  East  of  my  parents  in  River  Heights  and  had  our  daughter  Ashley 
Tara  Kidd  on  Feb.  16,  1982.   Our  son  Zachary  Aaron  Kidd  was  born  on  Feb.  23,  1985  and  in  March 
of  that  year  we  moved  to  Southwest  Logan  (just  across  the  street  West  from  the  golf  course).  We 
lived  there  for  10  years  and  then  moved  to  a  small  home  in  Young  Ward. 

About  six  months  after  moving,  Marilyn  and  I  separated  and  I  rented  lodging  from  my  sister 
Teresa  and  her  husband  Phillip  K.  Olsen  at  their  home  in  Paradise,  Utah.   After  the  divorce  was 
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finalized  and  having  spent  about  a  year  with  the  Olsen's,  I  remarried.   This  second  marriage  ended  in 
an  annulment  and  my  daughter  Ashley  and  I  took  up  residence  in  River  Heights,  where  I  currently 
reside  at  406  East  700  South.    My  son  Zak  is  still  with  his  mother  in  California. 

I  was  horn  with  a  very  keen  interest  in  tilings  that  burned  gasoline,  mostly  go-karts  and 
motorcycles.   This  served  me  well  as  I  came  equipped  with  excellent  mechanical  aptitude  and  studied 
automotives  thinking  to  become  a  car  mechanic.    I  dabbled  a  bit  working  at  an  auto  dealer,  several  car 
parts  stores,  several  motorcycle  dealers  and  ended  up  working  for  a  medical  test  equipment 
manufacturer  (Wescor,  my  first  "real"  job). 

After  6  '.'  years  working  for  Wescor  (doing  their  printed  circuit  board  design  and  manufacture),  I 
moved  on  to  Space  Systems  [Engineering   (a  break-away  company  from  the  Space  Dynamics  Lab  at 
Utah  State  University).   This  job  seemed  to  be  my  niche  in  life,  as  I  did  a  lot  of  mechanical  assembly 
work  and  some  electronics.   The  aerospace  research  work  that  Space  Systems  Engr.  did  was 
fascinating  and  intriguing.    In  July  1992,  SSE  sold  out  to  Mission  Research  Corporation  (main  office 
in  Santa  Barbara,  CA),  who  hired  me  to  do  the  same  job  for  them.   I  am  currently  employed  with 
MRC.   Most  of  our  work  is  centered  around  building  UV  scanning  and  recording  chambers  that  are 
launched  into  space  for  recording  various  data  for  space  research  projects.   Robert  L.  Kidd,  Feb.  1996 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ashley  Tara  B-  16  Feb  1982 

(2)  Zachary  Aaron  B  -  23  Feb  1985 


4  -  Michael  Lee  Kidd.  I  was  born  into  an  active  family  in  the  L.D.S.  Church.  I  have  one  older 
sister.  Teresa,  two  older  brothers,  Bruce  and  Robert  and  two  younger  brothers,  (George)  Curtis  and 
Alan.  I  was  born  on  April  30,  1960  in  the  Logan  LDS  Hospital.  I  spent  the  next  20  years  living  in  the 
same  house  in  Logan.  When  I  was  20.  I  left  for  two  years  as  a  missionary  in  the  Belgium  Antwerp 
Mission,  where  I  learned  to  speak  a  dialect  of  Dutch  called  Flemish.  I  also  think  I  learned  a  lot  about 
myself  and  about  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ.  After  I  returned,  I  lived  three  more  years  in  our  home  in 
Logan  (same  home). 

I  was  a  terrible  tease  to  my  younger  brothers.   Alan  was  really  glad  to  see  me  leave  on  my 
mission.  I  really  think  that  Curtis  got  the  worst  of  it,  though.  When  I  was  a  Deacon,  my  father,  in  an 
interview,  helped  me  set  some  goals.  One  of  them  was  to  become  a  radio  and  television  technician.  I 
started  in  an  apprentice  T.  V.  repair  position  the  summer  between  my  junior  and  senior  years  in  High 
School.  I  worked  for  Somers  Music  and  later  for  Lynn's  T.V.  and  Stereo.  While  at  Lynn's,  I  was 
able  to  move  into  video  recorder  repair  and  stereos.  I  was  enjoying  spending  most  of  my  paychecks  on 
toys  for  myself.   (Stereo  equipment,  Video  Recorder,  T.V.)  I  began  to  reflect  on  where  I  would  be  in 
the  next  year  and  felt  like  I  was  not  making  any  progress  as  far  as  personal  growth.  That  was  a  big 
factor  in  helping  me  decide  to  serve  my  mission. 

I  met  with  very  modest  success  while  on  my  mission.  I  had  two  baptisms  and  two  people  that  were 
baptized  after  I  transferred  away.  About  18  month  into  my  mission,  I  began  to  feel  that  I  had  come  for 
the  wrong  reason  (personal  progression)  and  that  I  would  have  been  a  much  better  missionary  if  I  had 
come  out  with  the  intent  of  baptizing  as  many  people  as  I  could.  While  beginning  to  sink  into  a 
depression  over  this  line  of  thinking,  my  parents  sent  me  some  tape  recordings  of  general  conference. 
One  of  the  speakers  said  that  the  main  purpose  of  missions  was  first  to  sanctify  the  missionary,  . . .  and 
I  don't  remember  what  the  order  of  the  other  reasons  were,  but  I  needed  that  tape  to  come  when  it  did. 
When  I  returned  from  my  mission,  I  worked  for  Deseret  Industries,  then  Lynn's  Audio  and  Video 
(same  owner  as  Lynn's  T.V.,  just  a  different  name  and  image),  then  the  Sound  Station  (which  later 
was  renamed  the  Computer  Station).   I  was  an  electronics  repair  technician.  I  was  good  at  it.  At  times 
I  would  take  it  as  a  personal  challenge  to  fix  something  that  another  technician  had  given  up  on. 

The  best  technician  job  that  I  had  was  when  I  started  working  for  the  Space  Dynamics  Laboratory 
at  Utah  State  University.  I  was  about  to  give  up  pursuing  a  degree  as  an  electrical  engineer  and  live 
out  my  life  as  a  technician.  They  were  offering  $12,500  dollars  as  a  starting  salary.  That  seemed  to  be 
a  huge  amount  of  money  at  that  time  (ignorance  is  bliss).  I  interviewed  with  a  man  named  Gary 
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Frodsham  and  he  told  me  that  I  was  too  smart  to  be  a  technician  all  my  life.   He  asked  me  if  I  would 
keep  going  to  school  if  I  could  get  a  student  position  there.   They  let  me  know  when  the  next  position 
was  posted  and  took  very  good  care  of  me,  enabling  me  to  work  my  way  to  becoming  an  electrical 
engineer. 

I  had  my  heart  broken  3  times  while  looking  for  a  wife.  I  have  never  been  a  lady  killer  and  I  either 
did  not  know  how  to  play  the  game,  or  I  did  not  want  it  to  be  a  game.  The  last  one  to  break  my  heart 
suddenly  changed  her  mind  and  I  married  her.  Suzanne  Stenquist  married  me  on  September  18,  1985, 
in  the  Logan  Temple.  We  are  best  friends  as  well  as  husband  and  wife. 

Our  son,  Nicholas  Tyler  Kidd,  was  born  on  April  21 ,  1987.  He  is  a  wonderful  boy.  He  enjoys  all 
the  typical  boy  things:  anything  that  has  a  motor  and  moves  and  building  something  out  of  anything. 
He  often  will  spend  all  day  pestering  me  to  build  him  something  out  of  wood  that  will  never  hold  up  or 
work  for  what  he  wants  it  to  do.  I  think  he  just  likes  sawdust  and  electric  motors. 

After  graduating  from  Utah  State  University  with  a  B.S.  Degree  in  Electrical  Engineering,  I  found 
a  job  in  Minden,  Nevada,  working  for  Bently  Nevada  Corporation.  I  started  working  there  in  October 
of  1989.   I  design  hardware  for  diagnostic  vibration  measurement  equipment  to  be  used  on  large 
rotating  machinery,  such  as  power  generation  turbines. 

In  spring  of  1990,  we  adopted  a  baby  girl.  We  named  her  Lisa.  She  was  born  on  March  20,  1990. 
She  is  a  very  bubbly  little  girl  who  can  easily  charm  those  around  her.  She  is  able  to  make  friends 
instantly  anywhere  she  is.  She  is  enjoying  Kindergarten  this  year. 

I  have  served  as  Ward  executive  secretary,  counselor  in  Elders  Quorum  Presidency,  Stake  Sunday 
School  president,  ward  financial  clerk,  Sunday  School  teacher,  counselor  in  Young  Men's  presidency, 
assistant  membership  clerk  and  I  am  currently  the  ward  clerk. 

Suzanne  has  been  the  assistant  compassionate  service  leader,  counselor  in  the  Primary  Presidency, 
Primary  President,  counselor  in  the  Young  Women's  Presidency,  Ward  librarian.  Primary  teacher. 
Relief  Society  teacher,  Sunday  School  teacher,  Primary  pianist  and  is  currently  an  assistant  Den 
Mother  in  Cub  Scouts  and  Relief  Society  pianist. 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Nicholas  Tyler  B  -  2 1  Apr  1 987 

(2)  Lisa  B- 20  Mar  1990 


Nicholas,  Michael,  Suzanne  (Stenquist),  and  Lisa  Kidd 
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5  -  George  Curtis  Kidd.   As  of  the  time  of  this  writing,  I  am  rapidly  approaching  my  twenty-eighth 
birthday  and   1  am  still  trying  to  narrow  down  my  various  interests  (which  include  art,  writing, 

\  ideo  film  theater  production,  history  and  horsemanship)  to  a  viable  career.    I'm  currently  preparing 
several  novels  for  submission,  in  hopes  of  getting  them  published. 

1  was  born  on  March  29,  1968,  in  Logan,  Utah.    I  grew  up  in  River  Heights,  just  outside  of  Logan 
and  attended  elementary  school  there.   I  went  on  to  South  Cache  Junior  High,  in  Hyrum,  Utah,  where 
1  was  among  the  final  graduating  class  (the  Class  of  1983-after  that,  South  Cache  became  a  middle 
school).   I  was  part  of  the  first  sophomore  class  of  Mountain  Crest  High  School,  also  in  Hyrum,  where 
I  graduated  in  1986.   During  that  time,  I  earned  the  rank  of  Eagle  Scout.   I  went  on  to  college,  taking 
time  out  to  serve  a  mission  in  the  Sweden  Stockholm  Mission,  under  President  Max  Kimball  (March 
1988-March  1990).    I  also  had  several  shorter  breaks  from  school  for  various  reasons.  .  .1  can  hardly 
be  called  the  most  diligent  of  students.   I  graduated  from  Utah  State  University  in  Logan,  Utah  in 
1995,  with 

a  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  Liberal  Arts  and  Sciences.   I  am  currently  working  on  a  second  degree  in 
Theater  Design  while  I  am  working  on  getting  into  a  Masters  program  in  Instructional  Technology. 

Despite  my  (relatively)  few  years,  I've  had  a  broad  variety  of  experiences.   Aside  from  my  home 
town  of  Logan,  I  have  also  lived  in  Ogden,  Utah,  as  well  as  my  various  areas  during  my  mission 
(which  included  Stockholm,  Gothenburg,  Ystad,  Landskrona  and  Lulea).   I've  learned  that  I  prefer  life 
in  a  smaller  town,  after  the  experiences  of  Stockholm  and  Gothenburg.   I've  had  occasion  to  visit  a 
large  number  of  the  LDS  Church  historical  sites,  the  Smithsonian  Aerospace  museum,  the  Aerospace 
Museum  at  Wright-Patterson  Air  Force  Base  in  Dayton,  Ohio,  the  Stockholm  LDS  Temple, 
Washington  D.C.  and  Anaheim,  California  (including  Knott's  Berry  Farm). 

I've  had  a  wide  variety  of  jobs,  including  paper  boy,  lawn  care,  janitor,  grounds  keeper,  artist, 
costume  designer,  makeup  designer,  video  system  coordinator  and  convenience  store  clerk.   I  have 
had  the  opportunity  to  grow  up  active  in  the  LDS  Church  and  have  served  in  the  presidencies  of  the 
various  Aaronic  Priesthood  quorums  in  which  I've  served  while  growing  up,  as  well  as  brief  stints  as 
an  Elders  Quorum  President,  Gospel  Doctrine  Teacher,  Activities  Advisor  and  Financial  and 
Membership  Clerk  in  the  wards  I've  attended. 

I've  seen  some  truly  memorable  events.  .  .John  Hinckley's  attempted  assassination  of  President 
Ronald  Reagan,  the  disastrous  final  flight  of  the  Space  Shuttle  Challenger,  the  destruction  of  the  Berlin 
Wall  and  Operation  Desert  Shield/Desert  Storm  (the  Persian  Gulf  War)  are  among  the  greatest  of 
these.   On  a  more  personal  scale,  I'd  have  to  say  some  of  my  fondest  memories  include  getting  my 
Patriarchal  Blessing,  seeing  my  younger  brother  take  out  his  endowments  in  the  Logan  Temple,  my 
college  graduation  and  the  premiere  production  of  'The  Machine'   by  the  U.S. U.  Theater  Department 
(the  first  show  for  which  I  was  a  makeup  designer).  There  are  also  several  hundred  events,  occasions 
and  persons  from  my  time  in  Sweden,  but  if  I  were  to  start  writing  about  them,  I'd  take  up  far  too 
much  space. 

I  have  to  claim,  as  my  finest  attribute,  the  ability  to  listen  objectively  to  someone  and  remain 
impartial.  This  gift  has  allowed  me  to  patch  relationships  between  many  of  my  friends,  giving  me 
some  of  my  finest  hours.   However,  I  must  admit  that  this  is  counterbalanced  by  what  I  consider  my 
'fatal  flaw'.  .  .an  all-too-often  lackadaisical  attitude,  that  results  in  a  lack  of  commitment.  Case  in 
point:  it  has  taken  me  over  three  weeks  to  get  this  written.  .  . 

6  -  Alan  Lee  Kidd.  I  was  born  in  the  city  of  Logan,  Utah,  on  April  25,  1970.   My  parents  are  Clark 
Jackson  and  Marilyn  Lee  Kidd.   I  attended  River  Heights  Elementary  School.   In  1988, 1  graduated 
from  Mountain  Crest  High  School,  where  I  had  played  percussion  in  the  marching  band. 

The  summer  before  my  senior  year,  I  got  a  job  at  Albertson's  Grocery,  in  Logan.  I  asked  not  to 
work  on  Sundays,  but  the  boss  was  a  chump.   After  working  on  a  few  Sundays,  it  just  became  easier 
to  use  that  as  an  excuse  not  to  go  to  church,  and  I  stopped  attending  altogether. 

After  high  school,  I  worked  at  Mountain  Valley  R.V.,  Auto  Care  Body  Shop,  Weslo/Proform, 
Inc.,  and  I  am  currently  working  at  ElectroStar,  Inc.  a  manufacturer  of  printed  electronic  circuit 
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boards.  . 

In  September  of  1991,  John  Mickelson,  a  guy  I  had  gone  to  school  with  since  grade  school, 
decided  that  missionary  work  didn't  stop  when  he  got  home  from  his  mission.   He  called  me  and 
invited  me  to  go  to  church  with  him,  but  I  declined  his  offer.   The  seed  had  been  planted,  and  four 
months  later,  I  called  John  to  see  if  the  offer  was  still  open. 

After  attending  church  for  almost  a  year,  I  received  a  call  to  serve  in  the  Elder's  Quorum  as 
second  counselor.   I  have  also  served  on  the  activities  committee,  as  a  member  and  as  the  ward 
chairman.  My  most  recent  calling  has  been  as  Ward  Clerk  in  the  USU  Eighth  Ward.   On  October  2nd 
1997,  I  was  married  to  Yolanda  York. 

3  -  CLAUDIA  KAY  LEE  GALLEGOS.   Claudia  Kay  Lee  was  born  October  1 ,  1936  in  Ashton,  Idaho  to 
Ellen  Elaine  Murdoch  and  Claude  Lester  Lee.   Claudia  was  their  third  and  last  child.   She  was  blessed 
with  a  mild,  loving  personality  and  auburn  hair.   When  Claudia  was  two  years  old,  her  parents  were 
divorced.   The  family  lived  in  Pocatello  when  this  unfortunate  event  occurred.   Because  of  the  divorce, 
Claudia  did  not  have  a  secure  home  in  her  youngest  years.   Because  her  mother,  Elaine,  had  to  work  long 
hours  managing,  cooking  and  waitressing  in  a  cafe  to  support  her  three  children,  Claudia  spent  quite  a  bit 
of  time  with  her  grandmother,   Mearl  Garrett  Smith  (Murdoch).   These  were  some  of  the  happiest  times  in 
Claudia's  early  years  because  Grandma  Murdoch  was  very  kind,  gentle  and  loving.   She  adored  Claudia 
and  was  always  there  to  support  and  encourage  this  special  granddaughter. 

Meanwhile,  Claudia's  father,  Claude  Lee,  had  met  and  married  Lucille  Thompson  Shane,  a  young 
widow  from  St.  Anthony,  Idaho  who  had  a  young  son.  Roger,  who  was  just  15  days  younger  than  Claudia. 
During  the  summer  of  1945,  it  became  very  difficult  for  Elaine  to  care  for  the  children.   Therefore,  when 
Claudia  was  nine  years  old  she  went  to  live  with  Hazel  and  Clyde  Harris  in  Dubois,  Idaho.   Bob  went  to 
Rock  Springs,  Wyoming  to  live  with  their  dad  and  Marilyn  stayed  with  Hugh  and  Marie  Baldwin  in  Tyhee, 
near  Pocatello.   In  the  Spring  of  1946,  Claude  and  Lucille  decided  it  was  time  to  gather  the  children 
together  as  a  family,  so  Bob,  Marilyn,  Claudia  and  Roger.  Lucille  s  son.  moved  to  Ashton  where  they 
lived  in  the  old  Samuel  Lee  home.  Lucille  accepted  and  loved  Claude's  children  and  raised  them  as  if  they 
were  her  own. 

When  Claudia  and  Roger  started  school  in  Ashton,  their  classmates  laughed  about  having  "twins  in  our 
class  and  they're  born  15  days  apart!"   Claudia  was  a  good  A  student.   She  always  loved  to  read.   Roger 
tells  about  when  Claudia  was  assigned  to  help  cook  dinner  and  watch  the  potatoes  that  were  cooking  for  the 
family  dinner,  Lucille  would  find  Claudia  with  her  nose  in  a  book  and  the  potatoes  burned.   All  the  kids 
worked  to  help  support  the  family.  When  Cindy  was  born  in  1950,  it  was  Claudia's  responsibility  to  baby- 
sit her  during  the  first  three  or  four  years  while  Lucille  worked.   Claudia  did  a  lot  of  baby-sitting  outside 
of  the  home  as  well  to  help  support  the  family.   Family  outings  centered  around  going  fishing  and 
picnicking  with  their  dad  and  the  boys  along  the  streams  near  Ashton.   Claudia  completed  her  grade  school 
and  high  school  in  Ashton  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School  in  1954. 

Claudia  met  and  dated  Robert  Lee  Taylor,  a  young  man  from  Oregon  who  had  moved  to  Ashton 
during  her  junior  year  at  North  Fremont  High  School.   They  were  married  March  25,  1954  in  Ashton. 
They  moved  to  Oregon  where  they  resided  in  three  different  towns  in  the  next  few  years:  Talent,  Ashland, 
and  Medford.  Their  first  child,  Stephen  Neal  Taylor,  was  born  October  10,  1955,  in  Ashland.  Oregon. 
Their  second  son,  Kenneth  Claude  Taylor,  was  born  June  29,  1958,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.  Two  more  children 
blessed  their  home;  Laura  Lee  Taylor,  born  November  30,  1960,  and  John  Charles  Taylor  was  born  April 
9,  1963,  both  in  Ashland,  Oregon.   Robert  worked  as  a  mechanic  and  Claudia  was  a  full  time  homemaker. 
They  were  later  divorced  and  Claudia  moved  with  her  four  children.  When  she  left  Ashland,  Claudia 
gathered  the  few  belongings  they  could  carry,  leaving  many  possessions,  removing  the  stuffing  from  her 
children's  toys,  as  space  was  limited  on  the  Greyhound  bus  headed  for  Utah.   Robert  Taylor  later  died  in 
Oregon. 

Claudia  and  her  children  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City  in  1967  and  lived  with  Grandma  Murdoch  for  a  brief 
period.  Claudia  attended  a  secretarial  school  to  increase  her  skills  in  supporting  her  four  children.  While  in 

138 


Salt  I  ake  (  lit) .  Claudia  met  Robert  Nattress  and  thej  were  married  June  18,  1968  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple. 
Shortl)  after  their  marriage,  they  moved  to  Grantsville,  Utah.   Two  daughters  were  born  to  Robert  and 
Claudia  in  Grantsville;   Alethea  Ann  Nattress,  born  July  24.  1969,  and  Mary  Felicia  Nattress,  born  February 
17,  1973.   Claudia  and  Robert  Nattress  were  later  divorced. 

Claudia  worked  for  the  Tooele  Army  Depot  in  the  clerical  department  for  many  years.    In  1979,  Claudia 
met  a  wonderful  man  by  the  name  of  Walter  Gallegos.    His  strong  sense  of  pride  and  of  doing  the  right  thing 
were  conveyed  to  Claudia's  youngest  daughter,  Mary.   With  the  other  children  grown  and  Alethea  living  with 
her  father,  Mary  was  raised  as  an  only  child.   During  Walter  and  Claudia's  courtship,  it  was  obvious  these  two 
should  be  together.   When  they  married  on  Dec.  23,  1979,  it  was  the  best  Christmas  gift  anyone  could  have 
received.   Walter  shared  his  love  of  the  outdoors  with  his  new  family.   Even  the  grandchildren  now  love  to 
hike  and  enjoy  spending  time  in  the  mountains  with  him.   Walter  Gallegos  makes  a  living  running  sheep  in  the 
Grantsville.  Utah  are.i 

Claudia  continued  to  work  in  the  Army  Depot  until  her  retirement.   She  presently  works  in  telemarketing 
in  Salt  Lake  City.   She  is  also  providing  support  to  her  daughter  Alethea  and  helping  raise  her  grandchildren, 
Jessica  and  Gloria,  just  as  her  grandmother  did  for  her.   Claudia  has  many  of  her  Grandmother  Murdoch's 
traits  of  kindness  and  gentleness,  which  she  passed  on  to  her  children.   Some  of  her  striking  features  are  her 
beautiful  porcelain  complexion,  lovely  auburn  hair  and  a  warm  friendly  smile.   Claudia  is  a  devoted,  loving 
mother  to  her  six  children  and  many  grandchildren. 


CHILDREN:   (1)  ROBERT  LEE  TAYLOR 

(1)  Stephen  Neal  Taylor  B  -  10  Oct  1955 

(2)  Kenneth  Claude  Taylor  B  -  29  Jun  1 958 

(3)  Laura  Lee  Taylor  B  -  30  Nov  1960 


(4)  John  Charles  Taylor 


B- 09  Apr  1963 


M  -  19  May  1976  to  Robyn  Wilden  (div) 
M  -  08  Aug  1 980  to  Colleen  Diane  Hackett 
M  -  01  Aug  1979  to  Clarence  Damron  (div) 
M  -  05  Jul  1983  to  Robert  Blood  (div) 
M  -  15  Apr  1985  to  Cindy  Dunn  (div) 
M  -  16  Nov  1990  to  Jennifer  Stewart  (div) 


CHILDREN:      (2)  ROBERT  NATTRESS 

(5)  Alethea  Ann  Nattress  B  -  24  Jul  1969 

(6)  Mary  Felicia  Nattress  B  -  17  Feb  1973 


M  -  Feb.  3,  1987  to  Carlos  Aguirre  (div) 
M  -  26  Oct  1996  to  Dennis  M.  Baird 


Claudia  (Lee)  Gallegos 


«sH 

^B     • 

H.                   M 

1       ^ '              M                                                    ^^M 

1                     f^l 

Back:  (L  to  R)    Mary  Nattress,  Claudia  (Lee)  Gallegos 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Walter  Gallegos,  Gloria  Mesa,  Jessica  Aguirre 
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1  -  Stephen  Neal  Taylor.  Stephen  was  born  Oct  10,  1955,  to  Claudia  Kay  Lee  and  Robert  Lee 
Taylor  in  Ashland,  Oregon.  When  he  was  just  five  years  old,  he  miraculously  survived  a  car  accident 
in  which  he  fell  out  of  the  back  door  of  a  fast  moving  car  onto  the  highway.   He  had  injuries  and 
stitches  on  his  head.  He  attended  grade  school  in  three  towns  in  Oregon;  Talent,  Ashland  and 
Medford.  He  attended  high  school  in  Grantsville,  Utah.  Stephen  married  Robyn  Wilden  on  May  19, 
1976.  They  had  three  daughters;  Stacie  Marie  Taylor,  born  December  10,  1977,  died  March  5,  1978; 
Amanda  Nicole  Taylor,  born  July  15,  1979;  and  Rebecca  Dawn  Taylor,  born  September  16,  1981 . 
They  also  had  a  stillborn  son.  Their  marriage  ended  in  divorce. 

Stephen  has  worked  for  many  years  as  a  security  guard  for  Pinkerton  Company  in  Salt  Lake  City. 
He  enjoys  riding  motorcycles.   Steve's  sense  of  humor  was  always  shared  with  his  family.  He  has  a 
great  love  of  books  and  literature.   He  currently  lives  in  Midvale,  Utah. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stacie  Marie  Taylor 

(2)  Amanda  Nicole  Taylor 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Anthony  Taylor 

(3)  Rebecca  Dawn  Taylor 

(4)  Stillborn  boy 


B-  10  Dec  1977 
B-  15  Jul  1979 

B-  1997 

B-  16  Sep  1981 


D-05  Mar  1978 


Stephen  Neal  Taylor 


2  -  Kenneth  Claude  Taylor.  He  was  born  on  June  29,  1958  in  Ashton,  Idaho  to  Robert  Lee  and 
Claudia  Kay  Lee  Taylor.  He  attended  elementary  schools  in  Ashland,  Oregon  and  Salt  Lake  City, 
Utah.  When  he  was  12  his  family  relocated  to  Grantsville,  Utah  where  he  spent  the  remainder  of  his 
pre-college  years.  During  high  school  he  was  region  champion  for  wrestling  and  also  the  captain  of 
that  team.  He  represented  his  area  at  Boys  State  one  summer  and  represented  his  school  at  Model 
United  Nations  for  two  years,  leading  the  latter  his  senior  year  and  placing  second  for  Utah.   He 
graduated  with  honors  from  Grantsville  High  School  in  1976. 

He  turned  down  a  wrestling  scholarship  at  Utah  State  University  and  an  art  scholarship  at  the 
University  of  Utah  so  he  could  attend  BYU  for  a  semester  and  a  half.  While  at  BYU  as  a  freshman, 
he  met  Colleen  Diane  Hackett,  the  daughter  of  Warren  and  Beverly  Hackett  of  Whittier,  California; 
they  felt  seriously  about  one  another,  but  knew  he  needed  to  serve  a  mission. 

He  entered  the  Language  Training  Mission  (now  the  Missionary  Training  Center,  or  MTC)  on 
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January  12,  1978  to  serve  in  the  Brazil  Porto  Alegre  Mission.   Colleen  remained  at  BYU  working 
part-time  and  going  to  school  full-time.    Ken  was  assigned  to  the  Texas  San  Antonio  Mission  to  serve 
until  his  Brazilian  visa  was  approved,  so  in  addition  to  his  Portuguese  discussions,  he  learned  and 
passed  off  the  "charlas"  in  Spanish.    He  worked  in  various  Texan  cities  for  the  next  three  months,  was 
sent  to  the  Florida  Fort  Lauderdale  Mission  tor  a  week  and  men  finally  off  to  Brazil.   He  enjoyed  the 
warm-hearted  Brazilian  people  and  held  several  positions  in  the  mission  including  branch  president, 
mission  financial  seueiar\  and  was  assistant  to  the  president  at  the  time  of  his  honorable  release 
December  28,  1979. 

Upon  returning  to  the  States,  he  and  Colleen  married  on  August  8,  1980  in  the  Los  Angeles 
Temple.    A  few  months  later  they  returned  to  BYU  to  resume  school  full-time  and  work  part-time. 
Some  of  Ken's  jobs  included  part-time  work  in  BYU's  bakery;  as  a  Portuguese  language  instructor  at 
the  MTC;  and  as  a  teaching  assistant  for  BYU's  Economics  Department. 

Ken  received  his  Bachelor  of  Arts  Degree  in  Economics  (graduating  Magna  Cum  Laude)  in  April, 
1983  and  also  earned  an  Associate  of  Arts  Degree  in  Portuguese  at  the  same  time.   He  stayed  at  BYU 
for  his  graduate  studies  and  was  honored  to  have  been  the  recipient  of  the  David  M.  Kennedy 
Scholarship;  he  graduated  Cum  Laude  in  1985  with  a  Master  of  Business  Administration  Degree. 

Their  first  child.  Jason,  was  born  during  Ken's  undergraduate  years  on  March  28,  1982;  their 
second,  Eric,  was  born  July  2,  1985,  2  XA  months  after  Ken  earned  his  Master's.   He  was  recruited  by 
Arthur  Andersen  and  Company  (a  "Big  Eight"  accounting  and  consulting  firm);  the  consulting  group's 
name  was  changed  to  Andersen  Consulting.   He  stayed  with  them  for  five  years  (where  Katie,  their 
third  child,  was  born  on  April  18,  1988)  and  then  hired  on  with  Carnation  Company  as  a  senior 
manager.   Carnation  was  purchased  by  Nestle,  and  Ryan,  their  fourth,  was  born  on  October  5,  1992 
during  Ken's  years  there.   He  left  Nestle  as  die  Director  of  Application  Development  for  his  current 
position  as  Vice  President  of  Information  Systems  for  Packard  Bell  Electronics,  Inc.,  located  in 
Sacramento.  California. 

Ken  has  always  loved  teaching  and  has  held  several  teaching  callings  in  the  Church.   He  has  taught 
Gospel  Doctrine,  the  then-called  Blazers  in  Primary,  the  Deacons  and  Teachers  in  Young  Men  and 
substituted  countless  times  everywhere.   One  of  his  favorite  callings  was  as  Cubmaster/Cub 
Committee  Chairman  and  Webelos  den  leader;  he  realized  the  importance  of  these  fine  programs  in 
boys'  lives  early  on.   He  also  became  active  with  the  Boy  Scouts  and  eagerly  participated  in  many 
hikes  and  activities  with  his  son,  Jason;  he  looks  forward  to  Eric's  upcoming  eleventh  birthday  when 
he  enters  Boy  Scouts.   Ken  served  in  two  California  bishoprics;  one  in  Whittier  and  the  other  in 
Palmdale.   He  is  currently  the  Sunday  School  teacher  for  the  16-year-olds  and  Colleen  serves  in  the 
Primary.   They  and  their  four  children  live  in  Granite  Bay,  California. 

Colleen  Diane  Hackett,  wife  of  Kenneth  ClaudeTaylor.   She  was  born  on  March  29,  1957  in 
Whittier,  California  to  Warren  George  and  Beverly  Jane  Snow  Hackett.   She  attended  schools  in 
Whittier  and  enjoyed  a  happy  and  secure  childhood  among  friends  and  nearby  family.  She  took  piano 
lessons  in  grade  school  and  guitar  lessons  in  junior  high,  thus  starting  her  interest  in  music  and  song. 
She  graduated  from  La  Serna  High  School  in  1975  with  honors  and  entered  BYU  as  a  freshman  the 
following  fall. 

Her  first  sight  of  Ken  was  in  the  fall  of  1976,  in  their  BYU  branch,  but  they  didn't  start  dating 
until  the  following  spring.   He  was  her  "first  love",  yet  they  both  knew  he  needed  to  serve  a  mission 
before  any  future  plans  could  be  made.   Off  he  went  and  Colleen  remained  at  BYU  working  part-time 
and  studying  full-time  fall  and  winter  semesters.   She  would  return  to  Whittier  every  spring  and 
summer  to  work  full-time  to  save  money  for  the  upcoming  school  year.  Thanks  to  the  wise  advice  and 
direction  of  her  father,  a  high  school  guidance  counselor,  she  gained  critical  secretarial  skills  that 
made  her  eminently  marketable.   She  worked  full-time  at  BYU  for  one  year  and  then  part-time  nine 
other  years  as  a  secretary  in  the  following  departments:  Travel  Study,  Womens'  P.E.  Department  and 
the  Monte  L.  Bean  Life  Science  Museum. 

During  Ken's  absence,  Colleen  kept  busy  with  school  and  work.  She  enrolled  in  several 
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Portuguese  classes  and  upon  his  return  surprised  him  with  a  basic  understanding  of  the  language. 
They  first  saw  one  another  in  January  of  1980  and  a  while  after  decided  to  marry  in  the  summer. 
They  were  sealed  in  the  Los  Angeles  Temple  on  August  8,  1980  and  returned  to  BYU  4  Vi  months 
later. 

Colleen  was  able  to  finish  up  and  earn  a  Bachelor  of  Arts  Degree  in  Design  and  also  an  Associate 
of  Arts  Degree  in  Portuguese.   One  of  her  fondest  BYU  memories  is  of  the  Portuguese  classes  she  and 
her  husband  took  together  for  their  Associate's  in  that  language.   She  graduated  in  December. 
1981, and, with  their  new  baby  (born  three  months  later), continued  working  part-time  while  Ken 
finished  his  undergraduate  and  then  graduate  programs.   During  these  post-degree  days  she  served  as 
Relief  Society  president  in  their  married  BYU  ward  and  also  taught  in  Relief  Society. 

They  left  Utah  in  the  spring  of  1985  for  southern  California  where  their  second  child,  Eric,  was 
born  and,  at  this  time,  she  was  introduced  to  and  served  in  Primary  as  a  teacher  and  presidency 
member.   She  and  her  little  family  lived  in  Whittier  for  five  years,  where  their  third  child.  Katie,  was 
born  and  men  bought  their  first  home  in  Palmdale  (located  in  California's  high  desert).   It  was  there 
she  saw  how  Primary  can  be  an  influence  for  good  in  children's  lives;  she  taught  and  was  in 
presidencies  there  also.   While  in  Palmdale  she  joined  the  ward  choir  and  discovered  how  much  she 
enjoyed  this  experience  and  also  the  camaraderie  of  fellow  ward  members.   They  had  Ryan,  their 
fourth  child  and  three  years  later  they  relocated  to  Granite  Bay,  California  where  she  is  currently 
enjoying  her  calling  as  a  teacher  in  Primary. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jason  Robert 

(2)  Eric  Kenneth 

(3)  Kaitlin  Colleen 

(4)  Ryan  Christian 


B- 28  Mar  1982 
B- 02  Jul  1985 
B-  18  Apr  1988 
B-05  Oct  1992 


a 


> 


Ken  and  Colleen  Taylor 
Children:  (L  to  R)  Kaitlin,  Ryan,  Eric,  Jason 
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1  -  JiLson  Robert  Taylor.   Jason  was  born  March  28,  1982  in  Provo,  Utah,  moving  with  his 
famil)  to  southern  California  when  he  was  three.   He  attended  preschool  through  half  of  third 
grade  in  Whittier;  his  family  then  moved  to  Palmdale  where  he  finished  third  grade  through  half  of 
eighth  grade.    It  was  at  this  time  that  his  family  moved  once  again  --  this  time  to  northern 
California  --  where  he  graduated  from  junior  high  in  Granite  Bay.   He  looks  forward  to  being  in 
the  first  freshman  class  at  brand-new  Granite  Bay  High  School  and  in  enjoying  new  successes 
there. 

Jason  has  always  been  a  good,  moral  boy,  always  a  teacher's  favorite  because  he  does  not 
misbehave,  nor  tell  falsehoods.   At  an  early  age  he  showed  unusual  interest  in  a  few,  selected 
subject  matters,  poring  over  books  and  magazines  dealing  with  that  subject.   He  also  possessed  a 
talent  for  art  and  for  making  things  with  his  hands  out  of  whatever  medium  was  available.   Today 
he  is  still  very  much  involved  with  drawing  whatever  comes  into  his  head  and  loves  to  collect  and 
paint  miniature  gaming  pieces.    He  received  his  Arrow  of  Light  award  while  a  Cub  Scout  and  at 
this  writing  has  completed  his  Eagle  Scout  project.   Jason  currently  holds  the  office  of  Teacher  in 
the  Aaronic  Priesthood  and  is  active  in  his  quorum  and  Boy  Scout  varsity  team. 

2  -  Eric  Kenneth  Taylor.   Eric  was  born  July  2,  1985  in  Whittier,  California.   His  personality 
was  apparent  early  in  his  life;  when  he  was  three  days  old  he  smiled  directly  at  family  members 
and  the  smiles  and  laughter  haven't  stopped  since.   Eric  spent  the  first  18  months  of  his  life 
basking  in  the  daily  love  and  attention  of  his  grandparents,  as  he  and  his  family  were  living  with 
them  for  mat  period  of  time.   When  they  were  able  to  afford  their  own  place  in  Whittier,  they 
moved  out  and  Eric  spent  his  preschool  years  there.   His  family  relocated  to  Palmdale  where  he 
attended  school  from  Kindergarten  through  half  of  fourth  grade;  at  this  point,  he  and  his  family 
moved  up  north  to  Granite  Bay  where  he  just  finished  the  fourth  grade. 

Eric  has  always  been  a  happy,  social  boy;  the  few  times  he  isn't  happy  are  when  he  hasn't  had 
enough  time  to  socialize  with  his  many  friends.   He,  like  his  older  brother,  is  artistic  and  for  long 
periods  of  time  can  be  absorbed  by  his  drawing.   He  just  received  his  Arrow  of  Light  award  in 
Cub  Scouts  and  will  soon  be  leaving  Webelos  (having  earned  all  he  can  in  Cubs)  for  Boy  Scouts. 
He  loves  to  be  physically  active  and  when  not  drawing  is  outside  participating  in  some  sort  of 
game  or  sport  with  his  friends.   Eric  is  kind,  thoughtful  and  considerate  and  always  one  to  be 
generous  and  to  share  with  others.   He  is  currently  an  active  member  of  his  Valiant  1 1  class  in 
Primary. 

3  -  Kaitlin  Colleen  Taylor.  Katie  was  born  April  18,  1988  in  Whittier,  California  where  she 
spent  the  first  18  months  of  her  life;  her  family  then  moved  to  Palmdale  and  she  attended 
preschool  through  half  of  second  grade  there.   She  finished  the  other  half  of  second  grade  in 
Granite  Bay,  California  where  her  family  has  relocated. 

Her  parents  were  delighted  to  have  a  little  girl  and  she  is  a  joy  to  have  around.  She  is  in  high 
demand  with  her  friends'  parents  because  she  is  such  a  nice,  little  girl  and  they  love  to  have  their 
daughters  play  with  her.   She  loves  school  and  especially  reading;  like  her  older  brothers  she,  too, 
is  artistic  and  can  be  found  drawing  when  not  curled  up  with  a  book  somewhere.   She  manages  to 
stay  feminine  in  spite  of  three  brothers  and  loves  to  play  dolls,  collect  toy  horses  and  play  house; 
she  started  ballet  lessons  this  year  and  has  enjoyed  them  very  much.  Katie  was  recently  baptized 
and  is  living  up  to  the  covenants  she  made  with  Heavenly  Father.  She  is  currently  an  active 
member  of  her  CTR  8  class  in  Primary  and  is  enjoying  her  participation  in  the  class's  achievement 
days. 
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4  -  Ryan  Christian  Taylor  -  Ryan  was  born  October  5,  1992,  in  Lancaster,  California;  his 
family  resided  in  Palmdale,  but  the  hospital  was  situated  in  the  city  next  door.   His  parents  call 
him  their  "last-born  in  the  wilderness",  Palmdale  being  located  in  the  high  desert  which  is  a 
somewhat  desolate  place.   He  barely  turned  three  when  his  parents  moved  to  Granite  Bay,  a 
suburb  of  Sacramento,  California;  he  will  attend  schools  in  Granite  Bay  (where  he's  currently 
enrolled  in  preschool). 

Ryan  has  a  strong,  independent  spirit  and  likes  to  be  involved  in  everything  around  him.  He 
has  a  special  attachment  to  his  older  brother,  Eric  (who's  like  a  second  father),  and  Ryan  is 
happiest  when  surrounded  by  his  family.   He  loves  to  sing  and  he  can  be  heard  everywhere  in  the 
house  belting  out  (to  himself)  his  made-up  songs.   Ryan  is  thrilled  to  be  where  all  the  other 
"grown-up"  kids  are  now  that  he's  a  Sunbeam  in  Primary  and  we  are  thankful  he  enjoys 
participating  in  church  and  its  may  activities. 


3  -  Laura  Lee  Taylor.   Laura  was  born  Nov  30,  1960,  in  Ashland,  Oregon  to  Claudia  Kay  Lee  and 
Robert  Lee  Taylor.   Laura  lived  in  the  Medford,  Oregon  area  during  her  early  childhood.   She 
attended  grade  school  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  Grantsville,  Utah.   She  also  attended  high  school  in 
Grants  ville. 

As  a  child,  Laura  had  beautiful  white  skin,  brown  eyes  and  dark  hair  which  was  very  striking. 
She  loved  to  read  and  communicated  well  through  letter  writing.   She  has  done  clerical  and 
receptionist  work  as  well  as  baby-sitting.   She  currently  lives  in  Tooele,  Utah.  Laura's  patience  and 
devotion  have  helped  teach  her  younger  siblings  and  nieces  how  to  read,  count  and  write  their  names. 
Laura  spent  countless  hours  giving  unselfishly  so  they  could  have  a  bit  of  knowledge. 


Laura  Lee  Taylor 


144 


4  -  John  Charles  Taylor.  John  was  born  on  April  9,  1963,  in  Ashland,  Oregon  to  Claudia  Kay  Lee 
and  Robert  Lee  Taylor.    He  was  a  happy,  active,  enthusiastic  child  with  a  big  smile.    He  attended 
grade  school  and  high  school  in  Grantsville,  Utah. 

John  married  Cindy  Dunn  on  April  15,  1985.   They  had  a  son,  Michael  Taylor,  born  Jan.  13, 
1986.   They  were  later  divorced.    He  married  Jennifer  Stewart  on  Nov.  16,  1990.   They  had  one  son, 
Cameron  Taylor.   Cameron  has  since  been  adopted  and  no  information  is  available.  John  and  Jennifer 
were  later  divorced.  John  works  with  heavy  equipment  for  England  Construction  Company  in  Tooele, 
Utah,  where  he  runs  a  mobile  asphalt  plant.   John  enjoys  playing  the  guitar.    Like  all  of  Claudia's 
children,  he  enjoys  a  good  book. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michael  Taylor 


B-  13  Jan  1986 


Claudia  Lee  Gallegos,  Mary  Nattress,  John  Taylor 


5  -  Alethea  Ann  Nattress.  Alethea  was  born  in  Salt  Lake  City  on  July  24,  1969,  to  Claudia  Kay  Lee 
and  Robert  Nattress.   She  went  to  grade  school  in  Tooele,  Utah  and  attended  high  school  in  Tooele  and 
Reno,  Nevada.   Alethea  grew  up  in  a  large  combined  family  of  Nattress  and  Taylor  children.  She  was 
a  quiet,  kind  child.   After  her  parents  were  divorced,  she  spent  a  few  years  with  her  father  in  Nevada, 
then  returned  to  Utah  and  now  lives  in  Grantsville. 

Alethea  married  Carlos  Aguirre  and  to  this  marriage  was  born  Jessica  Ann  Aguirre  on  August  23, 
1989.  Alethea' s  second  child,  Gloria  Lee  Mesa,  was  born  March  4,  1992.  These  two  daughters  have 
brought  much  joy  to  Alethea  and  to  their  grandmother,  Claudia. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jessica  Ann  Aguirre         B  -  23  Aug  1989 

(2)  Gloria  Lee  Mesa  B  -  04  Mar  1992 
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Alethea  Nattress,  Gloria  Mesa,  and  Jessica  Aguirre 


6  -    Mary  Felicia  Nattress  Baird.   Mary  was  born  in  Salt  Lake  City  on  February  17,  1973,  to 
Claudia  Kay  Lee  and  Robert  Nattress.   Mary  had  blonde  hair  and  blue  eyes.   She  was  a  happy, 
outgoing  child.   She  attended  grade  school  and  high  school  in  Tooele.  Utah,  graduating  in  1993.   Mary 
met  Dennis  M.  Baird,  a  young  man  working  at  Morton  Salt  Plant  in  Grantsville,  Utah.   They  were 
married  October  26,  1996. 

Mary  has  a  strong  sense  of  right  and  wrong.  She  is  self-sufficient  and  works  hard,  holding  down 
two  jobs.   She  and  her  husband  have  a  scroll  saw  workshop  where  they  do  woodworking.   She  also 
enjoys  sewing,  crafts  and  handiwork.   They  live  in  Grantsville,  Utah.   Claudia  instilled  Grandmother 
Murdoch's  gentleness  and  love  of  green  growing  plants  into  her  youngest  daughter,  Mary.   She  also 
helped  Mary  develop  a  big  heart  and  a  need  to  help  others. 


Mary  Felicia  Nattras  and  Dennis  Baird 
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CHAPTER  FOUR 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  GUY  GARRETT  MURDOCH 

and 
FAYE  TANNER 


Guy  was  born  October  5,  1916,  at  Farnum, 
Fremont  County,  Idaho,  the  son  o\'  Robert  Rue 
Murdoch  and  Mearl  Garrett.   His  grandparents 
on  the  Murdoch  side  of  the  family  are  Brigham 
Murdoch  and  Mary  Blanche  Alexander.    Blanche 
died  when  Rue  was  a  baby,  so  the  Grandma 
Muidoch  that  Guy  knew  and  loved  so  much  was 
Brig's  second  wife,  Martha  Luann  Hammon. 
Grandparents  on  the  Garrett  side  were  George 
Franklin  and  Alvina  Ellen  Garrett.   She  passed 
away  May  3,  1920,  in  Boise,  Idaho. 

Guy's  father  was  a  mechanic.   In  the  spring 
of  1918  he  accepted  employment  with  the  U.S. 
Reclamation  Service  on  a  major  irrigation 
project  in  King  Hill,  Idaho.   Murray  was  born 
October  25  of  that  year  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho, 
where  his  mother  had  returned  to  have  her  baby. 
The  irrigation  project  lasted  about  five  years  so 
Guy  and  his  sister,  Elaine,  both  started  school 
there.   In  1923  the  family  moved  to  the  Black 
Canyon  project  near  Emmett,  Idaho  and  then  to 
another  project  in  Rimrock,  Washington  in  early 
1924.   These  were  happy,  close-family,  fun 
filled  years.   Due  to  some  serious  health 
problems,  Rue  had  to  leave  his  work  and  moved 
his  family  back  to  the  Farnum,  St.  Anthony  and 
Ashton  area  in  the  spring  of  1925.   His  health 
improved  and  he  was  hired  to  be  the  shop 
foreman  in  the  Ashton  garage.   More  good, 
happy  years  in  the  midst  of  many  close,  loving 
relatives  and  friends.   Guy  was  ordained  a 
Deacon  and  became  an  active  Boy  Scout  under 
the  leadership  of  three  special  men;  Carl 
Anderson,  Clifford  Anderson  and  Lowell 
Remington. 

On  September  19,  1929,  his  father,  Rue, 
was  killed  in  an  automobile  accident.  Thirteen 
year  old  boys  really  need  a  dad,  so  do  fifteen 
year  old  daughters  and  eleven  year  old  sons. 
From  then  on  their  little  mother  placed  the  wants 
and  needs  of  her  children  far  above  any  of  her 
own.  Guy  has  happy  memories  of  working  with 
his  mom,  picking  potatoes  and  doing  custodial 
work  at  the  school  several  seasons  in  Ashton, 


following  his  father's  death.   He  and  a  good 
friend,  Kenneth  Olson,  were  hired  to  help  with 
summer  farm  work  on  two  occasions.   Loving 
grandparents  and  a  special  Uncle  Earl  Garrett 
did  so  much  to  help  fill  a  "Dad  vacancy".   From 
early  on,  Dallas  was  Guy's  football  and  fishing 
hero  and  then  remained  that  way  through  the 
years  to  come  for  many  reasons.   Note:   No  one 
else  could  wade  down  the  middle  of  Fall  River- 
stay  on  their  feet  and  fish  both  sides.   Reed  lived 
with  the  family  on  several  occasions.   He  taught 
Guy  to  dance  and  dated  the  prettiest  girl  we 
knew— Ruth  Grover— from  St.  Anthony.   Because 
of  family  moves,  Guy  attended  school  in  at  least 
seven  locations:   King  Hill,  Emmett,  Rimrock, 
Ashton,  St.  Anthony,  Salt  Lake  City  and 
Pocatello.   He  graduated  from  South  High  in  Salt 
Lake  and  attended  the  university  in  Pocatello, 
1935-1938,  where  he  studied  forestry. 

While  living  in  Salt  Lake  City  he  met  Faye 
Tanner  when  she  was  14  years  old.   She  was 
living  a  few  blocks  away  with  some  newly 
acquired  step-brothers  who  were  Murdoch 
family  friends  and  they  included  her  in  their 
visits.   They  became  good  friends,  occasionally 
hiking  in  City  Creek  Canyon  near  her  home  and 
sometimes  attending  Saturday  movie  matinees  at 
the  State  and  Gem  theaters.   They  recall  that 
prices  for  admission  were  ten  cents  at  one  and 
fifteen  cents  at  the  other,  which  he  could  manage 
on  his  seventy  five  cents  weekly  allowance. 

They  each  attended  different  schools  and 
activities  during  their  junior  high  and  senior  high 
school  years  and  saw  each  other  mostly  on 
weekends.   During  his  senior  year,  Guy  began  to 
realize  that  she  meant  more  to  him  than  just  a 
friend  or  "another  one  of  the  girls. "  When  he 
moved  to  Pocatello  after  graduation  he  was 
absolutely  sure.   He  kept  in  touch  with  her  by 
regular  letters,  phone  calls  and  occasional  visits 
and  tried  to  keep  focused  on  school.   After  what 
seemed  to  him  a  long  wait,  they  were  married  in 
Copperton,  Utah,  April  9,  1938,  by  Faye's 
uncle,  Albert  Cheever.   She  continued  to  live 
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and  work  in  Salt  Lake  City  until  after  the 
university  semester  ended  in  June.  They  lived  in 
Pocatello  for  two  years,  then  moved  to  Boise  for 
two  more  years.   In  February  1942,  Guy 
received  notice  to  report  for  temporary  work  at 
Hill  Air  Force  Base,  Utah,  so  they  returned  to 
Salt  Lake  and  lived  in  an  apartment  until  their 
first  child,  Diane,  was  born,  January  31,  1945. 
Their  next  move  was  to  Lay  ton,  Utah  to  be 
nearer  to  work  and  to  provide  a  yard  and  lawns 
for  little  children  to  play.  While  there  five  more 
children  came  to  bless  their  lives:   Pamela, 
Robert,  Paul,  Kent  and  Michael.  Guy's  first 
work  at  Hill  AFB  developed  into  an  enjoyable, 
challenging  thirty  year  career  working  for  the 
Air  Force  in  long-range  mission  planning  as  a 
logistics  officer  and  management  analyst.   This 
included  temporary  duty  assignments  in  Montana 
and  California  and  frequent  travel  in  several 
states  to  Air  Force  and  contractor  facilities 
involved  with  aerospace  industry  development. 

Guy  and  Faye  consider  their  children  their 
greatest  accomplishment.   First  becoming 
parents,  then  learning  together  the  process  of 
parenting;  the  joy  and  happiness  of  watching 
each  grow  and  achieve;  the  mixture  of  love, 
pride  and  loneliness  as  they  began  to  leave  the 
nest  for  school,  missions,  careers  and  marriages; 
then  the  great  joy  that  comes  as  they  bring  little 
ones  into  the  world  and  permit  them  to  be  loved 
and  spoiled  by  grandparents.   All  of  these  blend 
into  a  delightful  package. 

Activity  in  the  Church  has  included  positions 
as  general  secretary,  priest  advisor,  scout  leader, 
counselor  in  a  bishopric,  bishop,  high  priests' 
group  leader,  instructor  and  secretary,  Sunday 
School  president,  high  councilor,  stake  executive 
secretary,  temple  officiator  and  home  teacher. 
Civic  activities  have  involved  him  in  city 
planning  and  recreation  and  a  variety  of  Lions 
Club  positions. 

In  August  1979,  Guy  and  Faye  moved  from 
Layton  to  Hyrum,  Utah  to  be  near  their  son, 
Robert,  his  wife,  Linda,  and  three  lovely  little 
girls:  Jennifer,  Heather,  Robyn.  It  was  a  good 
move-a  beautiful  place  to  spend  some  retirement 
years  near  a  temple  and  university;  surrounded 
by  loving  family  members,  good  neighbors  and 
church  leaders;  good  hunting,  fishing  and 
gardening,  etc.  Kent  attended  and  graduated 
from  Utah  State  University  there.  Michael  was 


called  on  his  mission  to  Arkansas  from  there. 
Faye  thoroughly  enjoyed  her  responsibilities  as 
mother,  grandmother,  Relief  Society  presidency, 
genealogy  worker,  temple  officiator  and 
leadership  in  Literary  and  Daughters  of  Utah 
Pioneer  organizations.   While  there  a  special 
son,  Paul,  was  born  into  Robert's  family. 

In  1994,  they  sold  their  home  in  Hyrum  and 
bought  another  in  St.  George;  this  time  to  be 
near  their  youngest  son,  Michael,  his  wife, 
Vickie,  and  their  two  young  children,  Brad  and 
Angie,  in  Cedar  City.   Another  bonus  to  that 
move  is  the  fact  that  their  first  grandson,  Bret 
May,  his  wife,  Melissa,  and  only  great 
grandchild  (so  far),  Douglas,  live  nearby  and 
visit  frequently.   Guy  and  Faye  now  have  twenty 
two  grandchildren. 

As  years  seem  to  pass  more  quickly  now,  it 
is  a  great  time  and  opportunity  to  reminisce  and 
count  blessings. 

Among  them:    Faye's  continuous  love, 
companionship  and  influence  for  good   for  years 
and  years.   Children  who  bring  love,  happiness, 
pride,  honor,  respect  and    grandchildren  into  the 
family. 

Great  words  in  our  vocabularies  to  treasure 
and  live  by  --  family,  love,  membership, 
atonement,  testimony,  temple,  endowment, 
activity,  resurrection,  celestial  and  eternal. 

Special  love  and  appreciation  for  the 
members  of  this  great  Murdoch  family. 

How  nice  it  is  to  hold  a  small  child's  hand 
and  go  for  a  long,  slow  walk-and  to  have  others 
believe  the  reason  you  are  walking  slowly  is 
because  the  child  is  small. 

[Editor's  note:   Guy  passed  away  on 
November  7,  1996,  at  the  age  of  80,  in  St. 
George,  Utah.   He  is  buried  in  the  Heber  City 
Cemetery.   Guy  exemplified  the  Saviour's 
command  to  love  one  another  and  he  will  be 
sorely  missed.] 

Biography  of  Faye  Tanner  Murdoch 

Faye  was  born  November  4,  1918,  in  Salt 
Lake  City,  Utah  at  the  home  of  her  Uncle  Ern 
and  Aunt  Nora  Guiver.  Her  parents  are 
Ebenezer  and  Jennie  Albertina  Anderson  Tanner 
Her  father  was  a  blacksmith  and  he  and  Jennie 
lived  in  the  mining  town  of  Eureka.  They  had 
been  married  only  sixteen  months  when  Eb 
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passed  away  October  19,  1918,  a  victim  of  the 
tlu  epidemic.   Faye  was  born  within  three  weeks 
after  his  death.    Her  mother  was  only  twenty 
seven  years  old.   After  a  brief  stay  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  Jennie  and  her  baby  girl  moved  to  Provo, 
Utah  and  lived  for  a  while  with  her  mother,  Lena 
Petersen  Anderson,  and  helped  care  for  the 
hoarders  who  lived  in  the  big  house. 

When  Faye  was  three  years  old,  her  mother 
opened  a  millinery  shop  in  American  Fork  where 
she  made  and  sold  ladies  hats  and  other 
accessories.   She  remembers  spending  much  o\ 
her  little  girl  years  in  the  back  of  the  shop  among 
boxes  of  pretty  buttons,  pins  and  lace.   She  kept 
busy  cutting  play  things  out  of  catalogs  and 
playing  house  with  little  glass  dolls  and  an 
affectionate  kitty. 

She  established  some  close,  long-lasting  girl 
friendships  and  attended  school  and  church  in 
American  Fork  until  July  1933,  when  her  mother 
married  a  widower,  Archibald  L.  Davis.   Arch 


lived  in  Salt  Lake  City  with  three  of  his  sons, 
Floyd,  Victor  and  Newell.   Being  an  only  child, 
Faye  remembers  she  was  excited  to  have  three 
brothers.   There  were  some  good  times  and 
difficult  times  as  there  always  is  an  adjustment  in 
merging  two  families.   This  was  also  the  time  of 
the  economic  depression  which  was  a  hardship 
on  many  families.   She  recalls  pleasantly  that 
Arch  was  a  super-nice  grandfather  to  her  own 
children  and  that  her  step-brothers  let  her  know 
frequently  that  they  are  glad  she  is  their  only 
sister.   Her  husband,  Guy,  thinks  all  of  this  was 
great,  because  it  was  through  the  Davis  boys  that 
he  had  the  opportunity  to  meet  and  marry  her. 

After  waiting  seven  years  for  her  first  child, 
Diane,  she  recognizes  her  six  children,  twenty- 
two  grandchildren  and  three  little  great 
grandson's  as  the  source  of  great  love, 
appreciation  and  joy. 

Other  special  accomplishments  are  outlined 
in  Guy's  biography. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Faye  Diane 

B 

•31  Jan  1945 

M 

(2)  Pamela  Jeanne 

B 

■06  Jul  1947 

M 

(3)  Robert  Guy 

B 

■  14  May  1949 

M 

(4)  Paul  Michael 

B 

•  07  Nov  1 955 

M 

(5)  Richard  Kent 

B 

15  Jul  1959 

M 

(6)  Michael  Alan 

B 

•28  Oct  1961 

M 

03  Jun  1966  to  Bruce  Earl  May 

29  Jan  1971   to  David  Brent  Vaughn 

30  Dec  1 970  to  Linda  Susan  Alexander 
17  May  1978  to  Rebecca  Virginia  Acosta 
22  May  1981  to  Kathy  Crowell 

01  Jun  1985  to  Vickie  Mantle 


Guy  Garrett  and  Faye  Murdoch 
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Guy  Garrett  and  Faye  Murdoch  Family 

L  to  R,  Back  to  Front:  Bart,  David,  Mike,  Guy,  Bret,  Bruce,  Pam,  Vickie,  Angie  (baby),  Brad,  Robert, 
Jeff,  Kent,  Paul,  Cecily,  Diane,  Faye,  Mearl,  Linda.  Kathy,  Jordan,  Danette,  Robyn,  Heather,  Brooke, 
Jennifer,  Paul,  McKenzie,  Aubrey,  Katie,  Melina,  Mandy,  Regan.   Not  Present:  Clint  May,  Becky,  Josh 
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DESCENDANTS  OF  GUY  GARRETT  MURDOCH  and  FAYE  TANNER 

1  -  FAYE  DIANE  MURDOCH  and  BRUCE  MAY.  We  first  met  while  both  of  us  were  attending  the 
Church  College  of  Hawaii  in  Oahu,  Hawaii  in  1965.   We  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  on  June  3, 
1966. 

Our  first  home  was  in  a  little  trailer  house  in  Layton,  Utah.   Bruce  taught  swimming  lessons  during  the 
day  and  worked  at  the  Defense  Depot  in  Ogden,  Utah  at  night.   I  worked  as  a  secretary  at  Hill  Air  Force 
Base.   We  didn't  see  much  of  each  other  that  first  summer.   That  fall  Bruce  attended  Weber  State  College. 
On  July  3,  1967  our  first  son,  Bret  Earl,  was  born.   We  were  so  thrilled  to  have  a  little  boy.   I  was  able  to 
stay  home  with  him  for  three  months  and  then  his  Grandmother  Murdoch  took  care  of  him  while  I  worked. 
We  were  so  grateful  to  have  her  do  that. 

Bruce  graduated  from  Weber  State  College  in  1968  and  at  the  end  of  the  summer  we  moved  to  Fort 
Collins,  Colorado  so  he  could  attend  graduate  school  at  Colorado  State  University.   We  lived  in  two  homes 
there  and  attended  the  student  ward.   Our  second  son,  Clint  Bruce,  was  born  May  10,  1970  and,  that  same 
spring,  Bruce  received  a  Master's  Degree  in  Fisheries  Biology. 

Clint  was  only  about  three  weeks  old  when  we  packed  up  everything  we  could  load  in  our  car  and 
headed  for  Eustis,  Florida  where  Bruce  had  taken  a  job  with  the  Florida  Fish  and  Game.   Florida  was  so 
different  -  hot  and  humid,  lots  of  older  people,  but  very  interesting  for  Bruce  in  his  work.   One  house  we 
lived  in  had  a  canal  in  the  back  of  it  with  alligators  in  it  and  you  had  to  be  very  careful  of  snakes.   It 
wasn't  a  very  good  place  for  little  boys  to  play.   Later  we  moved  to  a  duplex  next  to  a  very  nice  couple 
who  had  a  little  boy.   We  shared  a  yard  and  the  boys  played  a  lot  in  their  little  swimming  pool. 

We  both  had  some  great  learning  experiences  in  the  Church  there.   Bruce  was  in  the  Branch 
Presidency  and  I  was  the  Relief  Society  President.   We  had  lots  of  opportunities  to  share  what  we  had 
learned  from  growing  up  in  the  West. 

After  two  years,  we  were  very  homesick  for  our  families  and  wanted  to  come  back  to  the  West  and  the 
things  we  loved.   Bruce  was  able  to  get  a  job  with  the  Utah  Fish  and  Game,  so  in  October  1972  we  moved 
back. 

Even  though  we  worked  for  Utah,  we  lived  near  Lake  Powell  in  Page,  Arizona.   Bruce's  job  was  very 
interesting.   He  helped  introduce  striped  bass  into  Lake  Powell  and  saw  many  Indian  pictographs  on  the 
canyon  walls  and  ruins  where  they  had  lived. 

Our  third  son,  Robert  Bart,  was  born  there  on  January  30,  1973.   The  doctor  who  delivered  him  was 
our  stake  president  at  the  time  and  ended  up  being  our  oldest  son,  Bret's,  mission  president  in  Arizona  and 
is  now  a  General  Authority  -  J.  Ballard  Washburn. 

In  May  1975,  we  moved  to  Cedar  City,  Utah.   We  built  our  first  house  on  the  outskirts  of  Cedar  City 
in  a  place  called  Enoch.   Our  fourth  son,  Jeffrey  Dirk,  was  born  on  April  21,  1975  and  our  only  daughter, 
Danette,  was  born  December  13,  1977. 

In  1978  when  Danette  was  just  a  few  months  old,  we  moved  to  Salmon,  Idaho.  We  decided  it  would 
be  a  good  career  move  to  switch  from  working  for  the  State  to  the  Federal  Government.   Salmon  was  an 
easy  place  to  love;  beautiful  country  and  friendly  people.   Right  away  we  started  looking  for  a  place  to 
build  a  house.  We  found  two  acres  about  three  miles  from  town,  next  to  the  Nyborgs,  who  are  still  our 
good  friends.  We  had  many  opportunities  to  serve  in  the  Church.   Bruce  was  in  a  bishopric  again  and  I 
worked  in  the  Primary  and  Young  Women's  programs.   Bret,  Clint,  Bart  and  Jeff  were  very  active  in 
baseball,  football,  wrestling,  cross  country  and  track  and  always  had  good  friends  and  teachers  there.  We 
raised  sheep  and  at  one  time  had  100  ewes.  This  was  a  learning  experience  for  us  all  and  provided  lots  of 
work  for  the  kids  as  well  as  4-H  sheep  projects  every  summer.   Even  though  it  was  hard  work,  we  all  still 
have  fond  memories  of  our  sheep. 

In  1988  we  moved  to  Bozeman,  Montana.   It  wasn't  as  hard  on  the  kids  as  it  might  have  been  because 
they  were  able  to  participate  in  sports  and  that  helped  them  to  make  friends.   At  the  time  we  moved  to 
Bozeman,  the  population  was  about  30,000  (including  students  at  the  university),  but  there  were  only  two 
regular  wards  and  one  student  ward.   Bruce  served  on  the  high  council  and  was  bishop  of  the  University 
Ward.   I  worked  in  the  stake  Young  Women's  and  Relief  Society  programs. 
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Bozeman  has  offered  many  new  opportunities  to  all  of  us  because  of  it's  size  and  because  it  has  all  the 
tilings  our  family  enjoys.   There  is  hunting  and  fishing,  hiking,  skiing  and  rafting.   Bruce  and  the  boys 
have  had  some  great  times  hunting  together.   They  started  with  rifles,  but  now  everyone  bow  hunts,  too, 
except  Bruce.  Bret  usually  makes  it  to  Montana  or  Idaho  to  meet  them  to  hunt  and  even  Danette  has  gone 
with  them  a  few  times. 

We  have  lived  in  the  same  house,  on  eight  acres,  for  the  past  five  years  and  on  many  occasions  see 
deer,  foxes,  eagles,  skunks  and  badgers  in  the  fields  behind  our  house.  We  have  all  enjoyed  the  lifestyle 
we've  been  able  to  lead  and  feel  very  fortunate  to  have  lived  in  so  many  pretty  areas  of  the  country. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bret  Earl 

(2)  Clint  Bruce 

(3)  Robert  Bart 

(4)  Jeffrey  Dirk 

(5)  Danette 


B-  03  Jul  1967 
B-  10  May  1970 
B- 30  Jan   1973 
B-21  Apr  1976 
B-  13  Dec  1977 


M  -  29  Sep  1989  to  Melissa  Marley 
M  -  03  June  1994  to  Mindy  Seamons 
M  -  23  Aug  1 996  to  Jennifer  Andersen 


W 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Bret,  Jeff,  Bruce,  Bart 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Melissa,  Douglas,  Danette,  Diane,  Mindy,  Clint 
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1  -    Bret  Earl  May.   He  was  born  in  Ogden,  Utah  on  July  3,  1967.   Bret  learned  how  to  work  hard  at 
an  early  age.    You  could  always  depend  on  him  and  this  continues  to  be  one  of  his  strongest  attributes. 
He  helped  with  the  sheep,  watered  the  Church  farm,  mowed  lawns  and  was  a  boatman  and  river 
guide.   He  played  football,  wrestled  and  ran  track  in  high  school.   Bret  served  a  mission  in  Arizona, 
graduated  from  Ricks  College  and  married  Melissa  Marley  on  September  29,  1989.   Their  first  son, 
Douglas  Ammon,  was  born  on  April  8,  1991  and  they  have  a  landscaping  business  in  St.  George, 
Utah. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Douglas  Ammon  B  -  08  Apr  1991 

(2)K.  Hunter  B  -  27  Feb  1996 

2  -  Clint  Bruce  May.   He  was  born  in  Fort  Collins,  Colorado  on  May  10,  1970.   Clint  had  a  rough 
start  as  a  baby  and  had  asthmatic  bronchitis,  men  some  heart  problems  as  a  little  boy.   Through 
priesthood  blessings  he  was  completely  healed  and  went  on  to  win  State  Championships  in  wrestling 
and  track  and  also  ran  cross  country  in  high  school  and  college.   Clint  served  a  mission  in  Michigan, 
married  Mindy  Seamons  on  June  3,  1994  and  both  of  them  are  attending  Montana  State  University  in 
Bozeman,  Montana.   Clint  hopes  to  teach  and  coach  next  year  when  he  graduates. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Colter  Bruce  B  -  17  Sep  1995 

3  -  Robert  Bart  May.   He  was  born  in  Page,  Arizona  on  January  30,  1973.   Bart  loves  life!   He  is  a 
tease  and  has  a  great  sense  of  humor.   He  played  football,  wrestled  and  placed  at  the  State  Track  Meet 
in  the  110  hurdles  his  senior  year.   Bart  served  a  mission  to  Paraguay  and  plans  to  graduate  from 
Ricks  College  in  landscaping. 

4  -  Jeffrey  Dirk  May  .   He  was  born  April  21 ,  1976  in  Cedar  City,  Utah.  Jeff  has  always  been  very 
determined  in  all  he  does,  is  a  hard  worker  and  can  be  counted  on  in  whatever  he  says  he'll  do.   He 
ran  cross  country  and  track  and  placed  third  in  the  State  Wrestling  Tournament  his  junior  and  senior 
year.  He  is  presendy  serving  a  mission  in  California. 

5  -  Danette  May.  She  was  born  in  Cedar  City,  Utah  on  December  13,  1977.  What  a  thrill  to  finally 
have  a  girl!   Danette  is  good  at  setting  goals  and  then  going  after  them;  she  believes  anyone  can 
become  whatever  they  work  hard  to  be.   She  plays  the  flute,  runs  track  and  cross  country,  plays 
basketball  and  is  trying  cheerleading  this  year.   Her  grades  are  very  important  to  her  and  she  enjoys 
helping  people. 

2  -    PAMELA  JEANNE  MURDOCH.  Pamela  Jeanne  Murdoch,  the  second  daughter  of  Guy  and  Faye, 
majored  in  Clothing  and  Textiles  at  BYU  and  graduated  in  the  spring  of  1969.   I  accepted  a  position  with 
Macy's  California  and  entered  an  executive  training  program  at  their  flagship  store  in  San  Francisco. 
After  completing  the  training  I  was  a  floor  manager  and  then  a  buyer  of  ready-to-wear  women's  clothing. 

In  the  fall  of  1969,  I  met  David  Vaughn,  a  first  year  student  at  Hastings  College  of  the  Law,  the 
University  of  California  Law  School,  located  in  the  City.  We  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  on  January 
29,  1971.  I  continued  working  at  Macy's  while  Dave  attended  school  and  worked  part  time,  first  as  a 
Deputy  U.S.  Marshall  and  then  as  an  office  clerk  for  the  U.S.  Magistrate.  We  enjoyed  the  excitement  of 
San  Francisco,  including  standing  room  tickets  to  the  opera  and  sailing  on  the  bay  and  found  we  could 
manage  quite  nicely  without  a  car.   Our  apartment  was  one  of  the  best  bargains  in  town;  $125  a  month 
and  even  though  it  was  one  level  down  from  the  street  (at  125  East  Buena  Vista  Avenue)  the  hill  was  so 
steep  that  we  had  a  view  of  the  city.  We  could  lay  in  bed  and  see  downtown,  the  Mission  District  and  the 
Bay  Bridge. 

153 


After  Dave  graduated,  we  began  looking  for  a  job  and  a  place  to  raise  a  family.   We  decided  to 
relocate  to  Boise,  Idaho,  where  Dave  took  a  job  with  the  State  Attorney  General's  office.   As  we  drove 
across  the  Bay  Bridge,  headed  back  to  the  mountains  in  a  loaded  Hertz  rental  truck,  Tony  Bennett  was  on 
the  radio  singing  "I  Left  My  Heart  In  San  Francisco." 

It  was  the  Fall  of  1973.   There  wasn't  enough  for  me  to  do  keeping  house  for  two  people  and  so  I 
started  work  as  a  buyer/manager  for  the  Bon  Marche.  We  lived  near  downtown  on  Fort  Street  and  could 
both  walk  to  work,  although  we  now  had  a  car. 

For  several  years,  we  both  were  worried  that  we  would  not  be  able  to  have  children.   On  January  24, 
1976,  Cecily  Paige  was  born,  followed  by  Jordan  Diane  (May  1 1 ,  1978),  Regan  Susan  (November  18, 
1980),  Melina  Marie  (May  13,  1983)  and  McKenzie  Starr  (March  1,  1987).   Soon  after  Cecily  was  born, 
we  sold  the  turn-of-the-century,  two  story  house  we  had  partially  remodeled.   We  moved  from  16th  street 
in  the  North  End  to  291 1  Parke  Circle  Drive,  where  we  had  more  bedrooms  and  a  bigger  yard,  in 
anticipation  of  the  eventual  size  of  the  family. 

Dave  moved  from  the  Attorney  General's  office  to  the  State  Insurance  Department  and  then  to  private 
law  practice.   He  is  now  a  Hearing  Officer  for  USDA  and  sometimes  is  able  to  take  some  or  all  of  the 
family  on  business  trips.   In  1991  the  family  drove  our  1974  station  wagon,  first  to  Washington  state  and 
then  to  Washington,  D.C.,  where  Dave  had  a  two  week  assignment. 

Music  is  an  important  part  of  our  life.   Cecily  and  I  play  viola  and  violin,  Regan  piano  and  cello, 
Melina  likes  to  sing  in  the  school  choir  and  McKenzie  recently  started  piano  lessons. 

This  past  year,  Cecily  made  the  Dean's  List  as  a  Freshman  at  BYU,  Jordan  is  getting  straight  A's  as  a 
junior  at  Borah  High  and  is  the  fastest  runner  on  the  girl's  cross  country  team.   Regan  likes  to  run  and  is  a 
recipient  of  the  Presidential  Academic  Fitness  Award.   Melina  just  started  attending  YWMIA  and 
McKenzie  was  baptized  two  months  ago. 

The  family  loves  the  Mountain  West  and  everyone,  from  eight  to  middle  age,  enjoys  the  challenge  of 
white  water  rafting. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cecily  Paige 

(2)  Jordan  Diane 

(3)  Regan  Susan 

(4)  Melina  Marie 

(5)  McKenzie  Starr 


B- 24  Jan  1976 
B-  11  May  1978 
B-  18  Nov  1980 
B-  13  May  1983 
B-01  Mar  1987 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Cecily,  Pam,  David  Vaughn 
Middle:  (L  to  R)  McKenzie,  Regan,  Jordan 
Front:  Melina 
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3  -  ROBI.RT  GUY  MURDOCH.    To  begin  my  brief  biography,  let  me  say  I  am  very  proud  of  my 
heritage  and  name,  Robert  Guy  Murdoch.    1  share  my  first  name  with  my  grandfather  Murdoch,  my 
middle  name  with  m\  fatter  and  my  last  name  with  all  Murdochs  before  me.   While  I  don't  carry  names 
Of  m\  mother's  side  o\  the  family,  I  am  equally  proud  and  thankful  for  their  contribution  to  who  I  am.   To 
describe  who  I  am,  I  need  to  first  mention  a  few  individuals  whose  influence  has  played  a  major  role  in 
shaping  me. 

1  have  been  blessed  with  parents,  Guy  Garrett  Murdoch  and  Faye  Tanner  Murdoch,  who  have  always 
shown  and  expressed  love  and  interest  in  me  and  my  family.   They  have  been  and  continue  to  be  important 
examples  in  my  life.    I  love,  respect  and  appreciate  them  more  than  I  can  express. 

I  am  especially  grateful  for  my  two  grandmothers  who  both  have  a  very  special  place  in  my  heart. 
Grandma  Murdoch  was  a  life-long  example  ot  showing  love  and  kindness  to  every  person  she  knew. 
Memories  of  her  include  wonderful  Thanksgiving  dinners,  sharing  her  home  with  anyone  who  needed  a 
place  to  stay  and  genuine  kindness. 

Favorite  memories  of  my  Grandma  Davis  include  Christmas  visits,  homemade  pajamas,  being  with  me 
when  I  was  set  apart  as  a  full-time  missionary  and  telling  me  she  loved  me  the  day  I  left  on  my  mission. 

When  identifying  people  who  have  influenced  me  most,  my  wonderful  wife,  Linda,  is  at  the  top  of  the 
list.   Linda  and  I  were  married  December  30,  1970,  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.   Linda  has  shared  with  me 
so  many  important  qualities  and  has  stayed  by  my  side  through  the  ups  and  downs  of  marriage  and  raising 
a  family.   Her  high  standards,  expectations  and  love  for  her  family  has  always  been  a  guidepost  for  me. 
Perhaps  most  important  I  love  her  for  the  sacrifices  she  has  made  and  continues  to  make  for  her  family.   I 
and  my  children  have  been  blessed  more  than  we  will  ever  know  for  having  a  full-time  wife  and  mother 
serving  as  an  example,  always  present  to  offer  love,  teaching  the  important  lessons  of  life  and"  providing 
daily  demonstrations  of  life-long  service. 

Linda  and  I  have  been  blessed  with  four  of  the  most  choice  children  any  parent  could  hope  for.   We 
have  been  blessed  with  a  close  relationship  with  each  of  our  children.   Our  first  child,  Jennifer  Lynn 
Murdoch,  born  on  April  23,  1972,  has  now  grown  from  a  cute,  blonde,  blue-eyed  girl  to  a  loving  and 
sensitive  beautiful  woman.  She  is  now  a  college  graduate  and  wife.   She  married  Craig  Robinson  on 
September  14,  1992.   Heather  Sue  Murdoch,  our  strong  willed,  second  child  was  born  August  10,  1974 
and  is  now  attending  her  last  year  of  college  at  Utah  State  University.   Heather  has  boundless  energy,  the 
curiosity  of  a  cat  and  spontaneous  enthusiasm  for  life.   Robyn  Michelle  Murdoch  was  born  March  23, 
1976,  becoming  our  third  child.   Robyn  is  a  very  calm,  loving,  independent  and  self  motivated  individual. 
Robyn  is  now  attending  school  at  Ricks  College.   Robert  Paul  Murdoch  came  into  our  family  on 
Christmas  Day,  December  25.  1983.   Paul  is  simply  a  wonderful  son  and  brother.   He  is  kind  and 
thoughtful  to  all  people,  much  like  his  Grandma  Murdoch,  mature  minded  in  his  thinking,  loves  dogs  and 
is  full  of  happiness  and  goodwill.   He  loves  to  be  involved  in  all  sports  and  enjoys  learning.   All  of  our 
children  love  and  respect  one  another  and  are  best  friends. 

The  influence  of  these  people  on  my  life  began  when  I  was  born  May  14,  1949  in  Salt  Lake  City, 
Utah.  I  was  born  into  a  family  of  five  other  children  besides  myself,  which  included  two  older  sisters, 
Diane  and  Pam  and  three  younger  brothers,  Paul,  Kent  and  Michael.  While  I  was  born  in  Salt  Lake  City, 
Utah,  Layton,  Utah  was  my  home  from  my  preschool  years  up  to  the  time  I  left  for  an  LDS  mission  at  the 
age  of  nineteen. 

Our  home  on  Beacon  Street  is  the  place  and  time  period  where  my  first  real  memories  of  life  can  be 
traced.  From  that  home  I  clearly  remember  my  mother  walking  with  me  hand-in-hand  to  take  me  to  my 
first  day  of  school  and  trying  to  hold  back  my  tears,  as  my  mother's  hand  slipped  from  mine,  leaving  me 
at  the  classroom  doorway.   At  our  Beacon  home  I  heard  the  sounds  of  my  sister  Pam  playing  the  violin  for 
the  first  time,  learning  to  climb  and  fall  from  trees  and  ride  a  bicycle.   Our  Beacon  home  is  where  I  ate 
my  first  gooseberry,  slept  in  a  scary  basement  and  established  my  first  long-term  friendships.   I  was 
baptized  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints  while  living  in  our  gray  painted 
home  on  Beacon  Street. 

When  I  was  in  the  third  grade,  our  family  moved  a  few  blocks  from  our  Beacon  home  into  a  brand 
new  brick  house  on  Colonial  Avenue.   Many  important  milestones  in  my  life  took  place  in  our  Colonial 
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home,  most  of  which  centered  around  teenage  years  and  all  of  the  ups  and  downs  associated  with  a  young 
person  trying  to  establish  an  identity  and  seek  greater  independence. 

When  I  turned  nineteen,  I  accepted  an  LDS  Mission  call  to  Scotland.  This  service  to  the  Lord 
continues  to  be  one  of  the  great  blessings  of  my  life  .   Not  only  did  I  have  the  opportunity  of  serving  the 
Lord,  I  also  established  a  great  bond  with  my  Murdoch  ancestry,  who  lived  in  that  great  country.   It  is  a 
land  that  has  cultivated  strong,  proud,  family  and  tradition  oriented  people.   It  is  the  land  where  our 
Murdoch  family  was  introduced  to  the  Mormon  Church. 

After  completing  my  mission  in  1970,  I  returned  home  and  began  school  at  Utah  State  University. 
While  attending  school,  I  worked  part-time  in  the  university  library,  where  I  became  very  interested  in 
librarianship  as  a  profession.   I  graduated  from  the  University  in  Accounting  and  began  working  full  time 
for  the  University  Library.   In  1980  I  took  a  leave  of  absence  and  I  returned  to  graduate  school  at  Brigham 
Young  University  and  obtained  an  advanced  degree  in  Library  and  Information  Science.   I  am  currently 
the  Associate  Director  of  University  Libraries  at  Utah  State  University. 

I  have  been  blessed  with  the  privilege  of  holding  a  variety  of  positions  in  the  LDS  Church,  all  of  which 
have  brought  me  personal  growth,  strengthened  my  testimony  of  the  gospel  and  brought  blessings  into  my 
home  and  family.   The  Lord  has  truly  blessed  me  and  my  family.   As  a  family  we  have  experienced 
several  miracles,  which  have  strengthened  and  caused  us  to  believe  more  than  ever  God  loves  and  cares 
for  us.   I  am  grateful  for  life  and  look  forward  to  more  wonderful  experiences  in  the  future  years. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jennifer  Lynn  B  -  23  Apr  1972  M  -  24  Sept  1992  to  Craig  Robinson 

(2)  Heather  Sue  B  -  10  Aug  1974  M  -  15  Nov  1996  to  Cory  Williamson 

(3)  Robyn  Michelle  B  -  23  Mar  1976  M  -  28  Dec  1996  to  Todd  Thompson 

(4)  Robert  Paul  B  -  25  Dec  1983 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Craig,  Jennifer,  Heather,  Robyn 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Robert,  Linda,  and  Paul  Murdoch 
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4  -  vwi.  ran  n/\ti.  iMiKinn  ti.   tvery  nisiory  nas  to  nave  a  beginning,  so  I  will  begin  this  one  by 
noting  thai  I  was  born  November  7,  1955.    I  do  not  remember  this  event  at  all  but  I  do  know  that  I  was 
\ei\  luck)  to  be  bom  the  son  of  Guy  and  Faye  Murdoeh.    I  love  them  very  mueh  and  have  always  been 
proud  to  be  their  son. 

1  do  remember  that  I  wanted  to  be  a  eowboy.   I  never  had  a  real  horse,  but  I  do  remember  a  pair  of 
boots,  cowbo)  clothes  and  an  arsenal  of  eowboy  guns.    Being  a  eowboy  was  fun. 

I  grew  up  in  I. avion.  Utah.    Like  most  o\  the  boys  I  grew  up  with,  I  played  with  marbles  and  was 
involved  in  spoils;  baseball,  basketball,  football  and  tennis  which  I  enjoyed  the  most  after  marbles.    I  know 
that  1  wanted  to  start  iio'wm  to  school  at  least  a  year  earlier  than  I  could  and  I  had  a  best  friend  named 
Bobby  who  one  day  moved  away.    I  was  baptized  when  I  was  eight.    I  was  a  Cub  Scout,  Boy  Scout  and 
even  made  it  to  Eagle  Scout. 

I  worked  one  summer  picking  cherries  and  another  working  on  a  farm.   I  mowed  lawns  and  dreaded 
clipping  grass  around  our  yard.    No  one  has  celebrated  the  invention  of  the  "Weed  Wacker"  more  than  I 
have.   I  also  got  to  spend  one  summer  living  with  my  sister  Pam  in  San  Francisco,  when  I  was  sixteen.   I 
will  always  remember  this  time  and  could  write  for  a  long  time  about  the  different  things  I  did  or  enjoyed 
that  year. 

I  graduated  from  Layton  High  School.    Following  graduation  I  got  a  summer  job  in  Clearfield  that  led 
my  interest  and  me  into  the  field  of  marketing.   I  moved  to  Colorado  where  I  received  extensive  training 
and  experience  over  a  period  of  four  years  and  a  job  offer  in  Los  Angeles.   (California,  here  I  come!) 
Thinking  of  Los  Angeles  means  to  me  going  to  the  beach  with  Joshua,  standing  in  line  to  see  Star  Wars, 
going  to  the  World  Series  to  see  the  Dodgers,  having  a  friend  named  Regis  and  buying  a  ring  for  Becky. 
The  best  part  about  moving  to  Los  Angeles  was  gaining  the  family  that  I  have  today.   I  first  met  my  son, 
Joshua,  playing  with  his  toy  cars  in  my  kitchen.   He  was  nice  enough  to  let  me  join  in  and  after  about 
thirty  minutes  I  knew  I  wanted  to  meet  his  mother  who  was  at  the  house  visiting  that  day. 

I  can  honestly  say  that  when  I  talked  to  Becky,  I  knew  then  that  I  was  going  to  marry  her,  which  I  did 
on  May  17,  1978.   Becky,  Josh  and  I  moved  from  Los  Angeles  and  lived  in  Brigham  City,  Utah  for  a 
year.   A  new  job  came  up  in  Washington  and  we  were  off  again  to  live  near  Seattle  where  we  lived  for 
fifteen  years.   During  the  fifteen  years  in  Washington,  Becky  and  I  added  two  beautiful  daughters  to  our 
family.   Brooke  Lynne  was  born  June  16,  1980  in  Auburn,  Washington,  Katie  Victoria  on  April  9,  1984  in 
De  Moines,  Washington.   Both  very  different,  but  very  special.   Good  daughters,  good  sisters. 

When  you  live  in  Western  Washington,  you  get  rain,  clouds,  Mt.  Rainier,  the  Puget  Sound,  ferries, 
fog  horns,  beautiful  views  and  nice  but  short  summers.   Once  we  also  got  Mt.  St.  Helens. 

The  best  place  we  lived  was  probably  the  last  place  which  was  in  the  town  of  Mukilteo  where  we  built 
our  first  home.  In  Mukilteo  we  had  good  neighbors,  good  friends  and  we  made  a  house  into  a  home.  Our 
children  went  to  school  there  and  now  want  to  go  back  and  our  son  graduated  there. 

Reading  this  by  now  you  get  the  impression  that  we  move  around  a  lot.  We  do.   I  am  currently 
employed  by  a  company  that  manufactures,  markets  and  services  ultrasound  equipment;  Advanced 
Technology  Laboratories  in  Bothell,  Washington.   The  company  has  customers  in  several  European 
countries  which  required  me  to  make  frequent  trips  there  and  considerable  time  away  from  my  family.   To 
help  resolve  this,  we  moved  our  family  to  Germany  near  Munich,  where  I  have  served  as  director  of 
Customer  Services  Division  in  Europe—a  challenging  and  rewarding  assignment.   Our  son  Josh  is  currently 
living  with  a  grandmother  in  California.  We  will  stay  another  year  before  returning  to  the  United  States. 
Brooke  and  Katie  are  attending  an  excellent  international  school  that  provides  good  academic  and  language 
training,  sports  competition  with  other  countries,  special  projects  and  travel  opportunities  plus  being 
together  more  as  a  family.   Living  in  a  foreign  country  really  is  a  foreign  experience  but  we  have  had  the 
opportunity  to  do  and  see  many  things.   Our  children  would  like  a  quarter  for  every  time  someone  says 
"What  a  nice  experience"  it  is  for  them.   It  is,  but  sometimes  funny  how  often  it  comes  up. 

It  is  time  to  close  this  history.   The  past  for  me  also  means  remembering  the  people  that  mean  the  most 
to  me  -  my  parents,  brothers  and  sisters  -  to  always  have  been  part  of  a  family.  I  love  all  of  my  children 
and  wish  I  could  have  been  a  little  better  husband  and  father  or  done  a  little  more,  but  will  continue  to  try 
in  the  future. 
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My  history  would  be  very  sad  and  empty  if  I  had  not  met  Becky  and  had  not  been  married.   She  has 
been  everything  for  me  in  the  past  and  is  all  of  my  hope  for  the  future.   When  I  married  Becky  I  also 
gained  a  fantastic  father  and  mother  in-law.   They  have  always  made  me  feel  welcome.   This  past  year  my 
father  in-law  Manuel  Acosta  passed  away.   He  was  one  of  the  most  generous  and  accepting  men  I  have 
ever  known.   We  miss  him. 

It  is  time  to  close  and  I  hope  that  the  next  time  I  try  to  write  a  history  it  will  be  easier  than  this  one  has 
been.   I  hope  I  have  a  lot  of  years  to  keep  practicing. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joshua 

(2)  Brooke  Lynne 

(3)  Katie  Victoria 


B- 23  Oct  1974 
B-  16Jun  1980 
B  -  09  Apr  1 984 


Back:  Brooke  and  Katie 
Front:  Paul,  Becky,  and  Joshua  Murdoch 


5  -  RICHARD  KENT  MURDOCH  FAMILY.   Richard  Kent  Murdoch  was  born  on  15  July  1959  in  Salt 
Lake  City,  Utah  to  Guy  and  Faye  Murdoch.  Kent  attended  E.M.  Whitesides  Elementary,  Central  Davis 
Jr.  High  and  Layton  High  Schools.   All  three  schools  are  located  in  Layton,  Utah  where  Kent  lived  for 
nineteen  (19)  years.   His  parents  encouraged  him  to  participate  in  sports  (baseball,  tennis  and  skiing)  and 
appreciate  the  outdoors  (camping,  fishing  and  hunting).   After  graduating  from  Layton  High  School,  Kent 
attended  Weber  State  University  (WSU)  majoring  in  Business.   It  was  at  Weber  State  while  attending  an 
Institute  class  on  World  Religions  that  he  met  a  beautiful  blue  eyed  young  lady  named  Kathy  Crowell,  who 
would  become  his  future  eternal  companion. 

In  September  1978,  Kent  entered  the  Salt  Lake  City  Mission  Training  Home  (one  of  the  last  groups  to 
go  through  that  mission  home)  to  begin  his  training  to  serve  a  two  year  mission  in  British  Columbia, 
Canada.  Kent  served  under  the  direction  of  a  wonderful  Mission  President,  Steven  J.  Scott.   He  served  in 


158 


the  areas  of  Vanderhoof,  White  Rock,  Langley,  Vernon  and  Nanaimo  (on  Vancouver  Island).   In  those 
two  important  years,  Kent  learned  to  love  the  Canadian  people,  but  most  important,  gained  a  personal 
testimony  that  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints  is  the  true  church  and  that  Jesus  is  the 
Christ.   While  on  his  mission  his  parents  moved  to  Hyrum,  Utah. 

In  September  1980,  Kent  enrolled  at  Utah  State  University  (USU).   During  the  evening  he  worked  at 
the  University  Library.   Fortunately,  while  Kent  was  serving  the  Lord  on  his  mission,  Kathy  Crowell 
focused  more  on  finishing  her  degree  in  Elementary  Education  than  finding  a  husband.  On  Christmas  Eve 
in  1980,  in  front  o\'  the  Logan  Temple,  Kent  proposed  to  Kathy.   They  were  married  for  time  and  all 
eternity  on  22  May  1981  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple. 

Kathy  and  Kent  moved  into  student  housing  (the  Triads)  on  the  USU  campus.   Kathy  taught  fifth  grade 
for  three  (3)  years  at  Lewiston  Elementary  School  and  Kent  worked  on  finishing  his  degree  in  Marketing. 
On  24  March  1983,  at  Logan  Hospital,  Kathy  gave  birth  to  a  beautiful  bright  eyed  baby  girl,  Mandy  Kay 
Murdoch. 

After  graduating  in  June  1984,  Kent  accepted  a  job  offer  with  General  Dynamics  in  San  Diego, 
California  as  a  Contracts  Administrator  (negotiating  and  administering  contracts  with  the  Government). 
Moving  into  an  apartment  in  Coronado  with  a  view  of  the  ocean,  it  did  not  take  long  for  Kathy  and  Kent  to 
substitute  the  beauty  of  the  Wasatch  Front  Mountains  for  the  spectacular  Pacific  Ocean.   In  1985  they 
purchased  a  three  bedroom  home  in  Poway  (20  miles  north  of  San  Diego).   On  18  June  1986,  at  Sharp 
Hospital  in  San  Diego,  Kathy  gave  birth  to  a  second  daughter,  a  beautiful  dark  haired  baby  girl,  Aubrey 
Marie  Murdoch. 

While  Kent  worked  hard  at  General  Dynamics,  Kathy  elected  to  stay  home  with  the  children.  She 
became  very  involved  in  the  community  of  Poway.   Kathy  established  an  excellent  preschool  for  the  city  of 
Poway,  which  she  called  "Little  Tykes".   On  15  April  1991,  at  Pomorado  Hospital  in  Poway,  Kathy  gave 
birth  to  a  little  baby  boy,  Blake  Guy  Murdoch. 

Kathy  and  Kent  have  been  busy  in  the  Church.   Kathy  has  had  callings  as  Primary  Chorister,  Young 
Women's  advisor,  Relief  Society  Homemaking  Leader  and  First  Counselor  in  the  Primary.  Kathy  loves 
the  Primary  children.   Kent  has  served  as  a  Ward  Mission  Leader,  Primary  Nursery  Assistant,  Primary 
Teacher,  Elders  Quorum  President  and  First  Counselor  in  the  Bishopric.   A  special  calling  that  Kathy  and 
Kent  both  enjoy  is  temple  excursion  workers  for  their  ward  at  the  San  Diego  Temple. 

Kent  and  Kathy  enjoy  the  life  that  San  Diego  County  offers  their  family.  They  enjoy  walking  and  bike 
riding  along  the  beach,  snorkeling  in  the  ocean  and  picnics  in  the  many  parks  in  the  surrounding  area. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mandy  Kay  B  -  24  Mar  1983 

(2)  Aubrey  Marie  B  -  18  Jun  1986 

(3)  Blake  Guy  B-  15  Apr  1991 
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Aubrey,  Kathy,  Mandy.  Kent  and  Blake  Murdoch 


1  -    Mandy  Kay  Murdoch.   She  is  as  radiant  as  the  sun.    She  has  always  attracted  friends  from  an 
early  age  because  of  her  warm  and  kind  personality.   Mandy  has  a  unique  love  for  nature  and  saves 
her  money  to  purchase  seeds,  plants,  fertilizer,  etc.  to  grow  her  own  garden  and  to  make  things  more 
beautiful  around  her.   She  has  been  blessed  with  a  beautiful  singing  voice.   She  began  singing  her  first 
solo  for  a  community  event  at  the  age  of  three  and  is  still  touching  hearts  through  music.   Mandy 
enjoys  playing  the  piano  and  the  flute.   She  is  an  excellent  "Honor  Roll"  student  and  has  been  given  a 
gift  of  retaining  knowledge,  especially  in  science.   This  tall,  blue  eyed,  blonde  headed  daughter  is  as 
beautiful  on  the  inside  as  she  is  on  the  outside. 

2  -  Aubrey  Marie  Murdoch.  She  has  the  softness  and  beauty  of  a  red  rose.   She  has  beautiful  brown 
hair  and  brown  eyes  and  a  smile  that  warms  your  heart.   Aubrey  is  our  Country  girl  who  is  living  in 
the  big  city!   She  loves  horses,  dogs,  cowgirl  boots,  western  hats  and  even  horse  shoes!   Aubrey  has 
always  had  a  gift  of  drawing  things.   Even  as  a  little  girl,  she  would  rather  have  a  blank  piece  of  paper 
to  draw  on  than  a  coloring  book.   She  is  looking  forward  to  the  future  when  she  can  own  a  ranch  in 
Cache  Valley,  Utah  where  she  will  also  have  her  own  art  studio!   Aubrey  enjoys  playing  the  piano, 
gymnastics,  running,  playing  basketball,  hiking  and  camping.   She  enjoys  being  around  her  friends  but 
always  tells  them  that  her  "best  friend"  is  her  big  sister,  Mandy! 

3  -  Blake  Guy  Murdoch.  He  is  a  warm  hearted  boy  full  of  puppy  dog  tails!   He  is  a  delightful 
addition  to  a  house  that  has  mostly  contained  Barbie  dolls,  1000  barrettes  and  hair  ribbons  and 
perfume.   Blake  loves  to  run,  ride  his  bike,  wrestle  with  his  favorite  buddy-his  dad,  play  outside  and 
to  search  for  pirate's  treasure  in  his  sisters  bedroom  (which  they  don't  enjoy!)  Blake  is  as  handsome 
as  his  dad  and  has  blonde  hair  and  blue  eyes.  Kent  gave  him  a  very  special  baby  blessing.   In  it  he 
said  that  Blake  would  always  watch  over  his  sisters  even  if  they  are  older  than  him.   Already  he  shows 
signs  of  love  and  great  admiration  for  them. 
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6  -  MICHAEL  ALAN  MURDOCH.     Michael  Alan  Murdoch  was  born  on  28  October  1961 ,  in  Salt  Lake 
Cit\ ,  Utah,  to  Guy  and  Faye  Murdoch.    Michael  is  the  youngest  of  six  children;  three  brothers  and  two 
sisters.   Raised  in  Layton,  Utah,  where  he  lived  for  18  years,  he  attended  schools  at  EM  Whitesides 
Elementary,  Davis  Jr.  High  and  Layton  High.    His  home  was  next  to  a  school  yard  where  he  spent  much 
of  the  time  with  his  friends  playing  football,  baseball,  basketball  and  other  games.   At  age  eight  Michael 
was  baptized  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints  by  his  father.   Michael  enjoyed 
the  scouting  program  and  received  his  Eagle  Award.   He  enjoyed  the  outdoors,  camping,  fishing  and 
hunting.    His  parents  always  spent  time  with  him  and  attended  his  activities.   In  1979,  after  graduating 
from  high  school,  Michael  moved  with  his  parents  to  Hyrum,  Utah  and  attended  Utah  State  University. 

In  1981  Michael  served  an  18  month  mission  for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints  in 
Little  Rock,  Arkansas.   During  this  time  he  was  able  to  meet  wonderful  people  and  help  bring  the  gospel 
into  their  lives.   Michael's  testimony  of  the  gospel  grew  strong  as  did  his  love  and  admiration  toward  his 
mother  and  father. 

In  1983  while  playing  a  card  game  with  some  friends  at  Utah  State  University,  a  beautiful  lady 
observing  the  game  from  across  the  room  made  eye  contact  with  Michael  and  secretly  helped  him  win  the 
game  by  looking  at  the  other  players  cards.   This  was  the  beginning  of  their  wonderful  relationship. 
Vickie  Mantle  was  always  quick  witted,  happy  and  fun  to  be  with.   Michael  and  Vickie  shared  many  of  the 
same  interests  such  as  camping,  hiking  and  fishing.   Vickie  had  all  the  good  qualities  and  Michael  was 
fortunate  to  be  with  her.   On  June  1 ,  1985,  Michael  and  Vickie  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  for 
time  and  eternity. 

In  their  first  year  of  marriage,  they  lived  in  Provo,  Utah.   While  Michael  was  attending  Utah  Valley 
Community  College  studying  electronics,  Vickie  provided  the  income  working  at  First  Security  Bank.   In 
1986  Michael  completed  college  and  they  moved  to  Clearfield,  Utah  where  he  was  hired  at  Hill  Air  Force 
Base  as  an  electronic  technician.   Vickie  continued  to  work  for  First  Security  Bank  at  a  branch  in  Roy, 
Utah. 

On  22  July  1988,  Vickie  gave  birth  to  Brad.   What  a  joy  he  brought  to  their  lives.   Vickie  was  able  to 
quit  her  job  to  spend  more  time  with  Brad.   In  September  1988,  Michael  accepted  a  job  working  for  the 
Federal  Aviation  Administration  as  an  electronic  technician.   This  job  transferred  them  to  Cedar  City, 
Utah  in  1989. 

On  7  April  1990  Vickie  gave  birth  to  a  beautiful  girl  they  named  Angie.   Michael,  Vickie,  Brad  and 
Angie  enjoy  the  lifestyle  that  Cedar  City  offers.   They  like  to  spend  time  in  the  beautiful  mountains  that 
surround  them;  camping,  fishing,  hiking,  hunting. 

Vickie  Mantle,  wife  of  Michael  Alan  Murdoch.  Vickie  Mantle  was  born  on  15  July,  1963  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  Utah  to  Richard  and  Beth  Mantle.   She  was  the  third  of  four  sisters  in  their  families.  She  lived  in 
Magna,  Utah  through  high  school.   During  some  summers  she  lived  with  her  aunt  in  Brigham  City,  Utah 
where  she  enjoyed  working  on  her  farm  and  spending  time  with  her  nieces  and  nephews.   Vickie  is 
talented  with  arts  and  crafts  and  has  beautifully  decorated  their  home  with  drawings  and  woodwork. 
Vickie  is  generous  with  her  time.   She  enjoys  activities  with  the  Young  Women  in  church  and  works  a 
teachers  aid  and  PTA  President  at  the  school  that  Brad  and  Angie  attend. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brad  Michael  Murdoch  B  -  22  Jul  1 988 

(2)  Angie  Murdoch  B  -  07  Apr  1990 
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Brad,  Michael,  Angie,  Vickie  Murdoch 


1  -  Brad  Michael  Murdoch.  He  is  very  good  working  with  his  hands  and  creative  with  his 
imagination.   When  given  paper,  scissors,  glue  and  coloring  markers,  his  projects  have  amazing 
results.   Brad  recently  won  an  award  in  school  in  a  Reflections  "Dare  to  Discover"  contest.   Brad  also 
enjoys  playing  sports. 

2  -  Angie  Murdoch.  She  has  her  mother's  beautiful  blue  eyes  and  long  eye  lashes.  She  is  full  of  life 
and  energy.  She  likes  to  have  story  after  story  read  to  her.   Angie  has  always  shared  with  others  to 
create  happiness.  She  has  a  cute  laugh  and  a  happy,  kind  personality.   Angie  is  a  leader,  she  likes  to 
express  her  thoughts  and  ideas. 


162 


CHAPTER  FIVE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  ROBERT  MURRAY  MURDOCH 

and 
ZELTA  LILLIAN  CROFT  GLOVER 


Robert  Murray  Murdoch  was  born  25 
October,  1918,  at  St.  Anthony  Idaho,  the  son  of 
Robert  Rue  Murdoch  and  Mearl  Garrett.    He  is 
the  youngest  of  three.   His  brother,  Guy,  now 
lives  in  St.  George,  Utah.   His  sister,  Elaine, 
passed  away  in  April,  1988. 

In  his  early  years,  he  lived  in  different  places 
as  his  father's  work  was  with  the  U.  S. 
Reclamation  Service.    He  lived  at  King  Hill, 
Idaho,  Emmett,  Idaho  and  Rimrock,  Washington 
before  returning  to  the  Farnum  and  Ashton  area 
in  Idaho.   He  was  only  in  the  5th  grade  (11  years 
old)  when  his  father  was  seriously  injured  in  a 
car  accident  and  died  19  Sept.,  1929. 

Murray  attended  schools  in  Utah  and  Idaho, 
graduating  from  High  School  in  Ashton  while 
living  with  his  sister,  Elaine  and  Claude  Lee. 

In  1935  he  moved  with  his  family  to 
Pocatello,  Idaho,  to  live  with  Sam  Smith,  who 
later  became  his  stepfather.   Sam  had  a  trucking 
business  and  he  got  a  job  driving  truck.   Safeway 
bought  the  business  from  Sam  but  allowed  his 
employees  to  continue  working,  so  Murray  drove 
truck  for  several  years.   He  later  went  to  Los 
Angeles,  California  to  a  mechanic  school  in 
1938.     Murray  married  Arvena  Smith 


Hammond  on  October  26,  1939.   They  were 
later  divorced.   Sam  bought  a  home  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  1951  Garfield  Ave.  and  moved  the  family 
in  about  1945.     Murray  started  work  as  a  glazer 
with  Bullock  Glass  Company  about  1947,  then, 
in  1973,  worked  at  Capital  Glass  Company  until 
his  retirement  in  1983. 

He  married  Zelta  Croft  Glover  on  January 
15,  1953.   She  had  been  married  previously  to 
Van  Orden  Glover  on  April  5,  1938.   They  were 
divorced  in  April  1951.   Zelta  had  three 
children;  Rowena,  Shaunna  and  Dennis.   Murray 
loved  and  cared  for  them  as  if  they  were  his. 

He  is  a  caring,  compassionate  and  patient 
man.   He  helped  so  willingly  with  Zelta' s  mother 
and  father.   He  was  always  so  loving  and  helpful 
with  his  mother,  Mearl. 

Murray  and  Zelta  bought  their  home  in  Salt 
Lake  City,  at  1966  Westminster,  in  1966.   He 
has  remodeled  it  several  times  and  keeps  it  in 
top-notch  condition. 

He  loves  his  home,  family  and  dog  and  is 
content  with  that.   Murray  is  certainly  loved  in 
return.   We  have  7  grandchildren  and  6  great 
grandchildren. 
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Robert  Murray  and  Zelta  Murdoch 


CHILDREN:   (2)  ZELTA  CROFT  GLOVER 
(1)  Edith  Rowena  Glover  B  -  15  May  1940 


(2)  Shaunna  B.  Glover 

(3)  Dennis  Orden  Glover 


B- 05  Apr  1943 
B-08Jun  1946 


M  -  16  Nov  1956  to  William  K.  Smith  (div) 
M  -  02  Jan  1965  to  Rudger  Ashby  (div) 
M  -  04  Nov  1 984  to  Steven  Pender 
M  -  04  Apr  1963  to  Robert  Whitaker 
M  -  19  Dec  1987  to  Yvonne  Nieve 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  ROBERT  MURRAY 
and  ZELTA  CROFT  GLOVER  MURDOCH 

1  -  EDITH  ROVVENA  GLOVER  PENDER.  Rowena  was  born  on  May  15,  1940,  in  Marysville,  Idaho. 
She  started  school  in  Ashton,  Idaho.    She  took  piano  lessons  from  Ruth  Murdoch  until  moving  with  her 
famil)  to  Layton,  Utah.  She  was  always  busy  in  school  and  church. 

She  was  married  young  and  didn't  finish  high  school  until  later,  when  she  went  back  to  school  and  got 
her  diploma.    She  worked  quite  a  tew  years  tor  Electrolux  Treasury  Office. 

She  married  Rudger  Ashby  and  moved  to  Fillmore,  Utah.   Although  this  marriage  ended  in  divorce, 
she  was  blessed  with  tour  beautiful  children,  three  sons  and  a  daughter.   She  took  some  nursing  classes  and 
worked  tor  a  time  in  the  Fillmore  Hospital. 

After  moving  back  to  Salt  Lake,  she  was  employed  at  Educators's  Mutual  Insurance  Co.  for  several 
years  until  another  company  took  over  and  made  some  changes,  which  resulted  in  her  being  among  some 
of  the  employees  that  were  released. 

She  men  went  to  an  accounting  school  where  she  met  Steve  Pender.   They  were  later  married  and 
have  purchased  a  new  home  in  West  Valley  City.   He  is  a  wonderful  man  and  is  so  good  to  Rowena.  We 
are  happy  to  have  him  in  our  family. 

CHILDREN:  (1)   RUDGER  ASHBY 

(1)  Scott  Eugene  Ashby  B  -  1 5  Jun  1 966  M  -  05  Jun  1 992  to  Tori  Young 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cameron  B- 06  Mar  1990 

(2)  Kohl  B- 08  Mar  1993 
(3)Sierrah  B  -  15  Nov  1995 

(2)  Charlene  Ashby  B  -  19  Feb  1968 

(3)  Rodney  Ashby  B  -  08  Aug  1971 

(4)  Regan  Ashby  B  -  05  Dec  1975 


2  -  SHAUNNA  B.  GLOVER  WHITAKER.    She  was  born  on  April  5,  1943,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   She 
lived  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  until  moving  to  Layton,  Utah,  where  she  started  school.   She  took  dance  and  piano 
lessons.   Later,  she  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City  where  she  went  to  Lowell  School  and  on  to  West  High  from 
which  she  graduated.   She  was  a  good  student  and  was  always  active  in  school  and  church.   She  later 
graduated  from  the  School  of  Beauty. 

She  met  the  man  she  would  marry  at  a  stake  dance,  Robert  Whitaker.  He  had  just  returned  from  a 
mission  and  moved  to  Salt  Lake  from  Washington.   I  liked  him  then  and  like  him  even  better  now.   He's  a 
good  man,  husband,  father  and  son-in  law. 

Shaunna  has  kept  a  current  beauty  operator's  license  and  worked  a  few  days  a  week  in  her  home. 
Their  family  is  grown  and  Bob  has  had  two  heart  attacks  which  forced  them  to  sell  their  big  home  in 
Sandy.   They  bought  a  condo  in  South  Jordan  ,  just  west  of  the  Jordan  River  Temple.  She  works  two  days 
a  week  in  a  rehab  hospital,  keeping  the  patients  well  groomed.   They  work  in  the  Church  where  she  is  the 
first  counselor  in  the  Relief  Society  and  is  Bob's  companion  as  stake  missionaries. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Shawn  Whitaker 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kelsey 

(2)  Austen 

(3)  Colette 

(2)  Vickie  Whitaker 

(3)  Trent  Whitaker 


B-21  Feb  1964 

B- 29  Mar  1988 
B- 26  Mar  1990 
B- 02  Jul  1993 

B-  10  Dec  1965 
B- 02  Jul  1969 


M  -  13  Aug  1985  to  LoraLee  Hendrickson 


M  -  02  June  1990  to  Bret  Davis 


3  -  DENNIS  ORDEN  GLOVER.   He  was  born  on  June  8,  1946,  in  Rexburg.  Idaho.   He  moved  with  his 
family  to  Layton,  Utah  where  he  started  school.   Later  he  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City  where  he  went  to 
Lowell  School  and  graduated  from  Highland  High  School.   He  was  busy  in  Cub  Scouts,  loved  scouting  and 
all  sports  and  was  good  in  all  of  them.   After  graduating,  he  and  his  buddies  enlisted  in  the  Army.   He 
spent  his  18th  birthday  in  Fort  Polk,  Louisiana. 

He  attended  the  University  of  Utah.   Through  an  acquaintance,  he  was  offered  a  job  for  a  mineral 
exploration  company,  where  he  worked  several  years.   Then,  the  price  of  metal  went  down  and  the 
research  was  discontinued.   He  went  back  to  die  U.  for  a  few  more  semesters  and  then  went  to  work  for  a 
survey  company  until  he  had  so  much  trouble  with  his  knees  and  had  two  surgeries.   He  couldn't  climb  the 
mountains  and  do  that  type  of  work  any  more. 

He  then  got  into  the  leather  business  and  was  hired  by  Tandy  Leather  Co.   He  traveled  to  different 
states  and  worked  in  their  stores  until  their  profits  increased.   He  has  now  been  transferred  to 
Northhampton,  England  to  oversee  that  store.   The  Tandy  Co.  is  planning  to  expand  to  other  countries  and 
wants  Dennis  to  oversee  that  procedure.   He  is  working  hard  and  enjoys  the  work.   His  wife  is  English 
and  is  happy  to  be  living  back  in  England.   He  is  very  much  liked  by  his  employer  and  the  people  with 
whom  he  comes  in  contact. 
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SECTION  FOUR 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  THE  BRIGHAM  MURDOCH 

and 
MARTHA  LUANN  HAMMON  FAMILIES 


CHAPTER  ONE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  BLANCHE  MURDOCH 
and  JOSEPH  THEODORE  REIMAN 


I  was  born  February  7th,  1904,  at  Twin 
Groves,  Fremont,  Idaho  and  I  am  the  oldest  of 
ten  children  born  to  Brigham  and  Luann 
Hammon  Murdoch. 

I  spent  most  of  my  childhood  at  Farnum.   We 
lived  in  a  little  log  house  on  the  flat  by  the  river. 
I  loved  the  river  and  my  parents  walked  up  and 
down  the  banks  many  times  looking  for  me. 

Uncle  Tom  was  my  special  Uncle  because  he 
lived  with  us  until  he  married.   I  could  fill  a  book 
about  him.  He  took  me  fishing  one  time  and  he 
put  me  on  a  big  rock.   The  water  came  to  my 
waist  at  the  base  of  the  rock.   He  gave  me  a  little 
willow  pole  with  a  string,  hook  and  worm  and 
told  me  to  sit  still  and  he  would  go  up  and  fish 
down.  I  sat  and  fished  and  fished.   At  last  I 
caught  a  little  fish.   I  waved  at  him  excitedly  and 
in  my  excitement  I  fell  into  the  water.   As  it 
sloshed  around  me,  he  came  splashing  and 
praying  he  would  get  to  me  in  time.   He  picked 
me  up  and  held  me  in  his  arms  and  cried  and 
hugged  me.   I  didn't  realize  he  was  so  scared.    I 
was  just  excited  about  the  fish. 

We  lived  in  a  little  one-room  log  house  on  a 
flat  by  Fall  River.   The  house  had  a  dirt  roof  and 
leaked  every  time  it  rained.   Grandma  Hammon 
had  given  Mother  a  cow  as  a  wedding  present. 
We  sold  the  cow  and  bought  the  lumber  and 
Dad,  Uncle  Tom,  Hans  Neilson,  Rue  and  Bishop 
Morrison  built  a  two-room  house.  We  painted  it 


yellow  and  we  covered  the  walls  and  ceiling 
inside  with  heavy,  factory-cloth.   Mother  was  so 
proud  because  it  had  a  good  roof  that  didn't  leak. 
Dad  put  a  big  stone  slab  for  a  doorstep  and  I 
spent  many  hours  there  playing  with  my  toys  and 
sunning  myself.   We  lived  there  for  three  years, 
then  my  parents  decided  it  was  too  close  to  the 
river  for  raising  children,  so  one  day  Hans  came 
with  his  steam  thresher  engine  and  they  pulled 
that  house  up  that  rocky  old  dugway  to  the  top  of 
the  hill.   When  they  lifted  the  house  to  move  it 
they  broke  a  big  chunk  out  of  the  slab  doorstep. 
I  was  broken  hearted  and  I  never  saw  the  slab 
again. 

Later  as  the  family  grew,  Dad  hired  a 
carpenter  to  make  a  lean-to  on  the  house  and  a 
front  bedroom.   In  the  kitchen  we  had  a  stove, 
wood  box  and  shelves  to  put  the  dishes  in.  In  the 
living  room  we  had  a  pot-bellied  stove,  a  large 
round  table,  a  piano  and  a  dish  cupboard.  We 
used  coal  oil  lamps.  Later  we  had  Aladdin  lamps 
that  had  a  base,  stem  and  fancy  shade  with  two 
mantles.  They  made  a  bright  white  light.   Dad 
had  come  home  with  the  Aladdin  lamps  and  said 
he  had  a  big  surprise  for  us.   We  had  to  pump  air 
into  the  lamps  each  time  we  used  them.  We 
liked  them  better  than  the  coal  oil  lamps  but  we 
still  used  both. 

Grandmother  Hammon  wove  the  rug  that 
was  on  our  floor.  She  wove  it  out  of  old  rags 
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and  old  clothes.   She  also  made  rugs  for  other 
people.  They  brought  their  balls  of  materials. 
Each  strip  was  sewed  on  to  another  and  on  and 
on.  She  charged  very  little,  practically  starvation 
wages. 

We  had  an  old  wooden  washstand  in  the 
kitchen,  that  Dad  had  built.   Above  this 
washstand  hung  a  small,  square  mirror.   On  the 
side  of  the  stand  was  a  wash  pan  full  of  water 
which  was  drawn  fresh  every  morning  and  used 
for  numerous  washings  by  our  entire  family 
during  the  day.   By  nightfall  the  water  and  the 
towel  were  well  matched.   I  liked  to  primp  and 
arrange  my  long  braids  in  front  of  that  mirror. 
Dad  told  me  many  times  that  I  shouldn't  be 
wasting  my  time  in  that  manner.   At  last,  after  a 
final  warning  he  grabbed  the  scissors  and  cut  off 
my  braids.   One  shorter  than  the  other.   Mother 
was  sick  at  the  time  and  it  was  three  weeks 
before  she  could  give  me  a  proper  hair  cut. 

The  ladies  in  Farnum  would  get  together  and 
help  each  other  make  quilts.   The  lady  whose 
quilt  was  being  made  would  cook  dinner  tor 
everyone.   They  all  brought  their  kids  and  I 
remember  all  those  kids  in  that  small  house  of 
my  mother's,  bouncing  around  under  the  quilt. 
Some  of  the  ladies  didn't  have  much  patience  and 
when  a  head  would  rise  up  under  the  quilt,  a 
hard  thimble  would  thump  the  head  and  a  mother 
would  say.   "Do  you  want  some  thimble  pie?" 

I  remember  the  first  crayons  I  ever  saw. 
Dad  brought  them  home  to  Dallas  and  me. 
There  must  have  been  48  in  the  box.  each  a 
different  color.   I  longed  to  color  with  all  of 
them,  but  so  did  Dallas.  Soon  we  were  in  a 
heated  argument  over  which  color  to  use  first. 
We  each  wanted  the  one  the  other  was  using. 
Dad  had  told  us  to  stop  quarreling,  but  finally  he 
arose  from  his  chair  and  threw  all  the  crayons 
into  the  stove.   Oh,  the  sinking  feeling  I  had  in 
my  heart  as  I  watched  those  beautiful  colors  melt 
together  and  run  to  the  bottom  of  the  stove  and 
we  knew  it  was  our  own  fault! 

I  was  the  oldest  of  ten  children.  Three 
brothers  were  born  after  me,  Dallas,  Reed  and 
Tom.  Finally  another  girl  was  born.   She  was  a 
beautiful  baby  with  lots  of  black  hair  and  we 
named  her  Jean,  a  Scottish  name.  I  loved  my 
other  sisters  that  were  born  later,  but  I  did  love 
Jean  and  I  had  waited  so  long  for  her!  When  she 
was  6  or  7  months  old  she  got  pneumonia.  I 
came  in  from  school  and  looked  at  her  in  the 
baby  buggy.  I  saw  that  little  face  so  ill  and 


lifeless.   I  knelt  down  by  the  buggy  and  prayed 
from  so  deep  within  myself,  I  was  sure  God 
would  let  us  keep  her. 

Mother  had  a  knack  for  surprises.   One 
Christmas  our  parents  let  Dallas  and  me  ride  the 
horses  to  town  to  do  some  Christmas  shopping. 
It  was  cold  on  the  trip  there  and  back.   We  had  a 
little  money  to  buy  each  person  something. 
Neither  one  of  us  was  very  happy  about  our 
purchases.   When  we  got  home.  Mother  had  the 
house  all  hung  with  Christmas  things.   The  tree 
was  shining  and  beautiful  and  dinner  was  ready. 
We  had  stew  and  I  can  still  smell  it!  I  remember 
throwing  my  arms  around  my  mother,  hugging 
her  and  thanking  her  over  and  over  again.   It 
really  touched  me.   All  the  Christmas  spirit  was 
right  there  in  that  little  house.   To  a  hungry, 
bum-sore  kid.  that  was  the  sweetest  memory!  I 
don't  know  when  mother  had  time  to  do  all  that. 
I  didn't  even  know  we  had  those  things. 
Sometimes  I  wish  I  had  that  feeling  again  and 
could  go  back  to  that  day. 

I  attended  school  at  Farnum  for  seven  years 
and  then  in  1919  our  family  moved  to  Rupert, 
Idaho.  I  went  my  Sophomore  year  at  Rupert, 
then  I  began  working  as  a  hired  girl  in  various 
homes. 

I  remember  when  we  got  our  first  radio.   We 
really  thought  that  was  some  invention!  There 
was  a  special  program  that  came  from  Canada 
and  it  came  in  clearer  than  the  Salt  Lake  station. 
They  played  old-time  music.   There  was  so  much 
static  we  couldn't  get  the  news.   Dad  really  liked 
the  radio  and  he  would  play  along  on  the  piano 
with  the  music. 

I  met  Joe  Reiman  in  the  summer  of  1922  at  a 
ball  game  and  we  began  going  together.   We  had 
ball  games  and  rodeos  at  Warm  River.   We  used 
to  dance  in  a  big  round  dance  hall  called  the  Big 
Rendezvous.   He  was  the  best  looking  guy  I  had 
ever  seen,  naturally.   He  had  a  ten-gallon  hat,  a 
smooth,  slick  hair  cut,  always  smooth  shaven  to 
the  day  he  died.   I  was  never  'whiskered',  he 
shaved  twice  a  day.   He  was  tall  and  slim  and 
broke  horses  to  ride.   He  made  good  money  at 
rodeos.   Four  dollars  to  ride  a  bucking  horse. 
One  day  he  rode  a  bucking  mule.   He  had 
borrowed  a  friend's  boots  that  were  too  large. 
The  mule  came  out  bucking,  it  threw  him,  kicked 
him  for  good  measure  and  charged  off  with  those 
boots  still  in  the  stirrups! 

Joe  used  to  court  me  in  an  old  Model  T  Ford. 
The  windshield  was  broken  out  and  the  tires 
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weren  t  ver>  good.    He  would  drive  like  heek  tor 
a  tew  iniks.  |iimp  out  and  pump  up  the  tires  and 
then  go  like  heck  again.    About  the  third  date  we 
had.  Mother  came  out  and  sat  on  the  running 
board  of  the  car  and  said.    "I'll  zo  in  when  you 
go  in."    It  was  only  about  nine-thirty  in  die 
evening,  but  in  those  days  it  was  late. 

Joe  and  I  were  married  on  Christmas  day  in 
1922  in  front  of  the  Christmas  tree  at  Dad  and 
Mother's  home  in  Farnum.   That  was  a  special 
wedding!  When  you  are  getting  married  your 
mind  is  everywhere  else  but  there.    I  didn't 
know  until  years  later  that  the  meat  we  ate  at  our 
wedding  dinner  was  pigeon.    Dallas,  Reed  and 
Jean  had  worked  until  2:00  a.m.  the  night 
before,  picking  feathers  and  cleaning  them.   If  I 
had  known,  I  wouldn't  have  eaten  any  because  I 
loved  those  little  pigeons!  We  were  married  at 
1:00  p.m.   Mother  made  my  three-tier  wedding 
cake  (fruit  cake)  and  decorated  it  with  holly 
berries  and  leaves.    I  don't  know  where  she  got 
them.   Mother  had  ordered  my  wedding  dress 
(size  18,  because  I  was  18  years  old.)  It  was  too 
big,  so  Joe  rode  a  horse  to  town  and  caught  the 
train  to  Rexburg.   He  went  into  a  dress  shop  and 
saw  a  clerk  just  my  size  and  bought  me  a 
gorgeous,  blue  wedding  dress  that  just  fit 
perfectly. 

We  moved  in  with  Joe's  family  until  April, 
then  we  moved  to  a  two-room  house  at  Warm 
River  where  Joe  farmed.   I  learned  many  things 
about  house  keeping  and  cooking  while  we  were 
there  with  Joe's  mother.   These  were  things  I 
hadn't  been  interested  in  learning  before  that 
time.   After  the  crops  were  planted  in  the  spring, 
Joe  would  work  with  a  road  crew,  building  a 
highway  from  Warm  River  to  West  Yellowstone. 

One  spring  a  sheepherder  gave  us  three  bum 
lambs  and  we  raised  them.  Joe  sheared  the 
sheep  and  I  washed  and  cleaned  the  wool  and 
dried  it  until  it  turned  white.   On  winter  nights 
Joe  and  I  carded  the  wool,  then  we  would  put  it 
between  two  pieces  of  flannel.   We  drew  the 
designs  on  the  quilt  with  three  plates  of  different 
sizes.  We  had  the  quilts  up  on  the  frames  for 
quite  awhile.  I  would  quilt  and  Joe  would  help 
me  roll  it.  I  quilted  four  quilts  and  two  tied 
ones. 

We  got  our  water  from  an  open  well  at  the 
foot  of  a  steep  hill.   Every  drop  of  water  we  had 
was  carried  up  that  hill.  Joe  carried  the  water 
and  I  washed  on  the  board  for  our  four  children, 
a  hired  man,  Joe  and  I.   After  our  fourth  child 


was  born  1  got  a  Maytag  washer. 

There  was  and  still  is  a  lovely  grove  of 
Quaking  Aspen  by  the  house.   I  used  to  take  the 
children  there  where  it  was  cool  and  let  them 
nap.  or  sometimes  when  I  felt  I  needed  peace 
and  quiet,  I  would  go  there  to  read  and  listen  to 
the  birds.    It  was  so  beautiful  and  the  view  of  the 
Tetons  was  the  prettiest  anywhere. 

Hardships  were  many  and  there  never 
seemed  to  be  enough  money  to  go  around, but  we 
did  raise  our  four  children  on  the  farm. 

When  the  girls  were  in  the  eighth  grade 
(1937)  we  moved  into  Ashton  and  Joe  drove  back 
and  forth  to  the  farm.   He  had  wired  our  home 
on  the  ranch  so  we  could  have  electric  lights, 
powered  by  a  wind  charger.   He  studied  and 
became  a  licensed  electrician  and  he  and  our  two 
sons  worked  with  the  Rural  Electric  Association, 
wiring  all  the  homes  east,  to  Driggs,  Idaho.  Joe 
had  many  talents  and  could  fix  or  build  about 
anything. 

Spring  and  fall  were  always  busy  times  for 
farmers  and  Joe's  talents  were  always  in  demand 
at  that  time.   He  would  willingly  leave  his  crops 
to  help  his  neighbors  with  their  machinery 
problems.   As  an  electrician  he  made  many 
house  calls'  during  the  night  in  zero  degree 
weather  to  fix  someone's  furnace.   He  was  so 
good  to  the  widows.   He  didn't  charge  them  or 
the  Church  for  any  work  he  did  for  them.   I 
never  heard  him  complain  about  it. 

World  War  II  came  and  both  our  boys  went  at 
different  times.   Lynn  fought  and  was  wounded 
in  Okinawa.  Kay  went  to  Japan  after  the  war 
was  over.  The  worry  and  heartache  that  mothers 
go  through  at  times  like  this  is  almost  too  much. 
It  was  a  blessed  day  when  they  were  able  to 
come  home  again. 

When  the  Soil  Bank  came  out  we  put  our 
farm  into  that.  When  the  time  expired  for  it,  we 
rented  the  farm  to  our  son  in-law,  John  Marsden, 
who  is  married  to  our  daughter,  Helen. 

Joe  had  a  slight  stroke  in  1972  and  from  then 
on  he  never  did  recover  completely.  He  had 
sugar  diabetes  also  and  was  struggling  with  that. 
He  suffered  another  stroke  in  March  1 973  and 
died  April  3 ,  1 973 .   I  have  spent  my  time  staying 
home,  being  available  as  a  baby  sitter  and  a 
"second  mother"  to  all  my  grandchildren  and 
great  grandchildren. 

Written  by  Blanche  Murdoch  Reiman  in 
1981  when  she  was  76  years  old. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Blanche  Jean 

(2)  Helen  Marian 

(3)  Lynn  Theodore 


(4)  Kay  Murdoch 


B- 26  Oct  1923 

B- 09  Nov  1924 
B- 08  Dec  1925 


B-8May  1927 


M  -  26  Jul  1944  to  Marvin  Eugene  Tighe 

D- 18  May  1997 

M  -  10  Dec  1946  to  John  Curtis  Marsden 

M  -  30  Jun  1946  to  Anola  Jewel  Bird  (div) 

M  -  18  Aug  1966  to  Lucile  Mildred  Ward  Neitzel 

M  -  04  Oct  1996  to  Betty  Ellis  Ferguson 

M  -  10  May  1948  to  Althea  Marjean  Harris 


Back:  Jean  "Babe",  Kay,  Lynn,  and  Helen 
Front:  Joe  and  Blanche  (Murdoch)  Reiman 


Blanche  Murdoch  and  Joseph  Theodore  Reiman 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  BLANCHE  MURDOCH  REIMAN 
and  JOSEPH  THEODORE  REIMAN 

1  -  BLANCHE  JEAN  "BABE"  REIMAN.   "Babe",  as  she  was  known  by  family  members  and  many 
friends,  or  Jean  b>  everyone  else,  was  born  on  October  26,  1923,  in  Farnum,  Fremont  County,  Idaho  at 
the  home  of  her  grandparents,  Brigham  and  Luann  Hammon  Murdoch. 

She  didn't  start  to  school  until  the  year  she  turned  seven,  waiting  until  her  younger  sister  was  old 
enough  to  attend  school.    She  attended  the  first  seven  grades  in  a  two-room  rock  school  house  in  Warm 
River.   It  was  west  and  a  tew  hundred  yards  down  hill  from  her  uncle,  Henry  Reiman's,  home  on  the  state 
highway  and  a  mile  and  a  halt  from  her  home.   When  weather  was  good,  she  and  her  sister,  Helen,  and 
brothers.  Lynn  and  Kay,  walked  to  school.   In  the  winter  they  skied  across  the  fields,  weather  permitting, 
or  were  taken  in  a  covered  sleigh  by  their  father. 

When  she  was  in  die  eighth  grade  die  family  moved  to  Ashton.   They  no  longer  had  to  fight  the 
weather  to  go  to  school  or  to  the  grocery  store  and  could  attend  church  meetings  the  year  around. 

the  year  she  was  a  sophomore  in  high  school,  Mary  Isabell  Reneau  and  her  two  grandsons,  Paul 
Shults  and  Marvin  Tighe,  moved  from  Idaho  Falls  to  the  home  next  door.   She  eventually  started  dating 
Marvin,  the  younger  of  the  two  boys.   When  winter  came,  his  uncle,  Tom  Reneau,  and  family  moved  into 
town  to  live  with  "Granny"  and  Marv  moved  out  to  their  ranch  to  do  their  chores. 

After  graduating  from  Ashton  High  School  in  1942,  she  continued  her  usual  jobs.   During  the  school 
year  of  1943-44,  she  was  hired  as  school  secretary,  also  for  1944-45.   At  this  time,  all  grades,  one  through 
twelve,  were  in  the  same  building. 

Marv  was  inducted  into  the  Army  in  August,  1942,  and  went  to  Ft.  Riley,  Kansas  for  his  basic 
training.   From  there  he  was  sent  to  Ellis  Island  in  New  York  for  six  months  and  then  to  Hyde  Park,  New 
York,  the  home  of  President  Delano  Roosevelt,  as  a  presidential  guard  for  the  next  year  and  a  half.   About 
this  time  he  decided  the  war  would  never  be  over  if  he  didn't  go  to  Germany  and  help,  so  he  put  in  for  a 
transfer  and  was  given  a  two  weeks  furlough.   While  he  was  home,  he  and  Babe  eloped  to  Dillon, 
Montana  and  were  married  July  26,  1944.   He  was  sent  overseas  in  September,  1944. 

In  the  spring  of  1945,  Babe  was  offered  the  secretarial  job  in  American  Falls  but  had  already  agreed  to 
a  clerk  typist  job  at  the  Army  Supply  Depot  in  Ogden,  Utah,  which  she  held  until  Marv  came  home  the  last 
of  January,  1946.   They  spent  a  few  weeks  in  California  with  Marv's  brother  to  see  if  they  wanted  to  be 
magazine  sales-persons. 

They  rented  two  rooms  in  the  front  of  Veda  Cunningham's  home  in  Ashton.   Marv  worked  for  the 
Forest  Service  that  summer  and  Babe  worked  at  the  Theater,  City  Drug  and  Teacher's  Inn.   When  the 
season  ended,  Marv  went  to  work  for  the  O.P.  Skaggs  grocery  store.   Babe  didn't  work  that  winter 
because  they  were  making  plans  for  the  arrival  of  Kay  Lynn  on  Friday,  June  13,  1947. 

In  1949,  they  bought  the  house  again  that  Marv  had  owned  when  they  moved  to  Ashton.  He  had  been 
persuaded  by  his  uncle  to  sign  it  over  to  his  (Marv's)  grandmother  when  he  was  in  the  service.  They  had 
previously  sold  it  to  Babe's  cousin.   Marva  Annette  joined  their  family  August  7,  1951 ,  and  Vincent 
Robert  was  born  Dec.  14,  1953,  in  Ashton. 

Marv  had  been  working  for  Uncle  Tom  Murdoch  at  the  City  Market  for  six  years  when  Tom  decided 
to  sell.  They  bought  a  new  home  in  Ammon,  a  suburb  of  Idaho  Falls,  and  he  worked  for  Mark  Owens  and 
Son  Potato  Chip  Company.   Marvin  Brent,  born  April  24,  1955,  and  Jolene  Uywan,  born  June  29,  1957, 
joined  the  family  while  they  were  living  in  Ammon,  but  were  born  in  Ashton. 

Marv  started  working  for  the  Prudential  Insurance  Co.  of  America  March  3,  1957,  and  they  moved 
back  to  Ashton  in  June,  1957.   Many  fun  trips  were  taken  with  their  family  during  those  25  years  with 
Prudential,  to  conferences  in  different  states,  Canada  and  Mexico. 

Babe  and  Marv  have  been  active  members  of  the  American  Legion  and  Auxiliary  in  Ashton  and  also 
have  held  executive  positions  in  the  7th  District  and  Department  of  Idaho.  During  the  growing  up  years  of 
their  family,  Babe  had  many  interesting  jobs.   She  worked  at  Lyon's  store  at  Christmas;  three  and  one  half 
years  at  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital  as  a  bookkeeper  and  receptionist;  was  an  insurance  clerk  for  Ashton 
doctors  and  was  a  part  time  clerk  for  Stoddard's  Department  Store  for  sixteen  years. 

Her  Church  callings  have  been  many  and  very  special  to  her.  When  Kay  Lynn  started  to  Primary, 
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Babe  would  take  her  to  Primary  three  blocks  away  and  before  she  could  get  home,  Kay  Lynn  had  run 
down  the  alley  and  would  beat  her  home.  The  theory  finally  was  "If  her  mother  was  in  Primary,  she'd 
stay  there  too."  Babe's  first  calling  was  the  Nursery  Leader  and  Historian  in  the  Primary.   Because  of  her 
health,  she  was  unable  to  accept  a  calling  in  Ammon,  but  the  Primary  became  a  big  part  of  her  life  when 
they  moved  back  to  Ashton:  Sunbeam  teacher,  inservice  leader,  first  and  second  counselor,  Trekker 
leader.  Also,  during  this  time,  she  was  Jr.  Sunday  School  organist  and  secretary.   Eight  years  were  spent 
as  Stake  Primary  secretary.  During  those  years  the  Yellowstone  Stake  was  changed  to  the  St.  Anthony 
Idaho  Stake,  which  was  divided  to  form  the  Ashton  Idaho  Stake. 

It  was  so  spiritual  to  attend  the  Primary  General  Conferences  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  see  and  listen  to 
the  General  Authorities.  The  closeness  of  the  Stake  Board  members  was  so  special.    When  released  from 
the  Stake  Board,  she  was  called  to  serve  in  the  Relief  Society  as  organist,  secretary  for  two  presidents  and 
teacher.  She  was  secretary  to  the  Financial  Clerks  for  ten  years. 

At  the  present  time,  she  is  serving  in  the  Ashton  Idaho  Stake  Extraction  Program.   It  is  a  calling  that 
can  be  done  on  home  computers.   It  brings  a  closer  feeling  of  those  that  have  gone  on  before  us,  knowing 
they  have  had  the  opportunity  to  accept  the  gospel  and  to  receive  their  endowments. 

Marv  had  listened  to  the  missionary  discussions  at  various  times  through  the  years  but  didn't  feel  his 
testimony  was  strong  enough  to  commit  to  baptism.   In  1996,  he  received  the  lessons  again  and  decided  it 
was  time  to  join  the  Church.   What  a  joy  it  was  to  his  family  to  see  him  baptized  by  his  son,  Brent,  on 
Sept.  28,  1996.    Though  it  was  a  real  struggle,  he  took  out  his  endowments  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on 
April  29th,  1997.   At  that  time,  he  was  sealed  to  his  wife  and  several  of  his  children.   This  was  a  most 
joyous  time  for  the  family. 

Marv  struggled  with  cancer  and  spent  from  December  6,  1996,  to  March  28,  1997,  in  the  Rexburg 
Nursing  Center.   On  March  28th,  he  was  taken  to  the  Ashton  Memorial  Nursing  Home  in  Ashton.   He 
died  Sunday,  May  18,  1997.   Babe  felt  that  the  most  important  thing  for  her  to  do  during  that  time  of  her 
life  was  to  help  and  support  Marv  through  that  hard  time  in  his  life,  and  to  love  her  children,  her 
grandchildren  and  great-grandchildren,  and  to  support  them  also. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kay  Lynn 

(2)  Marva  Annette 
(Nava) 

(3)  Vincent  Robert 

(4)  Marvin  Brent 

(5)  Jolene  Uywan 


B-  13  Jun  1947 

B- 07  Aug  1951 

B-  14  Dec  1953 
B- 24  Apr  1955 
B- 29  Jun  1957 


M  -  10  Dec  1965  to  Lynden  J.  Mower  (Div) 
M  -  28  Dec  1996  to  William  Eugene  Mitchell 
M  -  30  Jun  1967  to  Dennis  Jackson  Kidd  (Div) 
M  -  13  Nov  1990  to  Brian  K.  Wadsworth 
M  -  03  Nov  1978  to  Kandy  Lee  Brower  (Div) 
M  -  28  Jul  1978  to  Kristine  Conger 
M  -  27  Jul  1973  to  Bryce  Ray  Crouch 


Annette,  Vince,  Jean  "Babe"(Reiman)  Tighe, 
Marvin  Tighe,  Brent,  Kay  Lynn,  Uywan  -  Nov.  1978 


Kay  Lynn,  Uywan,  Vince,  Annette,  Brent 
Marvin,  Jean  "Babe"  (Reiman)  Tighe  -  Nov.  1996 
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1  -  Kay  Lynn  Tight*   Kay  Lynn  was  born  on  Friday,  June  13,  1947,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.  She 
attended  the  first  grade  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  going  to  Amnion  Elementary  grades  two,  three  and  four, 
then  returning  to  Ashton  and  graduating  from  North  Fremont  High  Sehool  May,  1965.   She  attended 
one  semester  at   kicks  College  and  married  Lynden  Mower. 

They  lived  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho  until  Lynden  went  to  college  in  Pocatello.   In  1974  they  moved 
to  Ellensburg,  Washington  and  lived  there  until  they  moved  to  Jerome,  Idaho  in  1988. 

Kay  Lynn  has  been  active  in  the  Church,  being  president  of  the  Primary  while  in  St.  Anthony, 
counselor  to  different  Relief  Society  and  Young  Women  presidents  over  the  years  and  a  caring  teacher 
in  the  different  organizations.   Kay  Lynn  and  Lynden  were  divorced  in  1995  and  on  Dec.  28,  1996, 
she  married  William  Eugene  Mitchell  in  Jerome,  Idaho. 


CHILDREN: 
( 1 )  Lynden  Brett 
(?)  Bart  Joseph 

(3)  Kevin  DeLayne 

(4)  Kelly  Jay 

(5)  Jeremy  James 

(6)  Jamey  John 


B-24Jun  1966 
B-02  Apr  1968 
B-01  Jul  1974 
B-  10  Apr  1976 
B- 08  Mar  1979 
B- 08  Jul  1981 


M  -  18  Aug  1990  to  Sharalynn  Shubert 
M  -  13  Oct  1990  to  Chantel  Stastney 

M  -  18  Aug  1997  to  Kristin  Marie  Foote 


Kay  Lynn  (Tighe)  and  Bill  Mitchell 


Back:  Brett,  Kelly,  Jeremy,  Kevin 
Front:  Jamey,  Bart 
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1  -  Lynden  Brett  Mower.  Brett  was  born  24  June,  1966,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.  He  attended 
the  elementary  grades  and  graduated  from  high  school  in  Ellensburg,  Washington.  While  in  high 
school  he  participated  in  football,  basketball  and  soccer. 

He  attended  Ricks  College  and  BYU,  graduating  with  a  Bachelor's  Degree  in  Civil 
Engineering.  He  fulfilled  an  LDS  mission  from  1985  through  1987  in  the  Argentina  Bahia  Blanca 
Mission.  On  August  18,  1990,  he  married  Sharalynn  Shubert  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

Sharalynn  was  born  March  30,  1968,  at  Reading,  Pennsylvania.  She  attended  the  elementary 
grades  in  Wyoming  and  Canada.   She  went  to  high  school  in  Fort  Wayne,  Indiana  where  she 
participated  in  the  Marching  Band.  She  also  attended  BYU,  graduating  with  a  Bachelor's  Degree 
in  Political  Science. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mellissa  Christine 

(2)  Macey  Joleen 


B  -  29  Jun  1993  at  Twin  Falls,  ID 
B- 04  Jul  1995atPocatello,  ID 


(L  to  R):  Brett,  Macey,  Mellissa,  and  Sharalynn  Mower 


2  -  Bart  Joseph  Mower.    Bart  was  born  in  St.  Anthony,  Fremont,  Idaho  on  April  2,  1968.   He 
attended  elementary  through  high  school  in  Ellensburg,  Kittitas,  Washington.   In  high  school  he 
participated  in  basketball  and  soccer.  He  attended  Central  Washington  University  where  he  played 
soccer  also.   He  served  an  LDS  mission  to  the  Lima  Peru  South  Mission.   He  married  Chantel 
Stastney  on  October  13,  1990. 

Chantel  was  born  on  March  26,  1971  at  Fort  Rucker,  Alabama.   She  attended  the  elementary 
grades  through  high  school  in  Murtaugh,  Twin  Falls,  Idaho.  In  high  school  she  was  involved  in 
basketball,  track,  and  volleyball.  She  was  valedictorian  of  her  high  school  class.   She  attended  the 
College  of  Southern  Idaho  where  she  graduated  with  an  Associate  Degree  as  a  Registered  Nurse. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  McKayla  Delaynie 

(2)  Tressa  Breann 


B  -  21  Jan  1996  at  Pocatello,  ID 
B  -  29  Nov  1997  at  Pocatello,  ID 
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Bart,  Chantel,  and  McKayla  Mower 


2  -  Marva  (Nava)  Annette  Tighe.   Annette  was  born  Aug.  7,  1951  at  Ashton,  Idaho.   She  attended 
elementary  school  and  three  years  of  high  school  in  Ashton,  later  receiving  her  G.E.D.  She  was 
married  to  Dennis  Jackson  Kidd  and  they  were  later  divorced. 

Annette  was  a  trained  counselor  and  therapist  and  worked  in  Idaho,  Utah,  California  and  Alaska. 
She  modeled  several  years  for  the  Independent  High  Fashion  Modeling  Agency,  and  also  worked  as  an 
instructor  there.   She  had  parts  in  several  movies. 

While  in  Alaska  visiting  her  daughter,  Michelle,  she  met  Brian  K.  Wadsworth  and  they  were 
married  Nov.  13,  1988.   Brian  was  born  May  17,  1962  in  Johnstown,  Pennsylvania  where  he  grew  up. 
Soon  after  high  school  graduation,  he  entered  the  Army  and  made  it  his  career.   After  their  marriage 
they  were  transferred  to  Ft.  Campbell,  Kentucky  and  lived  in  Clarksville,  Tennessee.   Brian  was  in  the 
Desert  Storm  conflict  and  also  the  Grenada  conflict.  They  are  now  living  in  Opelika,  Alabama  and  he 
commutes  to  Ft.  Benning,  Georgia.   She  spends  many  hours  writing  stories  about  her  childhood  and 
her  friends  and  family. 
CHILDREN: 
(1)  Lisa  Michelle  Kidd  B  -  13  Nov  1967  M  -  to  Todd  Plocher  (Div) 

M  -  03  Jul  1990  to  John  Phillips 


Brian  and  Annette  (Tighe)  Wadsworth 
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1  -  Lisa  Michelle  Kidd  Phillips.   Michelle  was  born  November  13,  1967  at  St.  Anthony,  Idaho. 
Beginning  with  the  first  grade  through  the  ninth,  she  attended  schools  in  Ashton,  St.  Anthony, 
Pocatello,  Idaho  and  Provo,  Utah. 

She  married  Todd  Edward  Plocher,  who  was  in  the  U.S.  Army,  in  Columbus,  Georgia.  They 
were  transferred  to  Fairbanks,  Alaska  November  12,  1987  and  lived  there  until  May  1988.  They 
divorced. 

On  July  3,  1990,  she  married  John  S.  Phillips,  Jr.  at  Driggs,  Idaho.  John  was  born  September 
3,  1964,  in  Wexford,  Pennsylvania.   He  attended  schools  in  Pennsylvania  and  Pocatello,  Idaho  and 
high  school  in  Driggs,  Idaho.   He  enjoys  fishing  and  riding  his  motorcycle  and  snowmobile.   He 
also  enjoys  the  beautiful  country  we  live  in. 

Michelle  and  John  live  in  Tetonia,  Idaho  with  their  children,  Randall  Kasey  Kidd  Phillips  and 
Scarlet  Priscilla  Phillips.    "Randy"  loves  sports,  riding  his  motorcycle  and  fishing.   Scarlet  loves 
cats,  school,  swimming  and  her  friends.   Randy  and  Scarlet  attend  schools  in  Teton  County. 

Michelle  is  a  baker/pastry  chef  at  Patty  Cake  Patisserie  in  Wilson,  Wyoming.   Michelle  enjoys 
being  a  baker/pastry  chef;  also  fishing,  reading  and  gardening. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Randall  Kasey  B  -  17  Feb  1985  at  Salt  Lake  City,  UT 

(2)  Scarlett  Priscilla        B  -  20  Mar  1988  at  Ft.  Wainwright,  AK 


Back:  John  and  Michelle  (Kidd)  Phillips 
Front:  Scarlet  and  Randy 

3  -  Vincent  Robert  Tighe.  Vince  was  born  Dec.  14,  1953,  at  Ashton,  Idaho  and  attended  Ashton 
Elementary  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School  in  1972.   He  played  basketball  during  his 
7th  and  8th  grades  and  high  school. 

Vince  had  been  his  Grandpa  Reiman's  right  hand  man  during  his  high  school  years  and  when 
Grandpa  became  ill  and  unable  to  work,  Vince  took  over.  He  wired  his  first  new  home  with 
Grandpa's  guidance  from  his  rocking  chair  at  home.  He  lived  with  Kay  Lynn  in  Pocatello  and 
attended  I.S.U.  one  year,  studying  electrical  engineering.  He  and  Brent  started  their  own  electrical 
business.  In  1975  Brent  chose  to  go  on  a  mission  to  Italy,  after  completing  one  year  at  Ricks.  Vince 
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worked  on  his  own  in  Idaho  Falls  for  a  year  while  preparing  to  go  on  a  mission  in  1976.   He  was 
called  to  the  Missouri  Independence  Mission  in  Oct.  1976.   The  Missouri  St.  Louis  Mission  was 
opened  and  be  was  sent  there,  then  to  Illinois  and  back  to  St.  Louis  and  finished  his  mission  in  the 
Tennessee  Nashville  Mission,  returning  home  Oct.  1978. 

He  and  Kandy  Lee  Brower  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  Nov.  3,  1978.  They  lived  in 
Hailey.  Idaho  and  he  worked  for  Kandy' S  father  in  his  electrical  business  until  fall  and  returned  to 
I.S.U.  in  Pocatello  and  graduated  in  Computer  Science  in  1983.  They  moved  to  West  Valley  City, 
Utah  and  he  worked  for  Hercules  until  1987. 

Kandy  worked  as  a  legal  assistant  in  the  Utah  Attorney  General's  office  and  attended  the 
University  of  Utah,  graduating  Magna  Cum  Laude.   They  moved  to  Richfield,  Minnesota,  a  suburb  of 
Minneapolis  in  1987.   They  have  been  active  in  the  Church  in  the  various  places  they  have  lived. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Amanda 

(2)  Thomas  Andrew 


B  -  21  Jul  1981 
B-  15  Sep  1987 


Amanda,  Kandy,  Vince,  and  Thomas  Tighe 
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4  -  Marvin  Brent  Tighe.  Brent  was  born  24  April,  1955,  at  Ashton,  Idaho.   He  attended  Ashton 
Elementary  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High.   He  attended  Ricks  for  one  year,  then  served  in 
the  Italy  Padova  Mission  from  1975-77.   He  married  Kristine  Conger  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  July 
28,  1978.  They  moved  to  Provo,  Utah,  where  he  graduated  from  BYU.   His  career  is  in  banking. 

Kristine  was  born  26  February,  1959,  in  Seattle,  Washington.   She  graduated  from  Ricks  College, 
majoring  in  Office  Education  and  General  Studies. 


CHILDREN. 

(1)  Brandon  Robert 

(2)  Ryan  Brent 

(3)  Stephen  Kyle  (Stillborn) 

(4)  Justin  Richard 

(5)  Alex  Jordan 


B- 24  Mar  1980 
B- 20  Mar  1982 
B-  12  Jan  1990 
D-  12  Jan  1990 
B- 08  Aug  1992 
D- 08  Aug  1992 
B- 30  May  1993 


Back:  Brandon,  Ryan 

Center:  Kristine  and  Brent 

Front:  Alex 
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5  -  Jolene  Uywan  Tighe.    Uywan  was  born  Jun  29,  1957,  at  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital.  She  grew  up 
in  Ashton  and  attended  school  there     She  married  Bryee  Ray  Croueh  July  27,  1973.    Bryee  was  born 
May  26,  1953,  in  Ashton.    He  attended  the  Ashton  schools,  where  he  was  active  in  basketball.   He 
graduated  from  high  school  in  1972.    He  worked  on  his  parents  farm  while  growing  up  and  after  he 
was  married  until  he  and  Uywan  moved  to  Rexburg,  Idaho  in  1977.   He  has  been  a  potato  inspector 
tor  the  State  o\'  Idaho  for  12  years. 

Uywan  began  working  for  American  Potato  which  is  now  called  Basic  American  Foods.   She  has 
been  a  Lab  Technician  the  last  few  years.   When  she  was  studying  for  her  G.E.D,  she  encouraged 
several  people  that  were  working  with  her  to  study  and  get  their  G.E.D,  also.   When  asked  by  those 
who  know  her.  she  is  a  loving  and  caring  person,  always  smiling  and  happy. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sonya  Heather 

(2)  Devani  Uywan 

(3)  Hilary  Ray 

(4)  Heather  Marie 


B-  18  Feb  1974 
B-05  Feb  1978 
B  -  21  Nov  1981 
B- 24  Jun  1981 


M  -  13  Feb  1993  to  Rodney  Paul  Gardner 


Hilary,  Devani,  Uywan  (Tighe),  Bryee  Crouch  and  Sonya  Gardner 


1-  Sonya  Heather  Gardner.     Sonya  was  born  Feb  18,  1974,  at  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.   She 
attended  elementary  and  high  school  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.  She  married  Rodney  Paul  Gardner 
February  13,  1993  in  Rexburg. 

Rodney  was  born  May  17,  1974,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.  He  attended  elementary  school  in 
Teton,  Idaho  and  South  Fremont  High  School  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.  They  live  in  Teton. 
Sonya  is  a  devoted  mother  and  homemaker  and  Rodney  is  a  carpenter,  working  for  Kevin 
Virgin  Construction  Co.  They  have  three  children. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Andrea  Blanche  Gardner 

(2)  Christelle  Uywan  Gardner 

(3)  BreeAnn  Leigh  Gardner 


B  -  16  Mar  1992  at  Rexburg,  ID 
B  -  02  Nov  1993  at  Rexburg,  ID 
B  -  18  Oct  1995  at  Rexburg,  ID 
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Sonya,  Christelle,  Andrea,  Rodney  and  BreeAnn  Gardner 


2  -  Devani  Uywan  Crouch. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bryce  Linn  Taylor 


B  -  09  Nov  1997  at  Rexburg,  ID 


2  -  HELEN  MARIAN  REIMAN.     I  was  born  on  a  cold  wintery  day  in  a  little  two-room  farm  house, 
Nov.  9,  1924,  at  Warm  River,  Fremont,  Idaho.   My  parents  always  teased  that  1  was  named  Helen  after 
my  Dad's  old  girlfriend  and  Marian  after  my  mother's  old  boy  friend. 

I  started  the  first  grade  in  the  two-room  school  house  at  Warm  River  when  I  was  five  years  old.  Daddy 
took  us  to  school  in  the  covered  sleigh  in  the  winter  and  we  walked  in  the  summer.   When  we  were  in  the 
4th  grade  we  got  skis  and  we  skied  to  school.   We  skied  every  recess,  noon  and  after  school. 

We  moved  to  Ashton  and  I  finished  the  8th  grade  and  high  school  there.   My  dream  was  to  become  a 
beautician.  The  nearest  beauty  college  was  in  Idaho  Falls  and  mother  didn't  want  me  to  go  there  alone,  so 
I  worked  in  the  summer  roguing  peas  and  in  the  winter  sorting  peas,  until  I  began  working  at  the  City 
Drug  in  Ashton.  Katie  worked  there,  also,  and  we  had  some  really  'fun'  times  together.   I  was  secretary 
of  the  Sunday  School  at  that  time  and  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  attending  church,  something  I  hadn't  had  the 
opportunity  to  do  until  we  moved  to  Ashton. 

I  met  John  Marsden  before  he  went  into  the  Merchant  Marines  during  WWII.   When  he  came  back 
from  the  service,  we  were  married  Dec.  10,  1946,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   Over  the  years  we  have  had 
five  beautiful  children. 

John's  parents  farmed  state  land  at  Squirrel.   We  bought  the  land  and  raised  our  family  there,  moving 
to  a  home  in  Marysville  (near  Ashton)  in  the  winter  and  back  on  the  farm  in  the  summer.  When  our 
children  became  teenagers,  with  so  many  school  and  church  activities,  we  decided  to  live  in  our  winter 
home  the  year  around.  John  served  as  a  stake  missionary  and  was  in  the  bishopric  at  the  time  and  later 
served  as  a  high  councilman,  so  we  were  on  the  go. 

Our  five  children  have  married  into  really  special  families  and  we  enjoy  them  and  their  love  and 
friendship.  We  have  15  grand  and  4  great-grandchildren. 

Our  second  son,  Steve,  graduated  from  the  Pasadena  Arts  Center  in  Calif,  and  was  at  the  height  of  his 
career  when  he  developed  a  brain  tumor.  The  doctors  told  him  he  had  9  months  to  live,  but  he  was 
determined  to  win  the  fight  and  he  was  active  until  the  day  he  died  18  months  later.   He  left  his  lovely 
wife,  Mary,  and  two  boys,  ages  5  and  9.  The  day  after  Steve's  funeral,  John  passed  away  from  a  heart 
attack,  so  we  had  two  funerals  two  days  apart.   The  love  and  support  of  family  and  friends  and  the 
knowledge  we  have  of  the  gospel  was  a  great  comfort  to  us.  Our  oldest  son,  Gary,  has  been  very  capable 
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in  taking  over  the  responsibility  of  the  farm  and  carpenter  business. 

1  have  served  many  positions  in  the  ward  and  stake,  with  Primary  and  secretary  work  as  my  favorites. 
At  present  I  am  working  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  and  1  have  recently  been  called  as  the  Stake  Family 
History  Director.    1  have  enjoyed  my  callings  in  the  Church  and  the  blessings  I  have  received  from  them. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bonnie  Jean  t  Jeanie) 

(2)  Gary  John 

(3)  Steven  R. 

(4)  Mary  Lee 

(5)  DeeAnn 


B- 29  May  1947 
B-05  Jun  1951 
B-02  Feb  1955 
D-05  Oct  1989 
B- 29  Oct  1957 
B-  19  Jan  1960 


M  -  29  Oct  1968  to  Kim  V.  Jenkins 
M  -  20  Aug  1971  to  Susan  Ann  Marotz 
M  -  05  May  1978  to  Mary  Lynn  Taylor 

M  -  07  Oct  1977  to  Charles  Lee  Dawsey 
M  -  21  Apr  1984  to  Guy  Tate  Johnson 


Back:  DeeAnn,  Helen,  Mary  Lee,  and  Bonnie  Jean  (Jeanie) 
Front:  Steve,  John  and  Gary  Marsden 


1  -  Bonnie  Jean  Marsden.  Bonnie  Jean  "Jeanie"  Marsden  was  born  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho  on  May 
29,  1947.   She  attended  Ashton  Elementary  School  and  North  Fremont  High  School.  Her  family 
moved  out  to  the  farm  in  Squirrel  each  spring  and  back  to  town  each  fall  when  the  harvesting  was 
finished.  After  high  school  graduation,  in  1965, she  attended  two  years  at  Ricks  College,  earning  an 
Associate  of  Arts  Degree,  then  went  on  to  BYU  with  a  major  in  English/Literature. 

She  met  and  married  Kim  V  Jenkins  in  October,  1968.  Kim  was  born  February  4,  1946,  in 
Salina,  Kansas.   He  grew  up  in  Farmington,  New  Mexico  and  graduated  from  Western  High  School  in 
Las  Vegas  in  1964.   After  filling  a  mission  to  the  Andes  countries  in  South  America,  he  attended  BYU 
for  one  year,  then  enlisted  in  the  U.S.  Army  in  1968.  He  served  4-1/2  years  in  the  Military 
Intelligence  branch  and  was  honorably  discharged  in  1972,  as  an  E-7  (staff  sergeant). 

During  that  time,  the  family  lived  in  Baltimore,  Maryland  and  El  Paso  and  Midland,  Texas.   Their 
first  child,  Chad  M.,  was  born  in  El  Paso  in  1969  and  daughter,  Christina,  in  October,  1970,  in 
Midland.  Kim  and  Jeanie  were  sealed  in  the  Arizona  temple  in  November,  1969.  In  1972  the  family 
moved  to  Los  Angeles  (and  later  to  Montebello),  California  so  Kim  could  attend  Art  Center  College  of 
Design.  He  graduated,  cum  laude,  in  1975  and  was  chosen  "Student  Designer  of  the  Year"  by  the 
IDSA. 

During  this  time  Jeanie  worked  as  a  secretary.  In  1976  the  family  relocated  to  Reno,  Nevada, 
where  Kim  went  into  the  cabinet-making  business  and  Jeanie  was  office  manager  for  a  sign  making 
company.   In  1978  their  second  son,  Mark  William,  was  born.  Kim  served  as  Bishop  of  the  Sparks  V 
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ward  for  4-1/2  years.  In  1993,  Kim,  Jeanie  and  Mark  relocated  to  Las  Vegas,  Nevada  where  Kim  is 
director  of  the  design  department  for  Mikohn  Gaming  and  Jeanie  is  Administrative  Associate  for  the 
Nevada  State  Board  of  Nursing. 

01  Jun  1990  to  Donya  Mathews 
28  Aug  1991  to  Paul  David  Wood 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Chad  M. 

B-  17  May  1969 

M 

(2)  Christina 

B-  18  Oct  1970 

M 

(3)  Mark  William 

B-23  Apr  1978 

Back:  Bonnie  Jean  (Jeanie)  and  Christina 
Front:  Mark,  Kim  and  Chad  Jenkins 


1  -  Chad  M.  Jenkins  graduated  from  Edward  C.  Reed  High  school  in  Sparks,  Nevada  in  1987. 
He  earned  his  Eagle  Scout  award,  attended  University  of  Nevada,  Reno  and  filled  a  mission  to  the 
Dominican  Republic.   He  married  Donya  Mathews  in  the  St.  George  temple  in  June,  1990.  They 
have  two  daughters,  Samantha  Rose,  born  in  1993,  and  Laurel  Lynn,  born  in  1994,  and  a  son, 
Zane  Paul,  born  in  1997.   Chad  has  majored  in  pre-med  and  is  attempting  to  earn  his  Bachelor's 
Degree  at  UNR.   He  works  as  a  pharmacy  technician  at  Washo  Medical  Center.   Donya 
graduated,  cum  laude,  from  UNR  in  accounting  and  does  work  in  her  town  home  for  an 
accounting  firm. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Samantha  Rose  B  -  14  Jan  1993 

(2)  Laurel  Lynn  B  -  15  Jul  1994 

(3)  Zane  Paul  B  -  01  Aug  1997 
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.mil 


Laurel,  Chad,  Donya  holding  Zane,  and  Samantha  Jenkins 


2  -  Christina  Jenkins  graduated  from  Edward  C.  Reed  High  School  in  1988.   She  attended  the 
University  of  Nevada,  Reno  and  the  University  of  Colorado,  Boulder  where  she  majored  in  music 
education.   She  married  Paul  David  Wood  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  in  August,  1991.  Paul  is  a 
police  officer  with  the  Fort  Collins,  Co.  Police  Department.   "Tina"  has  been  a  coordinator  and 
teacher  in  a  head  start  program  and  is  now  the  director  of  the  Sweetheart  City  Singers... children, 
ages  4  to  12  years  old.   They  have  a  daughter,  Hannah  Colleen,  born  March  24,  1994  and  a  son, 
Thomas  Jacob  (T.J.),  born  July  7,  1995. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Hannah  Colleen 

(2)  Thomas  Jacob 


B- 24  Mar  1994 
B-  07  Jul  1995 


Tina  Jenkins  and  John  Wood 
Hannah  and  Thomas  Jacob  (T.J.) 
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3  -  Mark  William  Jenkins.   He  graduated  from  Durango  High  school  in  Las  Vegas,  Nevada  in 
June,  1996.   He  has  distinguished  himself  in  music  by  becoming  a  leading  high  school  euphonium 
player  and  performing  and  competing  in  various  areas.   On  August  1 1th,  1995,  he  attended  the 
International  Euphonium  Competition  in  Blue  Lakes,  Michigan  and  won  second  place.   In  August, 
1996,  he  again  attended  the  International  Euphonium  Competition  and  this  time  he  won  first  place 
and  $1000.  He  is  now  attending  the  Duquesne  University  in  Pittsburgh,  Perm.,  majoring  in  music 
performance.   He  hopes  to  eventually  earn  the  rank  of  principal  euphonium  player  in  the 
"President's  Own"  Marine  Band.   Mark  entered  the  France  Marseille  Mission  August  6,  1997. 


2  -  Gary  John  Marsden.     Gary  was  born  June  5,  1951,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.  He  attended  Ashton 
Elementary  and  North  Fremont  High  School  at  Ashton  and  two  years  at  Ricks  College,  majoring  in 
automotive  and  carpentry.   He  was  driving  the  tractor  on  the  farm  at  the  tender  age  of  8  years  and 
later  became  a  partner  with  his  father  in  Marsden  Farms  and  Marsden  Contracting  Inc.   On  August 
20,  1971,  he  married  Susan  Ann  Marotz,  his  high  school  sweetheart,  whom  he  converted  to  the 
Church.  Susan  was  born  on  June  22,  1951 ,  in  Ashton  and  she  and  Gary  were  together  throughout  their 
school  days.  After  high  school  graduation,  she  attended  Patricia  Stevens  Career  College  in  Salt  Lake 
City.  Before  their  marriage  and  two  years  after,  she  worked  as  a  doctor's  assistant  and  therapist.  Their 
marriage  was  solemnized  in  the  Los  Angeles  Temple  Oct  21 ,  1972.   They  have  three  children:  Dustin, 
Megan  and  Jordan. 

Gary  has  served  in  many  positions  in  the  Church,  was  recently  released  as  first  counselor  in  the 
bishopric  and  is  a  high  councilman  over  all  the  church  buildings  in  the  Ashton  Stake.  Susan  has  also 
served  in  the  auxiliaries  of  the  Church  and  at  the  present  time  she  is  the  District  Scoutmaster  Assistant. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dustin  Curtis 

(2)  Megan  Sue 

(3)  Jordan  Graham 


B- 20  May  1974 
B-  16Jun  1976 
B-01  Mar  1981 


M  -08Jun  1996  to  Steven  O.  Hill 


Back:  Megan,  Jordan,  and  Dustin  Marsden 
Front:  Susan  and  Gary  Marsden 
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1  -  Dustin  Curtis.     Dustin  was  born  20  May  1974,  attended  Ashton  Elementary,  graduated  from 
North  Fremont  High  school  and  attended  one  year  of  college  at  ISU.  He  is  an  Eagle  Scout  and 
works  with  his  father  on  the  farm  and  in  the  carpentry  business.  He  has  a  real  talent  as  a 
carpenter. 

2  -  Megan  Sue.    Megan  was  born  16  June,  1976.  She  attended  Ashton  Elementary,  graduated 
from  North  Fremont  High  School  and   Ricks  College,  majoring  in  Pre-School  Education.  She 
loves  children  and  is  anxious  to  work  with  them.  Megan  has  been  involved  in  dance  classes  since 
she  was  four  years  old  and  has  won  many  trophies  and  honors.  She  enjoyed  being  in  the  high 
school  drill  team  and  cheer  leading.  She  and  Steven  O.  Hill  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple 
June  8.  1996. 

Steven  O.  Hill  was  born  in  Brigham  City,  Utah  on  Aug.  2,  1973  to  Jimmie  Roy  and  Marilyn 
Jenkins  Hill.   He  attended  Lomand  View  Elementary  school  and  graduated  from  Weber  High, 
where  he  starred  in  track  and  high  jump. 

He  served  in  the  Brazil  Recife  Mission  from  January  1993  through  December  1994.   He  has 
attended  Weber  State  University  and  Ricks  College,  majoring  in  education.  He  has  two  loves, 
Megan  and  fly  fishing. 

After  their  marriage,  they  lived  in  Island  Park,  where  he  served  as  Assistant  Young  Adult 
Coordinator,  presiding  over  the  Island  Park  Sunday  evening  Sacrament  Meetings  and  Megan  was 
the  music  leader  for  these  meetings.  They  moved  to  Ogden  for  the  school  year,  then  returned  to 
Ashton  and  have  purchased  a  home. 


Steven  and  Megan  Sue  (Marsden)  Hill 


3  -  Jordan  Graham.     Jordan  was  born  1  March,  1981.  He  just  graduated  from  junior  high.  He 
is  an  Eagle  Scout  and  an  excellent  basketball  player  and  won  "Puppy  of  the  Year"  at  school.  He 
likes  camping,  earning  scout  merit  badges,  riding  his  horse  and  farming. 
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3  -  Steven  "R".  Marsden.    Steve  was  born  on  Feb.  2,  1955,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.   He  attended 
elementary  and  high  school  in  Ashton  and  went  one  year  to  Ricks  College.   On  June  26,  1974,  he 
began  his  mission  in  the  Philippines.   A  year  later  he  was  having  trouble  with  his  hip  and  came  back  to 
the  states  and  had  surgery.   He  was  then  assigned  to  the  San  Diego  mission,  where  he  served  as  a 
District  Leader,  finishing  his  mission  June  15,  1976.   He  served  several  positions  in  the  ward  and  was 
such  a  scriptorian!  He  could  immediately  turn  to  any  scripture  in  the  Standard  Works. 

He  worked  for  his  father,  farming  and  carpentering.   After  a  day  of  hard  work,  loading  hay  bales 
and  moving  irrigation  pipe,  he  would  do  weight  lifting  and  other  strenuous  exercise  to  build  up  his 
body  so  he  would  be  in  shape  for  karate,  which  was  the  love  of  his  life  at  that  time.   (He  did  become  a 
Black  Belt.)  He  returned  to  Ricks  College  in  Aug.  1977,  and  found  two  other  loves... photography  and 
Mary  Lynn  Taylor... both  in  the  'dark  room'  at  Ricks  College. 

Mary  was  born  and  raised  in  California.  She  graduated  from  Canyon  High  School  and  attended 
the  Rancho  Santiago  College,  in  Santa  Ana,  and  Ricks  College.  She  has  many  talents:  music,  art. 
handwork  and  a  happy,  cheerful  personality.  They  were  married  in  the  Los  Angeles  Temple  May  5, 
1978.  In  1980  they  moved  from  Ashton  to  Anaheim,  California,  so  Steve  could  attend  the  Pasadena 
Art  Center  College,  majoring  in  photography.  He  had  an  outstanding  portfolio  and.  while  preparing 
this,  taking  extra  classes  and  working  two  jobs,  he  noticed  a  numbness  in  his  hand.  He  was  diagnosed 
with  a  brain  tumor  and  given  nine  months  to  live. 

For  the  next  18  months,  he  worked  against  the  odds  and  was  determined  to  overcome  it.   He 
passed  away  Oct.  5,  1989.   This  world  wasn't  perfect  and  Steve  knew  that.   He  had  a  greater  work 
ahead.   He  left  behind  his  lovely  wife  and  two  young  sons. 

Mary  has  re-married  to  a  service  man  and  officer  in  the  Marine  Corp.    He  is  Marine  Major  Loren 
Barney,  born  and  raised  in  Elberta,  Utah.   He  has  been  a  great  help  and  influence  in  their  lives. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Gichin  Steve       B  -  30  May  1980 

(2)  Tyler  John  B  -  1 1  Nov  1983 


4PJ! 


K  K 


i 


Back:  Gichin 
Front:  Tyler,  Steve  and  Mary  Lynn  Marsden 


Mary  Lynn  and  Loren  Barney 
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1  -  Gtehin  Steve  Marsden.   He  was  born  30  May,  1980.   He  attended  elementary  school  and 
middle  school  in  Anaheim,  California  and  Milton,  Florida.    He  has  attended  high  school  in  Milton, 
Florida  and  Anaheim,  California.    He  is  a  junior  at  Esperanza  High  School.    He  received  his 
Eagle  Scout  award  at  aye  14.    He  loves  learning,  whether  it  be  academics  or  Seminary  studies. 
He  follows  in  his  fathers  footsteps  as  being  a  scriptorian. 


2  -  Tyler  John  Marsden.   He  was  born  1 1 
November,  1983.   He  attended  elementary  and 
middle  school  in  Anaheim,  California,  Yorba  Linda, 
California,  and  Milton,  Florida.    He  is  in  the  7th 
made  at  Bernardo  Yorba  Middle  School.   He  is  also 
into  scouting  and  just  received  his  Star  rank.    If  we 
want  to  make  Tyler  happy  and  proud  we  just  tell  him 
he  "looks  and  acts  just  like  his  dad."  (and  he  does!) 


Gichin  and  Tyler  Marsden 


4  -  Mary  Lee  Marsden.   Mary  Lee  Marsden  was  born  on  October  29,  1957  at  Ashton,  Idaho.   She 
attended  Ashton  Elementary  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School,  then  attended  Brigham 
Young  University.   She  married  Charles  Lee  Dawsey  on  October  7,  1977,  at  Ashton.   They  lived 
there  until  September  of  1988,  when  they  moved  to  Prosser,  Washington. 

Mary  Lee  works  as  the  Administrative  Assistant  to  the  Chief  of  Police  at  Prosser  and  is  currently 
serving  as  the  Ward  Chorister,  Ward  Teacher  Trainer  and  Community  Service  Specialist. 

Chuck  was  born  on  September  20,  1953,  in  Great  Falls,  Montana.   He  attended  Boston  Coulee 
Elementary  and  graduated  from  Centerville  High  School  in  Sand  Coulee.   He  received  his  Bachelor's 
Degree  in  Engineering  from  Montana  State  University  in  Bozeman.   He  is  the  manager  of  the  Benton 
Rural  Electric  Association  in  Prosser  and  serves  on  the  boards  of  various  regional  and  statewide 
energy  committees.   He  is  the  Elder's  Quorum  President.   Chuck  &  Mary  Lee  received  their 
endowments  in  the  Seattle  Temple  on  Dec.  15,  1995,  and  had  their  family  sealed  to  them  on  Dec.  16, 
1995. 


CHILDREN: 

(l)KolinJohn 

(2)  Sunny 

(3)  Devin  Charles 


B- 02  Apr  1977 
B-  12  Jul  1979 
B- 09  Jan  1984 


1  -  Kolin  John  Dawsey.   Kolin  was  born  on  April  2,  1977,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.   He  attended 
Ashton  Elementary  and  graduated  from  Prosser  High  School  in  June  of  1995.   He  is  interested  in 
farm  related  activities  and  would  like  to  pursue  a  career  in  that  field. 

2  -  Sunny  Dawsey.  Sunny  was  born  on  July  12,  1979,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   She  attended  Ashton 
Elementary  and  Prosser  Heights  Elementary.   She  graduated  from  Prosser  High  School  in  June  of 
1997.  Sunny  hopes  to  attend  the  University  of  Washington  where  she  will  begin  studying  for  a 
career  in  the  medical  field. 

3  -  Devin  Charles  Dawsey.  Devin  was  born  on  January  9,  1984.  He  attended  Whitstran 
Elementary  and  is  enrolled  at  Housel  Middle  School.  He  is  a  Boy  Scout  and  loves  all  sports. 
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Back:  Kolin,  Sunny 
Front:  Chuck,  Mary  Lee.  and  Devin  Dawsey 


5  -  DeeAnn  Marsden.  DeeAnn  Marsden  was  born  January  19,  1960  in  Ashton,  Idaho.  During  her 
childhood  their  family  had  a  winter  home  in  Marysville  and  a  summer  home  on  their  farm  in  Squirrel. 
Some  of  her  best  memories  of  growing  up  were  on  the  farm  in  Squirrel  where  they  had  a  wonderful 
view  of  the  Tetons  and  fields  to  wander  in  all  day.   DeeAnn  graduated  in  1978  from  Norm  Fremont 
High  School,  then  attended  Ricks  College,  graduating  in  1980.   She  worked  summers  during  high 
school  and  college  in  the  forests  above  Ashton  and  grew  to  love  the  mountains. 

In  the  fall  of  1980  she  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  to  continue  her  education.   She  found  a  job 
and  the  education  was  delayed.   In  1983  she  met  and  fell  in  love  with  Guy  Johnson  and  they  were 
married  April  21,  1984,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   Guy  graduated  from  Viewmont  High  School  in 
Centerville,  Utah  and  filled  a  mission  in  Atlanta, 
Georgia,  July  1979  to  July  1981.   Guy  and 
DeeAnn  live  in  Fruit  Heights,  Utah.   They  now 
have  four  children.   Hailey,  Lauren,  Ty  and 
Nathan.  Guy  is  the  owner  of  three  Subway 
Sandwich  stores  and  DeeAnn  is  a  homemaker. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Hailey  Anne 

(2)  Lauren  Anne 

(3)  Ty  Curtis 

(4)  Nathan  Guy 


B- 20  Dec  1985 
B-31  Aug  1987 
B- 18  Mar  1990 
B-  10  Jan  1995 


Back:  Guy,  DeeAnn,  holding  Nathan,  Hailey 
Front:  Lauren,  Ty 
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3  -  LYNN  THEODORE  REIMAN 


CHILDREN:    (1 )  ANOLA  JEWEL  BIRD 


(1)  Teryl  Lynn 

(2)  Paula  Maud 

(3)  Joel  Scott 

(4)  Lori  Ann 

(5)  Douglas  Craig 

(6)  Darla  Janae 

(7)  Karla  Sue 

(8)  Philip  Reed 


B-  14  Dec  1947 
B- 29  Jan  1950 
B-22Jun  1951 
B-  13  Jan  1954 

B-25  Apr  1955 
B-  11  Mar  1960 
B-30Jun  1961 
B-30Jun  1961 


M  -  30  Mar  1985  to  Mary  Lee  Morrow 
M  -  25  Nov  1966  to  David  Peterson 

M  -  05  May  1978  to  Gary  Smith 
M  -  02  Sep  1990  to  Jeffery  Hamilton 
M  -  23  Feb  1978  to  Elka  Kenklies 
M  -  24  Aug  1 979  to  David  Borup  (div) 
M  -  06  Jun  1981  to  Mark  Sharp 
M  -  to  Anell  Skeem 


CHILDREN:   (2)  LUCILE  MILDRED  WARD  NEITZEL  (Note:  Children  are  by  a  previous  marriage) 


(1)  James  Ward  Neitzel 

(2)  Dennis  Kay  Neitzel 

(3)  Joyce  Neitzel 


(4)  Gerald  Lynn  Neitzel 

(5)  David  Ray  Neitzel 


B-07  Apr  1947 
B- 29  Sep  1948 
B-08  Nov  1949 


B- 08  Jul  1953 
B- 02  Jun  1959 


M  -  19  Aug  1972  to  Claudia  Jean  Webster 
M  -  1 2  Jan  1 968  to  Brenda  Paulette  Jones 
M  -  10  Feb  1968  to  Thomas  Francis  Maher 
M  -  26  Jun  1972  to  Jerry  Wallace  Fullmer 
M  -  15  Oct  1983  to  Francis  Lynn  Johnson  Jr. 
M  -  08  Nov  1973  to  Carol  Lynn  Hammon 
M  -  18  Sep  1981  to  Cheryl  Roberts    " 


CHILDREN:   (3)  BETTY  ELLIS  FERGUSON  REIMAN    (Note:  Children  are  by  a  previous  marriage) 


(1)  Danny  Gene  Ferguson 


(2)  Terry  Lynn  Ferguson 

(3)  Linda  Lee  Ferguson 

(4)  Kelly  Ray  Ferguson 


B- 24  Apr  1952 


B- 20  Aug  1954 
B-07  Apr  1957 
B-25  Jun  1973 


M  -  03  May  1974  to  Dana  Lynn  Clark  (She  died 

of  cancer  29  July,  1989) 

M  -  14  Dec  1989  to  Marcene  Miller 

M  -  08  Jun  1973  to  Sheila  Marie  Byington 

M  -  30  Oct  1985  to  Thomas  Brent  O'Neil 

M  -  05  June  1993  to  Lillian  Martha  Price 


A 


Lynn  Reiman  and  Lucile  Neitzel 


Lynn  Reiman  and  Betty  Ellis  Ferguson 


Not  Pictured:  Lynn  Reiman  and  Anola  Jewel  Bird 
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Children  of  Lynn  Theodore  Reiman  and  Anola  Jewell  Bird 

1  -  Teryl  Lynn  Reiman.  I  was  born  14  December,  1947,  at  St.  Anthony,  Fremont,  Idaho.  My 
parents  were  Lynn  Theodore  and  Anola  Jewel  Bird  Reiman. 

I  attended  various  elementary  schools  in  St.  Anthony  and  Idaho  Falls,  and  graduated  from  the 
Idaho  Falls  High  School  in  1966.  I  attended  Ricks  J.C.  in  1967.   I  joined  the  U.S.  Marine  Corps  in 
1967  and  attended  various  USMC  Electronics  and  U.S.  Air  Force  Calibration  Schools  from  1967- 
1974.   I  was  commissioned  in  1975  and  attended  the  Officer  Candidate  and  Basic  school  at  Quantico, 
Virginia.   Since  my  release  from  the  Corps,  my  studies  have  included  computer  programming,  math 
robotics,  commercial  electrical,  and  programmable  logic  controllers. 

I  lettered  in  basketball  in  high  school  and  received  the  Presidential  Sports  Award  in  volleyball  in 

the  USMC. 

My  fondest  memories  are  of  the  summer  prior  to  my  freshman  year  in  high  school.  I  spent  the 
summer  with  the  Marsden  family.   Out  of  that  came  many  fond  memories  of  beautiful  country,  a  close 
family  and  excellent  food.   I  outgrew  everything  but  the  shoe  boxes!   Life  was  never  to  be  so 
satisfying  or  simple  after  that,  until  much  later. 

I  married  Mary  Lee  Morrow  on  30  March,  1985.  Our  marriage  has  been  a  special  joy  to  me;  a 
loving  wife  and  two  beautiful  children  in  a  time  of  my  life  when  I  have  patience  and  a  desire  to  love. 

Our  daughter,  Erin  Victoria,  was  born  19  October,  1988.  in  Lake  Havasu  City,  Arizona.  Our 
baby  girl  has  grown  into  a  beautiful,  talented  eight  year  old,  full  of  energy,  dance,  song  and  joy.   Her 
nose  was  only  put  a  little  out  of  joint  when  brother  Jeremy  Joseph  came  along  the  6th  of  July,  1993,  in 
Kingman,  Arizona.   Our  boy  is  an  energetic,  loving,  intelligent  little  man  with  a  strong  will  that  must 
come  from  Mom's  gene  pool.   Our  children  are  our  life  and  they  have  been  one  blessing  after  another. 

Over  the  years  since  I  left  the  Marine  Corps,  I've  followed  the  construction  trades:  first  in 
commercial  construction,  then  custom  homes,  and  finally  settling  in  the  electrical  trade.    I've  done 
everything,  including  residential,  commercial  to  large  industrial;  and  even  worked  on  Hoover  Dam 
during  the  construction  of  the  Visitors  Center. 

Mary  Lee  Morrow  Reiman,  wife  of  Teryl  Lynn  Reiman.     I  was  born  Sept.  23,  1961 ,  at 
Phoenix,  Arizona.   My  parents  were  John  and  Evelyn  Kullberg  Morrow. 

I  attended  Rose  Lane  Elementary  School,  Central  High  School  and   Northern  Arizona  University. 
I  played  trombone  in  the  marching,  concert  and  jazz  bands  all  through  high  school  and  college.   I  got 
my  BS  Degree  in  Special  Education  in  1983  and  my  MA  in  Special  Education  in  1986,  both  from 
N.A.U. 

My  mom  was  the  dietician  for  a  hospital  in  Phoenix  and  my  Dad  was  a  teacher.  He  arrived  home 
first  and  was  responsible  to  assemble  the  dinner  that  Mom  had  planned.  I  remember  being  young  and 
having  spaghetti  for  dinner.  We  went  to  pick  up  Mom  from  work  and  I  couldn't  understand  why  she 
was  so  upset.  I  had  spaghetti  sauce  all  over  my  face  and  Dad  didn't  notice.  I  had  walked  all  through 
the  hospital  to  find  her. 

As  a  family,  we  went  boating  and  waterskiing  frequently  during  the  summer.   My  mom  was 
always  worried  about  the  choppy  water. 

Terry  and  I  had  a  small,  special  wedding  on  March  30,  1985.  We  have  two  wonderful  children. 
Erin  (8)  and  Jeremy  (3).  I  am  a  first  grade  teacher  and  have  been  at  the  same  school  for  14  years.  I 
am  Bell  Director  for  my  church's  3-octave  handbell  choir. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Erin  Victoria  B  -  19  Oct  1988  at  Lake  Havasu  City,  AZ 

(2)  Jeremy  Joseph  B  -  06  Jul  1993    at  Kingman,  AZ 
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Teryl,  Mary,  Erin  and  Jeremy  Reiman 


2  -  Paula  Maud  Reiman 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  David  Shane        B  -  22  May  1967 


M  -  18  Feb  1990  to  Kimberly  Lynn  Wellard 


David  Peterson  and  Paula  Maud  Reiman 
Trevor,  Kimberly,  Tyler,  David  Shane  Peterson 
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1  -  David  Shane  Peterson  (See  Picture  above) 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Trevor  David  Peterson  29  Jul 

(2)  Tyler  Peterson 


B- 09  Jan  1994 


3  -  Joel  Scott  Reiman 


Joel  Scott  Reiman 


4  -  Lori  Ann  Reiman  Hamilton 


i 


Lori  Ann  Reiman  Hamilton 
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5  -  Douglas  Craig  Reiman 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeremiah  John  Landis 

(2)  Daniel  Craig  Landis 


B- 22  Oct  1978 
B- 26  Mar  1984 


6  -  Darla  Janae  Reiman 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bryan  Roy  Borup 

(2)  Cameron  Borup 


B-  18  Dec  1981 
B-  13  Sep  1984 


Darla  Janae  Reiman  and  David  Borup 
Not  pictured:  Bryan  Roy  Borup,  Cameron  Borup 


7  -  Karla  Sue  Reiman  Sharp 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michael  Kay  Sharp 

(2)  Allana  Marie  Sharp 

(3)  Nicholas  Hale  Sharp 

(4)  Daniel  William  Sharp 


B- 04  Apr  1982 
B- 29  Jul  1983 
B-01  Jul  1985 
B- 24  May  1988 


Mark,  Karla  Sue  Reiman,  Michael  and  Allana  Sharp 
Not  pictured:  Nicholas  Hale  and  Daniel  William  Sharp 
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8  -  Philip  Reed  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jonathan  Landis  B  -  25  Nov 

(2)  Rachal  Teryn  Landis  B  -  05  Mar 

(3)  Jeshua  Philip  Landis  B  -  03  Mar 


Philip  and  Anell  Reiman,  Jonathan,  Jeshua,  and  Rachal  Landis 


Children  of  Lucile  Mildred  Ward  Neitzel  and  Lynn  Theodore  Reiman 

1  -  James  Ward  Neitzel.   I  was  born  April  7,  1947,  in  Blacktbot,  Bingham,  Idaho.  My  parents  were 
Morris  James  Neitzel  and  Lucile  Mildred  Ward.   I  attended  elementary  schools  in  Piano,  near 
Rexburg,  and  Osgood  and  Riverside  in  Idaho  Falls;  Jr.  High  at  Central  and  O.E.Bell  in  Idaho  Falls; 
and  Idaho  Falls  High  School,  where  I  was  active  in  the  choir,  drama  (stage  crew)  and  Seminary 
Council.   I  enjoyed  helping  my  dad  on  the  farm,  taking  care  of  young  lambs  and  calves,  fishing  in 
nearby  canals  and  playing  with  my  younger  brothers  and  sister.  My  parents  divorced  when  I  was 
twelve. 

While  in  high  school,  I  worked  at  three  Idaho  Falls  theaters.  I  saw  lots  of  movies  in  those  days. 
Following  graduation,  I  joined  the  U.S.  Air  Force  in  April,  1966,  and  served  in  San  Antonio,  Texas, 
Biloxi,  Mississippi,  and  Tucson,  Arizona  until  Feb.,  1970.   In  August  of  1966,  my  mother  married 
Lynn  T.  Reiman.  Lynn  is  a  special  man,  whom  I  have  come  to  love.  He  was  very  kind  and  loving  to 
my  mother  and  is  like  a  father  to  me. 

I  attended  the  University  of  Tucson  while  in  the  Air  Force.  Later  I  attended  Ricks  College, 
graduating  in  Pre-Engineering.  I  received  a  Bachelor  of  Science  Degree  in  Mechanical  Engineering  in 
1974  at  Brigham  Young  University.   I  met  my  wife,  Claudia  Webster,  while  participating  in  a  church 
dance  festival  in  1971.  We  were  married  in  August,  1972,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  I  have  worked 
as  a  mechanical  engineer  since  May,  1974.  We  moved  to  Shelley,  Idaho,  in  July  1975.  We  have  four 
lovely  children.  As  a  family,  we  enjoy  camping  and  fishing  during  the  summer  and  cross-country 
skiing  in  the  winter.   My  church  callings  have  been  a  blessing  in  my  life.  I  have  served  in  the  Scout 
program,  Y.M.  President,  Executive  Sec,  Elders  Quorum  President,  Bishops  Coun.,  as  a  Bishop,  and 
a  High  Councilman. 
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Claudia  Jean  Webster,  wife  of  James  Ward  Neilzel.   I  was  born  Sept.  2,  1950,  in  Shelley, 
Bingham,  Idaho.  My  parents  were  Claude  Elmer  Webster  and  Medora  Ida  Saunders.  The  schools  I 
attended  were  Emerson  and  Bel- Aire  Elementaries  in  Idaho  Falls,  Clair  E.  Gale  Jr.  High,  and   Idaho 
Falls  High  School,  where  I  was  active  in  the  Pep  Club,  German  Club  and  Ski  Club.   I  grew  up  in 
Idaho  Falls.  1  enjoyed  camping  and  fishing  trips  and  special  vacations  with  my  family  to  California  and 
Ohio.   I  attended  Ricks  College.   Jim  and  I  met  in  1971  and  were  married  in  August,  1972.  I  have 
worked  in  the  Shelley  School  District  for  several  years  as  a  teachers  aide  in  the  Special  Education 
program. 

It  seems  like  my  Church  callings  have  been  centered  around  the  Youth.   I  was  second  counselor  in 
a  stake  Y.W.  Pres.  and  Sports  and  Camp  director.  I  have  been  a  second  counselor  in  the  Primary, 
Stake  Primary  Board  member  and  a  Primary  teacher.     I've  also  worked  on  several  Relief  Society 
committees  and  as  a  Relief  Society  Secretary.   The  Church  has  been  a  special  part  of  my  life. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Janae  Patrice 

(2)  Jason  Morris 

(3)  Joy  Lynn 

(4)  Jeffery  Claude 


B- 30  May  1973 
B-  17  Apr  1975 
B- 28  Feb  1977 
B-23  Mar  1980 


Back  (L  to  R):  Jason,  Jim,  and  Claudia  Neitzel 

Middle:  Jeff  Neitzel 

Front  (L  to  R):  Janae  and  Joylynn  Neitzel 


2  -  Dennis  Kay  Neitzel 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michelle  Denise 


(2)  Branden  Dennis 

(3)  Matthew  Paul 

(4)  Alisa  Carey 

(5)  Jarom 


B- 04  Jan  1969 


B-  15  Dec  1970 
B-  12  May  1974 
B- 27  Dec  1975 
B-05Jun  1979 


M  -  10  Jun  1988  to  Kip  Allen  Rhodes  (div) 
M  -  15  Feb  1991  to  William  Neuenschwander  (div) 
M  -  to  Eric  Maughn  (div) 

M-Feb  1995toDelphia 

M  -  02  Mar  1996  to  Thomas  Earl  Hardy 
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1  -  Michelle  Denise  (Neitzel)  Maughn 

CHILDREN:   (1)  KIP  ALLEN  RHODES 

(1)  Leda  Madeline  B  -  05  Aug  1989 

CHILDREN:     (2)  WILLIAM  H.  NEUENSCHWANDER 

(2)  Kendra  Irene  B  -  21  Sep  1991 

2  -  Branden  Dennis  Neitzel 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeremia 

(2)  Shade 


B 
B 


12  Oct 
04  Apr 


3  -  Matthew  Paul  Neitzel 

4  -  Alice  Carey  Neitzel  Hardy 

5  -  Jarom  Neitzel 

3  -  Joyce  Neitzel  Johnson 

CHILDREN:   (1)  THOMAS  FRANCIS  MAHER 
(1)  Shelisa  Michele  B  -  02  Sep  1968 


(2)  Ahtanya  Lanae 


B- 02  Feb  1972 


M  -  14  Jun  1991  to  Robert  John  Manning(div) 
M  -  05  Oct  1995  to  John  Byron  Loertscher 
M  -  16  Jul  1993  to  Wade  Allen  Pollock  (div) 


CHILDREN:   (2)  JERRY  WALLACE  FULMER 

(3)  Jarod  Wyatt  B  -  03  Oct  1973 

(4)  Tobin  Bartley  B  -  18  Nov  1974 

CHILDREN:   (3)  FRANCIS  LYNN  JOHNSON,  JR. 

None: 


M  -  24  Sep  1993  to  Jennifer  Louise  Snyder 
M  -  09  Jul  1994  to  Susan  Eva  Snyder 


Children  of  Joyce  Neitzel  and  Thomas  Francis  Maher 

1  -  Shelisa  Michele  (Maher)  Loertscher.  Biography  Note:  Shelisa  Michelle  and  John  Byron 
Loertscher  were  sealed  in  die  S.  Jordan  Temple.  Gracie  was  also  sealed  to  them  on  02  November, 
1996.  John  Byron  Loertscher  adopted  Alexander  and  Rhyse  Manning  on  29  October,  1996. 

CHILDREN:    (1)  ROBERT  JOHN  MANNING 

(1)  Alexander  Michael  Manning  B  -  06  Nov  1992 

(2)  Rhyse  Francis  Manning  B  -  19  Sep  1994 

CHILDREN    (2)  JOHN  BYRON  LOERTSCHER 

(3)  Gracie  Manon  Loertscher  B  -  04  Oct  1996 

CHILDREN:  JOHN  BYRON  LOERTSCHER  (by  a  previous  marriage) 

(1)  Quincy  John  Loertscher  B  -  04  Mar  1991 

(2)  Collin  Elias  Loertscher  B  -  28  Sep  1993 

2  -  Ahtanya  Lanae  (Maher)  Pollock 
CHILDREN:   (1)  WADE  ALLEN  POLLOCK 

(1)  Cherokee  Pollock  B  -  31  May  1995 
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Children  of  Joyce  Neitzel  and  Jerry  Wallace  Fulmer 


3  -  Jarod  Wyatt  Fulmer 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jarrett  Wyatt  Fulmer 

(2)  Austin  Tyler  Fulmer 

4  -  Tobin  Bartley  Fulmer 


B- 24  May  1994 
B-  19  Apr  1996 


CHILDREN:  (1)   Deanne  Larson 

( 1 )  Sasha  Raquel  Keck  B  -  03  Oct  1991 

(2)  Joshua  Timothy  Fulmer  B  -  13  Oct  1992 


Deanne's  present  husband,  Rick  Jensen,  has 
adopted  him. 


CHILDREN:  (2)  Susan  Eva  Snyder  Fulmer 

(3)  Zachary  Beau  Fulmer  B  -  26  May  1995 

(4)  Jade  Elise  Fulmer  B  -  04  Dec  1996 


4  -  Gerald  Lynn  Neitzel 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Julene  Marie 

(2)  Daniel  Wayne 
(3) Jacob  Levi 


B-  11  Aug  1974 
B-30Jun  1978 
B-  12  Dec  1980 


M  -  08  Jun  1993  to  Martin  Harris 


1  -  Julene  Marie  Neitzel  Harris 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Christopher  William  B  -  27  Apr  1995 

(2)  Shelisa  Marie  B  -  05  Mar  1997 


Martin  Harris,  Julene  Marie  (Neitzel)  Harris,  Christopher 
Not  pictured:  Shelisa  Marie 
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5  -  David  Ray  Neitzel.    I  was  born  June  2,  1959,  to  Lucile  Mildred  Ward  &  James  Neitzel,  who 
were  separated  at  the  time  of  my  birth  and  later  divorced.   When  I  was  7  years  old  my  mother  was 
sealed  to  Lynn  Theodore  Reiman  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  The  next  year  I  was  sealed  to  them  and 
thus  Lynn  really  became  my  father.   When  I  turned  8  years  old,  my  brother  Dennis  baptized  me. 
When  I  turned  12  years  old,  my  brother  Jim  conferred  the  Aaronic  Priesthood  on  me  and  ordained  me 
a  Deacon.  Later  on,  Lynn  ordained  me  a  Teacher  and  Priest. 

In  May  1977,  I  graduated  from  Idaho  Falls  High  School.  In  Aug.  1977,  my  brother  Dennis 
conferred  the  Melchizedek  Priesthood  on  me  and  ordained  me  an  Elder.  From  Sept.  1977  to  Dec. 
1977,  I  attended  one  semester  of  college  at  Ricks,  then  I  worked  until  my  mission.  In  June  1978,  I 
received  my  mission  call  to  San  Diego,  California.  I  served  from  Aug.  1978  to  Aug.  1980.   After 
returning,  I  worked.   In  Jan.  1981,  I  began  attending  the  temple  with  Lynn  every  morning.  This  is 
where  I  met  my  eternal  companion,  Cheryl  Taylor  Roberts.  She  worked  as  the  Computer  File  Clerk 
for  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   In  June,  1981 ,  we  were  engaged  and  on  Sept  18,  1981 ,  Cheryl  and  I  were 
sealed  for  Time  and  all  Eternity  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

Cheryl  was  born  Apr.  17,  1954,  in  Burley,  Idaho,  to  Frank  and  Marjorie  Marie  Taylor  Roberts. 
She  was  raised  in  Thayne,  Wyoming  and  attended  the  elementary  grades  mere.   She  graduated  from 
Star  Valley  High  School  in  Alton,  Wyoming.   In  1972,  she  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  where  she  graduated 
from  the  Glenn  E.  Clark  Business  School.   She  served  in  the  Canada  Halifax  Nova  Scotia  Mission  in 
1975  and  1976.   In  January  1977,  she  began  working  at  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  where  she  later  met 
her  future  husband,  David  Neitzel. 

Our  first  child,  Stephanie  Roberts  Neitzel,  was  born  on  Sept.  9,  1982.  On  Dec.  3,  1983,  our 
second  child,  Curtis  David  Neitzel,  was  born.  Our  third  child.  Amber  Roberts  Neitzel,  was  born 
Nov.  20,  1986,  and  Corey  Lynn,  our  fourth  child,  was  born  on  March  17,  1990. 

From  the  time  of  our  marriage  until  the  present,  the  Lord  has  blessed  us  with  the  opportunity  to 
serve.   At  the  present  time,  Oct.  1996,  David  is  the  Bishop  of  the  Idaho  Falls  7th  ward  and  Cheryl  is 
the  First  Counselor  in  the  Primary  presidency. 

David  works  for  ZCMI  Department  Stores  and  is  an  Area  Manager  over  Mens  Clothing.    Cheryl 
is  a  homemaker  and  housewife.   We  enjoy  our  family  and  serving  the  Lord. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stephanie  Roberts 

(2)  Curtis  David 

(3)  Amber  Roberts 

(4)  Corey  Lynn 


B- 09  Sep  1982 
B-03  Dec  1983 
B- 20  Nov  1986 
B-  17  Mar  1990 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Curtis,  Stephanie,  David 
Front:  (L  to  R):  Corey,  Cheryl,  and  Amber  Nietzel 
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Children  of  Bett\  .lane  Kllis  Ferguson  Reiman  by  a  previous  marriage 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Danny  Gene  Ferguson 

(2)  Terr)  Lynn  Ferguson 

(3)  Linda  Lee  Ferguson 

(4)  Kelly  Ray  Ferguson 


B- 24  Apr  1952 

B  -  20  Aug  1 954 
B-07  Apr  1957 
B-25  Jun  1973 


M  -  03  May  1974  to  Dana  Lynn  Clark 
M  -  14  Dec  1989  to  Marcene  Miller 
M  -  08  Jun  1973  to  Sheila  Marie  Byington 
M  -  30  Oct  1985  to  Thomas  Brent  O'Neil 
M  -  05  June  1993  to  Lillian  Martha  Price 


Danny  Gene  Ferguson.       Biography   Note:  Dana  Lynn  Clark  married  Danny  Gene  Ferguson  on 
03  May,  1974.   She  died  of  cancer  on  29  July,  1989. 

CHILDREN:   (1)  DANA  LYNN  (CLARK)  FERGUSON 
( 1 )  Troy  Gene  Ferguson  B  -  06  Jun  1976 

1 2 )  Trent  D.  Ferguson  B  -  26  Apr  1 978 

(3)  Katie  Lynn  Ferguson  B  -  10  Feb  1981 

CHILDEN:   (2)  MARCENE  (MILLER)  FERGUSON 

(4)  Caroline  Ferguson  B  -  08  Jan  1 989 

(5)  Trevor  James  Ferguson  B  -  23  Feb  1994 


Back  (L  to  R):  Trent,  Troy  and  Katie  Ferguson 
Front  (L  to  R):  Danny,  Marcene  (Miller),  Trevor  and  Caroline  Ferguson 
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2  -  Terry  Lynn  Ferguson. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeffrey  Lynn  Ferguson 

(2)  Shannon  Marie  Ferguson 

(3)  Bobbie  Jo  Ferguson 

(4)  Brittany  Lesette  Ferguson 


B  -  27  Jun  1974 
B-  07  Aug  1976 
B-21  May  1978 
B- 09  Dec  1983 


M  -  31  Jul  1992  to  Bambi  Laree  Green 
M  -  31  May  1996  to  Robin  Wayne  Johnson 


L  to  R:  Jeffrey,  Terry  Lynn,  Brittany,  Sheila,  Bobbie  Jo  Ferguson,  Shannon  Marie  Johnson 


1  -  Jeffrey  Lynn  Ferguson. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Arianne  Laree  Ferguson 

(2)  Arista  Marie  Ferguson 


B- 06  May  1993 
B- 27  May  1996 


a 


Jeffrey,  Bambi,  and  Arianne  Ferguson 
Not  pictured:  Arista  Ferguson 
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2  -  Shannon  Marie  Ferguson  Johnson 
3  -  Linda  Lee  Ferguson  O'Neil 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Amber  Lee  O'  Neil  B  -  03  Apr  1 987 


Thomas,  Linda  (Ferguson),  and  Amber  O'Niel 


4  -  Kelly  Ray  Ferguson 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Daniel  Allen  Ferguson 

(2)  Victoria  Kathrine  Ferguson 


B-  16  Dec  1993 
B-  10  June  1995 


Picture  on  right: 
Kelly  and  Lillian 
Ferguson 


Picture  on  left: 
Daniel  and 
Victoria  Ferguson 


n 
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4  -  KAY  MURDOCH  REIMAN.  Kay  was  the  son  of  Joseph  T.  and  Blanche  Priscilla  Murdoch  Reiman. 
He  was  born  May  8,  1927  at  Warm  River,  Fremont  County,  Idaho.   He  was  the  fourth  and  last  child  and 
the  second  son  of  Blanche  and  Joe.  He  attended  school  at  Warm  River  to  the  4th  grade  when  his  family 
moved  to  Ashton,  Idaho.  He  finished  the  grammar  school  and  graduated  from  Ashton  High  School  in 
1945.  He  worked  for  his  father,  wiring  homes  in  the  Ashton  and  Teton  Basin  for  the  Rural  Electric 
Company.  On  November  27,  1945,  he  was  drafted  into  the  Army  Air  Corps.   His  basic  training  was 
spent  in  Shepard  Field,  Texas.  He  was  transferred  to  Washington  D.C.  for  one  and  a  half  months,  then  to 
Patterson  Field,  Ohio,  for  schooling  with  IBM.   When  he  finished  this  training,  he  was  transferred  to 
Kearns,  Utah  and  then  on  to  Ft.  Lawton  in  Seattle,  Washington,  from  where  he  was  transfer  overseas  to 
Tachacowa  Air  Base  in  Japan  with  the  Occupation  Forces.   He  was  discharged  at  Camp  Stolman, 
California  in  July,  1947. 

After  his  discharge,  he  worked  for  the  U.S.  Forest  Service  at  West  Yellowstone,  Montana  for  a  year. 
He  then  returned  to  Ashton  to  work  for  his  father  on  the  family  farm  at  Warm  River  and  as  an  electrician 
in  the  Ashton  area.   He  met  and  fell  in  love  with  Althea  MarJean  Harris  and  they  were  married  in  Ashton 
on  May  10,  1948,  in  his  parents  home.   Their  marriage  was  later  solemnized  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on 
May  9,  1987.  Kay  was  ordained  a  Priest  on  April  12,  1987,  an  Elder  April  26,  1987  and  a  High  Priest  on 
May  1,  1988.   He  served  as  Ward  Activities  Coordinator  and  in  the  Sunday  School  Presidency  in  the 
Ammon  First  Ward. 

Kay  was  a  member  of  the  American  Legion,  Post  89,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.    He  served  as  Commander  of 
the  Post  and  Adjutant  of  District  #  7.   He  also  served  on  the  Color  Guard  for  many  graveside  services. 
Later,  his  fellow  Legionnaires  provided  the  same  services  at  his  graveside. 

He  was  working  for  Peter  Keiwit  &  Son's  Construction  Company  at  the  time  of  the  Yellowstone 
earthquake.   They  were  immediately  sent  up  there  to  rebuild  in  the  quake  area.   While  working  for 
Keiwit's,  he  moved  to  different  job  locations  in  Idaho,  Utah,  Montana,  Norm  and  South  Dakota  and 
Wyoming.   He  drove  gas  and  oil  trucks  for  Pacific  Intcrmountain  Express.  Husky  Oil  Co.,  Matlock  Inc., 
Idaho  Asphalt  and  Wrightway  Inc.  up  until  his  death  on  April  5,  1996.   He  is  buried  in  the  Pineview 
Cemetery,  Ashton,  Idaho. 

Althea  MarJean  Harris,  wife  of  Kay  Murdoch  Reiman.    MarJean  was  born  May  1 1 ,  1926,  to  William 
Otis  and  Lyla  Carson  Harris  at  the  LDS  Hospital  in  Idaho  Falls,  Bonn.,  Co.,  Idaho.   Lyla  had  come  to 
Idaho  Falls  to  stay  with  her  mother,  while  Ott  went  to  Ashton  to  set  up  a  new  business  there  with  his 
father.   The  business  was  called  H  &  H  Billiard  Parlor... was  later  changed  to  Ott's  Place.   Most  of 
MarJean' s  life  was  spent  in  Ashton,  where  she  attended  the  12  grades  of  the  Ashton  school.   She  was  a 
good  student,  but  enjoyed  the  music,  drama  and  dance  best  of  all. 

After  she  graduated  from  the  8th  grade,  she  went  to  work  for  Nels  Knudsen  in  the  grocery  store 
during  the  summers  and  after  school  in  the  winter.   After  graduation  from  high  school  she  entered  Ricks 
College  for  two  quarters.   She  went  back  to  Ashton  and  worked  for  Uncle  Tom  Murdoch  until  her  parents 
moved  to  Arlington,  Washington  in  June,  1945.  They  lived  on  a  dairy  farm  until  April  1946.  when  they 
moved  back  to  Ashton  and  her  father  went  back  into  the  grocery  business.  She  was  working  for  her  father 
when  she  met  Kay  Reiman  in  1947,  and  they  were  later  married  in  1948.   Their  three  children  were  born 
in  the  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital.   Although  Kay  was  working  in  construction  and  was  transferred  many 
times,  they  maintained  their  home  in  Ashton.   In  1960,  MarJean  went  to  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  and  attended 
Darrel's  College  of  Beauty.  MarJean  opened  her  beauty  shop  in  Ashton  and  ran  it  for  14  years.   In  1976, 
they  sold  their  home  in  Ashton  and  purchased  one  in  Ammon,  Idaho.   She  moved  her  beauty  shop  to  Ririe. 
Later  Kay  built  her  a  shop  in  their  home,  which  she  ran  until  1989  when  they  moved  to  Ucon,  where  she 
presently  resides. 

MarJean  has  always  been  involved  in  music.  She  has  only  lived  in  a  couple  of  wards  mat  she  hasn't 
been  ward  chorister,  Relief  Society  chorister  or  choir  director.   She  served  as  Education  Counselor  in  the 
Ammon  First  Ward  Relief  Society  while  being  Ward  Chorister.   At  present  she  is  Relief  Society  President 
of  the  Ucon  2nd  Ward.   She  and  her  sisters  have  sung  at  almost  every  family  funeral  and  also  their 
reunions.  Their  group  now  includes  all  their  daughters  and  granddaughters. 

MarJean  has  also  been  a  faithful  member  of  the  American  Legion  Auxiliary  since  1944.   She  has  held 
almost  every  office  in  her  unit,  district  and  many  department  offices.   She  has  attended  Girls  State  for  17 
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years,  sen  ing  .is  a  counselor,  music  director,  election  officer,  Dean  of  Counselors  and  Director.  MarJean 
also  enjoys  bowling,  knitting,  traveling,  crafts,  and  her  grandchildren  and  great  grandchildren. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Denise 

(2)  Yvonne 

(3)  LyleKay 


B  -  3 1  Aug  1 950 

B  -01  Nov  1955 
B-03  Dec  1956 


M  -  25  Feb  1967  to  David  L.  Whitmore  (Div) 
M  -  06  Oct  1979  to  David  E.  Cummings 
M  -  25  Sep  1976  to  Randall  G.  Maughn 
M  -  26  May  1979  to  Marcia  Jane  Buttars  (Div) 
M  -  05  Apr  1986  to  Sandra  L.  Hoffman  (Div) 
M  -  17  May  1997  to  Theresa  Janet  Reed 


1 


v 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Kay  Murdoch  Reiman,  Lyle  Kay  Reiman 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Yvonee  Reiman  Maughan,  Denise  Reiman  Cummings,  MarJean  Reiman 


1  -  Denise  Reiman.  Denise  Reiman  was  born  Aug.  31,  1950  to  Kay  Murdoch  and  Althea  MarJean 
Harris  Reiman  at  the  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital,  Ashton,  Idaho.   She  lived  in  Ashton  until  her  parents 
moved  to  Crouch,  Idaho,  when  she  was  4  years  old.  The  next  year  they  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City, 
Utah,  where  she  attended  kindergarten.   In  the  fall  of  1961,  they  moved  back  to  Ashton  where  she 
completed  her  schooling,  except  for  the  fourth  grade,  that  she  completed  in  Salt  Lake  City.   Denise 
loved  school  and  had  many  and  varied  talents.   She  excelled  in  band,  chorus  and  athletics. 

In  her  Junior  year  she  married  David  Lawrence  Whitmore,  Feb.  25,  1967  at  her  parents  home  in 
Ashton.   They  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City  for  awhile,  but  she  did  return  and  complete  high  school, 
graduating  with  her  class.   That  was  a  very  hard  year  for  Denise,  as  she  had  her  first  son,  Corbett, 
born  Oct.  3,  1967  and  then  completed  her  year  and  a  half  schooling  in  just  six  months. 

Denise  worked  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  with  her  father  at  Kay's  Coin-Op.  Her  second  son,  Lance 
was  born  Oct  7.  1970,  in  St.  Anthony.   She  and  David  moved  to  Preston  in  October,  1971,  and  then 
returned  to  Marysville  where  they  purchased  a  home.  In  July,  1975,  their  home  was  destroyed  by 
fire.   Denise  and  David  were  divorced  Mar.  3,  1976,  but  she  continued  living  in  Marysville  and 
working  for  Beddes  Farm  Center  in  St.  Anthony. 

In  1 979  Denise  met  David  Earl  Cummings  and  they  were  married  on  October  6th  at  her 
grandparents  home  in  Island  Park,  Idaho.   David  was  born  21  February,  1956,  in  Ocala,  Florida.  He 
was  a  "Military  Brat"  and  has  lived  in  Florida,  Hawaii,  California  and  Idaho.  He  attended  Idaho  State 
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University,  majoring  in  Engineering.  He  has  worked  as  a  surveyor  and  is  presently  the  manager  of 
Gem  Grain  &  Seed  in  Rexburg,  Idaho. 

In  August,  1980,  they  purchased  some  property  in  St.  Anthony  where  they  presently  live.  They 
became  the  parents  of  Nicholas  Aaron  Cummings,  Dec.  26,  1980,  in  the  Fremont  County  Hospital. 
At  present,  Denise  is  working  for  the  JCC  in  St.  Anthony.  She  loves  homemaking,  gardening, 
bowling,  reading,  handwork  of  all  kinds,  cross-country  skiing  and  outdoor  sports.   She  especially  loves 
her  grandchildren. 

CHILDREN:   (1)  DAVID  LAWRENCE  WHITMORE 

(1)  Corbett  Lyle  B  -  03  Oct  1967  M  -  Jun  10  1991  to  Sharon  Michelle  Forcum 

(2)  Rick  Lance  B  -  07  Oct  1970  M  -  14  Feb  1992  to  Cindy  Ann  Fife  (div) 

CHILDREN:   (2)  DAVID  E.  CUMMINGS 

(3)  Nicholas  Aaron         B  -  26  Dec  1980 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Lance  Whitmore,  Nicolas  Cummings,  Corbett  Whitmore 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Cindy  Whitmore,  Katie  Lynn  (insert)  Denise  (Reiman)  Cummings,  holding 

Tyler  Whitmore,  David  Cummings,  Sharon  Whitmore 


1  -  Corbett  Lyle  Whitmore.    Corbett  was  born  October  3,  1967,  to  David  and  Denise  Reiman 
Whitmore.  He  weighed  8  lbs.  13  oz.  and  was  21  inches  long.   During  his  first  year  his  Grandma 
Whitmore  tended  him  so  his  mom  could  go  back  and  finish  high  school.   She  went  to  work  for  his 
Grandpa  Reiman  after  high  school,  so  he  spent  more  time  with  his  Grandma  and  Grandpa 
Whitmore.  He  spent  his  first  two  years  in  Ashton.  When  he  was  three,  his  family  moved  to  St. 
Anthony  where  his  little  brother,  Lance  was  born.   Corbett  was  a  "Great",  big  brother.   He 
protected  and  took  good  care  of  Lance. 

In  1971  the  family  moved  to  Preston,  Idaho,  and  spent  6  months,  then  moved  back  to  Ashton, 
then  to  Marysville.  Corbett  played  and  loved  all  sports.   He  won  a  lot  of  medals,  trophies  and 
awards  for  his  athletic  ability.  He  played  football  for  the  7th  grade  when  he  was  in  the  6th  grade. 
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He  played  little  league  baseball  and  was  a  pitcher.  When  he  was  in  the  6th  grade,  he  had  the  most 
home  runs  on  his  team  and  was  chosen  far  a  special  team,  to  play  in  the  tournament.  He  also  won 
the  wrestliqg  award  mat  year. 

The  family  moved  again  to  St.  Anthony  when  he  was  in  the  7th  grade.   He  was  popular  in 
school  and  played  all  sports.    He  was  a  half-back  and  wide-receiver  for  the  football  teams  and 
forward  on  the  basketball  teams.   He  was  elected  King  of  the  8th  grade  dance,  the  Best  Dancer  in 
his  class,  the  Most  Preferred  Frosh  and  Vice  President  of  his  senior  class. 

Corbett  joined  the  Army  and  became  an  Airborne  Ranger.    He  married  Sharon  Michelle 
Forcum  in  Columbus,  Georgia.    Sharon  was  born  Dec.  1,  1967,  in  Eugene,  Oregon.   She  works 
as  a  tlorist.   From  Alabama,  Corbett  and  Sharon  moved  to  Hawaii  for  3  years.   They  have  one 
son.  T\ler  Wayne,  born  June  30,  1994,  in  Eugene,  Oregon.   They  will  be  moving  back  to  Georgia 
in  June  oi  1997  where  they  will  live  for  three  years  while  Corbett  will  be  a  Ranger  Instructor. 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Tyler  Wayne  B  -  30  June  1 994 

(2)  Talia  Janae  B  -  04  Oct  1 996 


Corbette,  Sharon,  Tyler,  and  Talia  Whitmore 


2  -  Rick  Lance  Whitmore.  Lance  was  born  October  7,  1970,  at  Fremont  General  Hospital  in  St. 
Anthony,  Idaho  to  David  and  Denise  Reiman  Whitmore.  He  weighed  7  lb.  9  oz.  and  was  18 
inches  long.   He  lived  for  3  months  in  St.  Anthony,  then  his  family  moved  to  Ashton.   He  spent  8 
months  there,  then  they  moved  to  Preston,  Idaho  where  he  celebrated  his  first  birthday.  When  he 
was  a  year  and  a  half  old  they  moved  back  to  Ashton.  He  went  to  Ashton  Elementary  through  the 
4th  grade,  then  his  parents  moved  to  St.  Anthony. 

Lance  loved  sports  and  is  a  good  athlete.  His  favorite  sport  is  football.  He  was  a  starting 
half-back  from  the  5th  grade  through  his  senior  year.  When  he  was  in  the  second  semester  of  his 
sophomore  year  he  moved  to  Shelley  and  lived  with  his  Aunt  Yvonne  and  Uncle  Randy  until  he 
graduated  from  high  school.   Lance  won  a  lot  of  awards,  trophies  and  medals  for  baseball, 
basketball,  football  and  track.  After  high  school  he  worked  as  a  welder  for  a  year. 

Lance  married  Cindy  Fife  from  Shelley.  They  live  at  175  W.  Elm  St.,  Shelley,  ID  83274. 
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Lance  is  working  as  a  plumber  and  will  have  his  journeyman  license  next  year.   Cindy  is  a  chemist 
at  the  INEL.  They  have  a  baby  daughter,  Katie,  who  was  born  November  16,  1994.   Lance  and 
Cindy  were  divorced  in  1996. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katie  Lynn  Whitmore      B  -  16  Nov  1994 

(Pictured  above  with  Denise  Reiman  Cummings  family) 


3  -  Nicholas  Aaron  Cummings.  He  was  born  Dec.  26,  1980,  to  David  and  Denise  Reiman 
Cummings.   Nick  weighed  8  lbs.  15  oz.  and  was  21  inches  long.   He  was  a  great  baby  and  spoiled 
by  his  two  big  brothers.   Nick  loves  to  swim,  play  football  and  basketball.   He  spent  the  summer 
of  1993  in  Hawaii  with  Corbett  and  Sharon. 

Nick  is  a  freshman  at  South  Fremont  High  School.   He  was  elected  Homecoming  King  for  the 
freshman  class  and  played  tight-end  for  the  freshman  football  team.   He  is  looking  forward  to 
basketball  season. 

(Pictured  above  with  Denise  Reiman  Cummings  family) 

2  -  Yvonne  Reiman.   Yvonne  was  born  in  Ashton,  Fremont  County,  Idaho  on  Nov.  1 ,  1955,  to  Kay 
M.  and  MarJean  H.  Reiman.   She  was  the  second  daughter  and  middle  child  of  three  children. 

Before  she  started  school  her  family  moved  from  West  Yellowstone,  Montana,  to  Woods  Cross, 
Utah,  and  back  to  Ashton  with  her  father's  employment.   Before  moving  back  to  Ashton  the  last  time, 
her  mother  attended  and  graduated  from  beauty  school  so  as  to  open  a  shop  in  Ashton.    Because  of 
this,  the  family  was  able  to  remain  there  until  Lyle,  the  youngest,  left  for  his  LDS  Mission. 

Yvonne  attended  Ashton  Elementary  and  North  Fremont  High  School.   While  attending  school  she 
enjoyed  music  very  much.   During  the  5th  grade  through  the  12th,  she  was  involved  with  the  band, 
playing  clarinet  and  saxophone.   She  sang  with  a  couple  of  groups  and  loved  to  dance.   She  was  also 
involved  in  cheerleading,  drill  team,  pep  club,  the  debate  team,  church  sponsored  athletics  and  Junior 
Miss. 

After  graduation  she  spent  some  time  in  Centerville,  Utah  living  with  her  Uncle  Gerald  and  Aunt 
Komae,  before  moving  back  to  Ashton  where  she  found  employment. 

From  the  age  of  eight,  she  was  always  babysitting  for  someone,  as  she  loved  children.  In  junior 
high  she  taught  swimming  lessons  at  the  local  pool.   Other  jobs  she  held  were  as  a  waitress  at  the 
Ashton  Cafe,  tree  planter  for  several  years  and  cleaning  offices  for  a  couple  of  businesses  in  town. 

After  moving  back  from  Centerville,  she  went  to  work  for  Mrs.  Gifford's  family,  taking  care  of 
her  from  8:00  p.m.  to  8:00  a.m.   Cancer  had  spread  throughout  her  body  and  she  was  finally 
hospitalized  until  her  death.   Yvonne  then  began  working  for  Kent's,  helping  Mrs.  Kent  after  her 
stroke  and  from  there  she  worked  as  an  aide  in  the  Special  Education  classroom  at  the  high  school. 
This  employment  led  to  working  for,  then  falling  in  love  with  and  marrying  her  future  husband  and 
friend,  Randall  Maughn. 

This  union  has  been  blessed  with  four  beautiful  daughters.   Randy  and  Yvonne  have  worked  for 
Fremont  School  District  in  Ashton  and  St.  Anthony.  They  moved  to  Shelley  in  1979  and  were  there 
until  1992  when  they  moved  to  Benton  City,  Washington.  Kara  Lee  graduated  from  high  school  there. 
They  then  moved  back  to  Idaho  in  1993  where  they  work  for  the  Ririe  School  District. 
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CHILDREN: 

1 1 )  Kara  Lee  Raman  B  -  02  Jul  1975 

(2)  Greef  Reiman  B  -08Jun  1978 

(3)  Brooke  Yvonne  B  -  13  Jul  1982 

(4)  Mica  MarJean  B  -  12  Jun  1989 


Back:(L  to  R)  Heather,  Kara  Lee,  and  Greer  Maughn 
Front:(L  to  R)  Randy,  Yvonne  (Reiman),  Mica,  and  Brooke  Maughn 


3  -  Lyle  Kay  Reiman.  The  third  child  and  only  son  of  Kay  Murdoch  and  Althea  MarJean  Harris 
Reiman,  was  born  Dec.  3,  1956,  at  the  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital  in  Ashton,  Fremont,  Idaho.  His 
first  few  years  were  spent  in  many  different  areas,  as  his  father  was  working  in  construction  and  was 
moved  to  many  job  locations,  from  West  Yellowstone,  Montana  to  Rapid  City,  South  Dakota  and  to 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   After  he  entered  school,  his  mother  just  stayed  in  Ashton  where  he  attended  the 
eight  elementary  grades  and  four  years  of  high  school. 

He  loved  sports,  especially  basketball,  and  music.  There  wasn't  one  instrument  in  the  band  that  he 
couldn't  play.   He  also  sang  in  the  high  school  chorus  and  was  in  many  school  and  church  plays  and 
road  shows.   He  also  loved  dancing  and  participated  in  lots  of  floor  shows  and  festivals.   During  his 
teenage  years  he  worked  on  farms,  changing  sprinkler  pipes  in  the  summer  and  working  in  the  spud 
cellars  in  the  fall  and  spring.   In  Jan.  1976,  he  was  called  on  a  mission  to  the  Oakland,  California 
Mission.   During  his  mission  time  his  parents  moved  to  Ammon,  Bonneville  County,  Idaho.   On  his 
return  he  found  employment  in  Idaho  Falls  and  soon  met  Marcie  Jane  Buttars.  They  were  married  in 
Idaho  Falls  May  26,  1979.   They  are  the  parents  of  two  boys,  Joshua  Ben  and  Jeremiah  Scott.   Lyle 
and  Marcie  were  divorced  in  1982. 

Lyle  joined  the  Army  in  1982  and  had  his  basic  training  at  Fort  Sill,  Oklahoma.   He  was  then  sent 
to  Bomberg,  Germany,  from  1983  until  1985,  when  he  was  transferred  to  Fort  Hood,  Texas.  On 
April  5,  1986,  he  married  Sandra  Lorraine  Hoffman  in  San  Antonio,  Texas.   They  were  sent  to 
Oschoffenberg,  Germany,  in  October,  1986,  and  lived  there  until  October,  1990.   While  living  there, 
their  daughter,  Victoria  Lynn  was  born.  They  returned  to  Fort  Sill,  Oklahoma,  until  October,  1993, 
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then  he  was  transferred  to  Korea  until  October,  1994,  then  back  to  Fort  Sill.   He  and  Sandra  were 
divorced  in  March  1995.  He  married  Teresa  in  the  summer  of  1996. 

CHILDREN:   (1)  MARCIE  JANE  BUTTARS 

(1)  Joshua  Ben  B  -  18  Aug  1980 

(2)  Jeremiah  Scott  B  -  27  Mar  1 982 

CHILDREN:   (2)  SANDRA  LORRAINE  HOFFMAN 

(3)  Victoria  Lynn  B  -  08  Jul  1 989 


Joshua,  Lyle,  Victoria,  and  Jeremiah  Reiman 
Not  Pictured:  Teresa 
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CHAPTER  TWO 

HISTORY  OF  BRIGHAM  DALLAS  MURDOCH 

and 
WINONA  LEE  -  AGNES  SIMONSEN 


My  name  is  Brigham  Dallas  Murdoch.    I 
was  born  June  4,  1907,  at  Farnum,  Fremont 
County,  Idaho,  the  son  of  Brigham  and  Martha 
Luann  Hammon  Murdoch.    It  was  a  beautiful 
day  in  the  Farnum  area  during  late  spring.   The 
flowers  were  out,  the  green  grass  was  tall  and 
the  crops  were  beginning  to  grow.   It  was  a 
wonderful  day  to  be  born. 

My  birth  home  was  a  two-room  frame  house 
on  the  south  bank  of  Fall  River.   Later,  two 
rooms  upstairs  and  a  two-room  lean-to  were 
added  onto  the  house.   My  father's  brother, 
Tom,  who  lived  with  us,  was  on  a  mission  to 
Dallas,  Texas  when  I  was  born,  so  they  honored 
me  with  the  name  of  his  mission.   Farnum  was  a 
pioneer  area  and  people  were  homestead ing. 
The  scattered  farms  separated  us  from  our 
friends.   Of  course,  we  began  our  associations  in 
Primary,  Sunday  School  and  grade  school.   My 
early  childhood  playmates  that  I  remember  most 
were  our  neighbors,  Edwin  and  Leonard  Hill. 
Frank  and  Charles  Merrick  and  Lloyd  and  Earl 
Schofield  were  also  good  friends.   Our  education 
began  in  a  log  schoolhouse.   Finally,  a  new 
one-room  brick  school  was  built  1-1/4  miles 
south  of  our  place.   Later,  another  room  was 
added  as  more  homesteaders  arrived.   One  room 
held  the  first  four  grades  and  the  second  room 
held  the  fifth  through  eighth  grade.   We  walked 
to  school  most  of  the  time,  even  when  the 
weather  wasn't  too  good.   When  it  was  really 
bad,  one  or  the  other  of  the  neighbors  would 
come  with  a  team  to  take  us  to  school.  There 
were  two  winters  during  grade  school  that  we  did 
not  have  school.  The  weather  was  so  bad  it  was 
too  risky  to  go  out  in  the  blizzards  and  cold 


weather,  so  school  wasn't  held  the  entire  term. 
In  1918,  the  flu  was  so  bad  that  school  was 
closed. 

My  father  was  a  widower  when  he  married 
my  mother.   His  first  wife  died  of  typhoid  fever 
when  his  son,  Rue,  was  only  about  a  year  old. 
When  Dad  married  Mother,  about  1903,  there 
was  an  older  brother  in  our  home. 

I  had  a  very  pleasant  childhood.   Of  course, 
I  had  my  full  share  of  aches  and  pains.   My 
sister,  Blanche,  was  born  over  three  years  before 
me.   I  was  the  third  child  in  the  family.   My 
younger  brothers  and  sisters  were  Reed,  Tom, 
Jean,  Tressa,  Martha,  Howard,  Wallace  and 
Katie.   Our  family  was  a  happy  family  who 
enjoyed  each  new  arrival. 

The  family  was  not  rich  financially  but  were 
very  rich  in  the  blessings  that  come  from  parents 
that  taught  spiritual  values  by  example.  Our 
loving  parents  had  regular  family  prayer  and 
blessings.  Dad  was  bishop  during  my  early 
years  and  church  attendance  was  a  major  part  of 
our  lives.   As  bishop,  Dad  experienced  many 
spiritual  experiences  and  blessings. 

I  recall  during  the  flu  epidemic  that  Dad  was 
gone  frequently,  conducting  funerals  of  people  in 
our  ward.  The  flu  was  so  bad  that  funerals 
couldn't  be  held  in  the  church  because  of  the 
danger  of  spreading  the  disease.   No  more  than 
three  people  could  meet  together  and  they  had  to 
have  face  masks  on  when  they  met.  Thus,  most 
of  the  funerals  Dad  conducted  during  that  period 
were  grave  side  funerals.   It  was  very  sad 
because  sometimes  it  was  the  parent,  sometimes 
the  children.  One  man  in  particular,  Simon 
Saunders,  lost  his  wife  and  four  children  in  a 
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period  of  about  a  year.  The  deaths  were  not  all 
from  flu,  but  also  other  diseases.  This  was  a 
very  sad  time  in  his  life.   During  this  time,  1918, 
World  War  I  was  going  on.  This  period  was 
another  great  cloud  over  us.  We  didn't  have 
newspapers,  radio  or  television  to  keep  us 
informed,  as  we  do  now.   Not  knowing 
sometimes  didn't  hurt  us.  Occasionally,  we 
would  get  a  paper  just  once  during  the  week  to 
keep  us  up  on  some  news.  The  Sunday  Church 
News  and  our  weekly  newspaper,  the  Ashton 
Herald,  reported  a  few  of  the  events  of  the 
world. 

So  we  experienced  a  happy  childhood  with  a 
closely  knit  family.  My  uncle  Tom,  (Thomas 
Todd  Murdoch)  was  a  bachelor.   He  lived  with 
us  until  he  married  at  the  age  of  forty -five.   In 
my  early  days,  he  was  with  us  almost  as  much  as 
my  father,  Brig.  We  respected  Uncle  Tom  very 
much.  He  was  always  jovial  and  had  some  good 
stories  and  liked  children,  played  games  with  us 
and  made  his  presence  with  us  a  happy  one. 

When  I  was  four  years  old,  we  had  threshers 
at  our  place.   I  got  in  an  employee's  buggy,  got 
into  his  personal  belongings,  found  some 
tobacco  and  went  up  into  the  loft  of  the  barn  to 
try  to  create  and  light  a  cigarette.  The  makeshift 
cigarette  fell  apart.  The  match  fell  down  in  the 
straw  in  the  loft  and  started  the  building  on  fire. 
Reed  was  down  by  the  barn  door  and,  for  some 
reason,  I  became  afraid  of  the  flame  developing 
there  inthe  loft  and  crawled  down. 

My  mother  looked  out  of  the  door  and  saw 
the  roof  of  the  barn  in  flames.  The  other  lady 
who  was  helping  her  with  the  threshing  cooking 
rushed  out.  Reed  and  I  were  standing 
unconcerned  in  the  barn  door.   We  were  not 
even  aware  of  the  barn  roof  being  on  fire.   In  the 
field,  the  threshing  crew  saw  the  fire  and 
immediately  dropped  what  they  were  doing  and 
came  down  to  put  out  the  fire.   No  one  thought 
to  bring  the  water  wagon  that  furnished  water  for 
the  threshing  machine. 

The  results  of  my  fire  were  the  loss  of  the 
season's  hay,  the  barn  and  some  harnesses.   It 
almost  spread  to  the  granary  but  did  not  do  any 
damage.  It  nearly  got  several  horses  and  did  get 
some  pigs  and  calves.  That  was  my  first  big 
expense  to  my  parents. 

The  things  I  always  remembered,  and  hoped 
to  sense  in  our  own  family,  were  the  occasions 


we  would  gather  with  Uncle  Tom  and  his  family. 
He  eventually  married  Sarah  Hansen,  who  was 
from  Denmark  and  children  came  into  his 
family.   They  grew  up  with  my  younger  brothers 
and  sisters. 

Our  families  would  get  together  often 
throughout  the  year,  especially  on  Thanksgiving 
and  Christmas.    We  did  not  have  many  things  to 
cook  with  and  food  pretty  much  was  home- 
grown, but  we  always  had  wonderful  meals. 
After  dinner.  Dad  would  play  the  guitar  and 
Uncle  Tom,  the  fiddle.   Dad  could  also  chord  on 
the  piano.   Neither  one  of  them  was  trained  in 
music,  but  they  had  a  good  ear  for  it.   They'd 
play  and  we'd  sing  and  we  enjoyed  really  good 
times. 

Dad  and  Uncle  Tom  also  played  for  dances. 
As  the  area  was  being  settled,  there  was  a 
community  here  and  a  community  there. 
Sometimes  they  had  to  travel  several  miles  to  get 
to  where  the  dance  was  being  held.   In  those 
days,  it  was  rare  when  they  would  have  parties 
and  dances.    People  would  get  together,  bring 
their  food  and  have  a  midnight  lunch. 
Sometimes  they  would  dance  all  night.   The 
parties  were  good  times  and  people  enjoyed 
getting  together  in  those  pioneer  circumstances. 

One  highlight  of  our  Sunday  dinners  and 
holiday  dinners  was  always  the  homemade  ice 
cream.   Dad  had  a  good  herd  of  Jersey  cows. 
They  kept  us  supplied  with  groceries.   We 
separated  the  milk  and  sold  the  cream  and 
butter.   My  mother  used  to  make  the  River  View 
butter.   That  label  was  on  the  wrappers  and  she 
had  special  customers  for  it  in  town.   She  was 
always  generous  with  her  cream  when  it  became 
necessary  to  make  ice  cream. 

In  the  winter  time,  it  was  no  problem 
because  we  always  had  lots  of  snow  around.  We 
had  to  prepare  ahead  to  have  ice  cream  in  the 
summer.   Our  home  was  on  the  brow  of  a  steep 
hill  that  went  down  into  Fall  River  Canyon  and 
the  snow  drifted  very  deep  down  over  that  hill. 
In  the  winter  time,  we'd  haul  straw  and  cover 
that  snow,  so  that  in  the  summer  the  straw 
protected  it  from  the  heat.   That  was  our  way  of 
preserving  ice.  We  always  had  snow  for  the  ice 
cream,  even  in  July.   Ice  cream  was  one  delight 
of  my  youth. 

We  were  five  miles  from  Ashton.  When  we 
went  to  town  once  a  week  to  do  the  grocery 
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shopping,  we  did  so  by  team  and  wagon  or  team 
and  bugg)  .     My  mother  was  a  very  thrift) 
shopper  and  could  successfully  teed  ten  children 
on  a  meager  farm  and  milk  income. 

My  dad  was  a  good  farmer.    In  the  early 
days,  we  farmed  with  horses.    As  we  moved 
from  the  pioneer  stage  of  farming  to  better 
conditions,  irrigation  canals  were  dug  and  fences 
were  built.    As  schools  and  stores  were 
established,  Farnum  became  a  thriving 
community.    Eventually,  Dad  bought  another 
eight\  acres  to  go  with  the  107  acres  he  already 
had. 

In  addition.  Dad  also  had  a  registered  stallion 
that  he  used  to  breed  the  mares  in  the 
community.    Breeding  draft  mares  to  the  stallion 
improved  the  quality  of  the  community's  horses  a 
great  deal.   During  the  spring  and  summer,  he 
would  be  out  visiting  the  farms  with  the  stallion 
to  service  the  mares.   We  usually  had  a  hired 
man  or  two  to  help  with  the  farm  work.   With 
horses,  it  took  more  men  than  it  does  now  with 
tractors.   Dad  would  be  gone  part  of  the  time 
and,  when  there  was  no  demand  for  the  stallion, 
he  would  be  working  at  home.   He  always  did 
the  irrigating.  That  was  a  difficult  thing,  leading 
the  water  down  over  the  knolls  and  the  uneven 
and  that  we  had. 

Winters  were  always  very  long  and  cold. 
Dad  and  Uncle  Tom  thought  often  how  much 
better  the  winters  were  in  Utah  than  they  were  in 
Farnum.   About  1919,  the  Minadoka  project  was 
developing  in  southern  Idaho  around  Rupert, 
Burley  and  Minadoka.   Hoping  to  find  a  better 
farm,  the  brothers  journeyed  to  the  project  area. 
During  the  visit,  they  were  impressed  to  buy  land 
and  homes  in  the  Rupert  area. 

They  planned  to  move  to  Rupert  in  the  fall 
after  harvesting  the  crops.   They  anticipated 
selling  their  farms  in  Farnum  to  help  pay  for  the 
and  they  were  buying  at  Rupert.   The  place  that 
Dad  bought  had  a  large  frame  home  and  forty 
acres.  The  one  Uncle  Tom  bought  was  twenty 
acres.  That  was  a  great  comedown  from  the 
acreage  they  had  at  Farnum,  but  the  land  would 
produce  more.  Dad  sold  eighty  acres  at  Farnum 
o  make  the  down  payment  on  his  farm  and 
Uncle  Tom  had  enough  savings  to  make  the 
down  payment  on  his. 

The  year  1919  was  a  drought  year.   All  Dad 
larvested  off  the  whole  farm  was  a  wagon  load 


o\'  wheat,  which  was  not  even  enough  to  replace 
the  seed  that  he  had  planted. 

The  fall  that  we  moved  to  Rupert  the  prices 
were  very  high.   The  war  was  just  getting  over 
and  there  were  shortages  in  many  parts  of  the 
country.   Produce  prices  were  high  because  of 
large  shipments  to  Europe  to  feed  soldiers  and 
civilians.   Obviously,  it  did  not  matter  when  you 
did  not  have  any  crop  to  sell.   Potatoes  were 
$7.00-$8.007100  weight  and  hay  was  $40.007ton. 
It  does  not  sound  like  much  now,  but  for  those 
times  it  was  very  high.   To  move  to  an  area 
where  the  acres  would  yield  a  lot  and  to  get  those 
prices  sounded  like  a  good  thing. 

We  moved  to  Rupert  in  October,  1919.   The 
next  summer,  when  school  was  out,  some  of  my 
brothers  and  sisters  came  down  with  smallpox. 
We  were  quarantined.   Dad  and  Mother  could 
get  out  of  quarantine  once  a  week  to  go  to  town 
to  do  grocery  shopping,  but  the  kids  could  not 
leave  the  farm.   One  kid  after  another  came 
down  with  the  smallpox.   The  family  smallpox 
epidemic  was  spread  throughout  the  summer.   I 
was  the  last  one  to  get  it.   I  had  just  one  pox 
mark  on  my  face,  but  I  was  just  as  sick  as  if  I 
had  them  all  over. 

The  kids  in  the  neighborhood  pastured  their 
cows  on  the  canal  bank  going  by  our  place  so 
we'd  mingle  with  other  kids  there  and  go 
swimming.  We'd  team  up  to  watch  our  cattle. 
One  or  two  persons  could  go  to  the  upper  end  of 
the  canal  and  the  others  away  down  and  just  let 
the  cattle  graze  between.   We  had  lots  of  fun 
there. 

About  a  week  before  school  started,  we  got 
out  of  quarantine.  We  had  a  car  by  this  time  and 
Dad  wanted  to  see  more  of  the  country.  He  had 
never  been  beyond  Rupert,  so  Dad,  Reed,  Tom 
and  I  took  a  trip  to  Twin  Falls.   That  was  in 
early  September  and  it  was  really  beautiful 
country.  Farming  had  been  developing  there, 
too.  We  saw  the  Shoshone  Falls,  the  Twin  Falls 
and  all  the  good  land  there.   It  was  really 
productive.   That  night  we  stayed  in  the  city 
park.  We  looked  around  and  then  went  home. 
That  was  the  most  exciting  thing  that  happened 
that  summer.  I've  always  had  a  high  regard  for 
the  Twin  Fall's  country. 

In  the  fall,  I  was  in  the  sixth  grade.  We 
attended  Lincoln  School  and  met  a  new  set  of 
acquaintances.  I  hadn't  been  there  more  than 
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two  or  three  weeks  when  I  had  to  defend  my 
territory  with  some  kids  that  wanted  to  pick  on 
me.  I  had  shouted  off  my  mouth  and  they  didn't 
like  it.  They  challenged  me  and  I  didn't  like  it, 
so  we  had  a  fight  and  I  got  licked.  The  fellow 
who  licked  me,  Howard  Hewett,  became  a  best 
friend  while  we  lived  at  Rupert.   We  were  close 
friends  from  then  on. 

In  speaking  of  my  friends  in  Rupert,  there 
was  only  one  other  Deacon  in  the  Rupert  Ward. 
There  were  only  two  of  us  from  our  ward  at 
school  and  we  weren't  in  the  same  class.  We 
should  have  been  close  friends,  but  somehow  or 
other  we  weren't.   Some  of  my  friends  weren't 
members  of  the  Church.   1  began  to  kind  of 
waver  a  little.   I  tried  to  get  out  of  going  to 
church,  if  I  could,  because  some  of  my  friends 
weren't  there.   One  Sunday  in  the  summer.  Reed 
and  I  stayed  home  from  church.  The  folks 
wanted  us  to  go,  but  they  didn't  persuade  us. 

While  they  were  gone  to  church,  we  decided 
we  would  go  fishing  and  swimming.   There  was 
a  canal  that  ran  by  our  farm.   Next  to  it  was  a 
railroad  track.    Along  the  track  there  was  a 
drain  ditch  that  ran  a  little  bit  south  of  our  place. 
The  ditch  ran  under  the  railroad,  under  the  canal 
and  eventually  drained  into  the  Snake  River. 

We  ran  around  on  the  canal  bank  for 
several  hours  without  any  clothes  on,  fishing  and 
swimming,  whenever  we  wanted.   We  really  had 
fun.   Finally,  after  the  folks  got  home  and  when 
we  were  hungry  enough  to  come  in  for  dinner, 
we  did.  We  didn't  have  their  blessing  for 
missing  church,  but  we  had  our  fun. 

That  night  we  began  to  get  really  hot  and 
warm.  We  were  sunburned  all  over.   We 
couldn't  be  touched  anywhere  without  it  hurting. 
Adding  insult  to  pain,  we  were  so  sunburned  in 
the  morning  we  couldn't  put  on  our  clothes.   My 
mother  forced  me  to  wear  one  of  Blanche's 
dresses!  That  was  worse  man  the  sunburn.   She 
rubbed  Jersey  cream  all  over  us  to  help  heal  the 
burning.  Ultimately  we  recovered,  but  we  didn't 
repent.  I  still  have  lots  of  freckles  across  my 
shoulders  and  elsewhere  that  developed  because 
of  that  sunburn. 

During  our  stay  at  Rupert,  I  had  a  friend 
named  Edward  Sims,  whom  we  called  Ted.   The 
Sims  had  a  large  farm  a  couple  of  miles  from 
Rupert.  They  did  their  farming  with  one  horse 
and  one  plow  and  one  boy.   Each  summer  I  hired 


out  to  go  and  work  with  Ted.   His  father  was  a 
road  contractor.   He  would  tell  us  what  he 
wanted  done  and  we  would  do  it  while  he  was 
away  building  roads. 

Ted  and  I  plowed  in  separate  fields  behind  a 
horse  and  plow.   It  was  a  "foot- warmer."   In 
other  words,  we  walked  behind  the  plow.   We 
would  set  off  an  area  about  a  quarter  of  mile 
long.   The  horse  would  pull  the  plow  and  we 
would  follow  along  in  the  furrow  behind.   The 
horse  knew  what  to  do.   I  didn't  have  to  do  very 
much  with  the  horse  until  I  got  to  the  end.   The 
horse  would  know  how  to  turn  around  to  get  into 
the  furrow  again  to  come  back  so  we  could  plow 
another  furrow. 

By  the  1921  spring  planting  time,  I  had 
worked  during  two  different  years  on  mis  man's 
farm.   Ted  and  I  developed  a  good  friendship,  so 
we  were  friends  at  school  and  work.   After  the 
crop  was  in.  I  worked  for  another  man  who 
rounded  up  kids  in  the  community  to  thin  beets. 
He  paid  by  the  acre.   We  got  a  dollar  a  day  and 
took  our  own  lunch.    We  worked  from  8:00  a.m. 
to  6:00  p.m.   That  was  hard  work  for  three  or 
four  weeks.    During  the  fall,  it  would  be  potato 
picking.   We  tried  to  keep  busy  during  the 
summer  and  harvest  to  earn  money. 

At  the  end  of  the  second  summer,  Ted  and  I 
wanted  to  camp  out.   We  had  been  busy  all 
summer  and  we  hadn't  done  much.   Ted  and  I 
received  permission  from  his  father  to  take  a 
team  and  his  gravel  wagon.   We  loaded  some 
supplies  and  food.   We  wanted  to  go  out  south  of 
Rupert  and  east  of  Burley  and  south  of  Albion  to 
Lake  Cleveland.   The  plan  was  to  be  gone  for 
four  or  five  days. 

Ted  had  a  22  rifle.   We  needed  a  shotgun. 
He  didn't  have  one  and  I  didn't  have  one,  but 
Uncle  Tom  had  a  beautiful  double-barreled 
shotgun  that  he  was  very  proud  of.   I  went  to  his 
home  to  borrow  his  gun  and  he  wasn't  home,  but 
his  son,  Vaughn,  was  there.   I  told  Vaughn  what 
I  wanted  and  he  wasn't  sure  I  should  take  it. 
Nevertheless,  I  borrowed  Uncle  Tom's  shotgun 
and  we  traveled  a  good  road  to  Albion.   Beyond 
mere,  it  was  a  rough,  rocky  road. 

We  camped  the  first  night.   The  next  day, 
we  hiked  around  and  got  ourselves  oriented.  We 
were  up  on  the  mountain  and  about  one-hundred 
yards  apart  and  we  scared  up  some  grouse.  I 
was  looking  up  the  mountain.   Bom  hammers  on 
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the  shotgun  barrels  were  pulled  back.  When  I 
shot  the  gun,  both  barrels  went  off  at  once.    It 
practically  lifted  me  off  the  ground  and  I  fell 
down  the  mountain,  the  gun  tumbling  down  with 
me.    1  didn't  get  any  grouse.   We  camped  that 
night  and  did  a  little  fishing.    1  think  we  caught  a 
fish  or  two 

The  next  day  we  were  traveling  along  and 
had  to  cross  a  really  rough  creek  bed.   The 
wagon  was  shaking  and  shaking.   As  we  started 
up  the  other  side  of  the  creek,  we  heard  a 
"bang."   We  looked  back  and  there  was  Uncle 
Tom's  gun,  lying  on  the  ground  with  smoke 
coming  out  of  the  barrel.   The  wagon  wheel  had 
run  over  the  barrels.   The  barrels  were  so  bent 
thai  when  you  looked  down  them  you  saw  two 
half  moons  and  the  stock  was  broken.   We  hiked 
around  some  more,  but  we  could  no  longer  hunt. 
We  explored  Lake  Cleveland  and  the  mountains. 
We  enjoyed  it  so  much  that  we  ran  out  of  food. 
The  last  day,  all  we  had  was  pancakes.   We 
broke  camp  that  morning  and  finally  got  back 
home. 

The  toughest  thing  I  had  to  do  was  to  take 
the  parts  of  the  gun  to  my  Uncle  Tom  and  tell 
him  what  happened.   He  knew  that  the  gun  was 
gone  and  I  guess  that  his  worst  fears  were 
realized.   I  told  him  that  I  would  have  the  gun 
fixed.   My  uncle  said  he  hoped  so.   I  took  the 
gun  and  sent  it  to  Browning  Arms  in  Ogden. 
This  was  along  in  late  September.   I  didn't  hear 
anything  about  it  for  a  long  time.   Finally,  here 
came  the  gun,  a  new  stock  on  it,  the  barrel 
beautifully  repaired  and  a  charge  of  $13.00. 
Although  nowadays  $13.00  is  not  much  money, 
in  those  days  it  was  lots  of  money.   Anyway,  that 
was  a  beautiful  gun.   I  took  it  over  to  Uncle  Tom 
and  presented  it  to  him.   He  said,  "This  is  what 
I've  always  longed  for.   You  know,  the  old  stock 
was  always  too  long  for  me.   This  one  fits  me 
just  right"!   I  never  did  use  that  gun  again! 

At  Rupert  we  had  a  comfortable 
circumstance  for  the  first  year.   However,  when 
it  came  to  selling  the  crops  of  the  first  harvest, 
the  prices  went  down.   Potatoes  were  $.90/100 
weight,  hay  was  $6.00-$7.00/ton  and  there 
wasn't  enough  yield  at  those  prices  to  make  a 
living  and  pay  for  the  farms.   By  maneuvering 
around,  Dad  traded  our  farm  for  a  thirteen-acre 
)lace  south  of  Rupert  and  a  garage  in  town.   It 
took  payments  to  keep  those  up,  so  ultimately,  by 


the  spring  of  1922,  he  lost  both  the  garage  and 
the  farm.   He  had  to  turn  them  back  to  the 
people  he  had  bought  them  from. 

We  moved  back  to  Farnum.   We  loaded  our 
livestock  and  equipment  on  a  freight  car.   Uncle 
Tom  and  I  rode  with  the  freight  car  and  Dad  and 
Reed  and  Tom  rode  in  the  car.    Later,  Mother, 
the  girls  and  Howard,  the  baby,  came  on  the 
train.   While  Dad,  Reed  and  Tom  were  en  route 
to  Ashton,  they  hit  loose  gravel,  due  to  road 
construction  near  Pocatello.   The  steering  gear 
went  out  of  control  and  the  car  turned  over  on 
them.   It  broke  each  of  their  collarbones.   Some 
people  came  along  and  helped  lift  the  car  off  Dad 
and  the  three  of  them  were  taken  to  the  hospital 
in  Pocatello.   They  remained  there  for  two  or 
three  days.   Tom  was  kept  a  little  longer  and 
Reed  and  Dad  came  on  home. 

As  Uncle  Tom  and  I  came  into  Ashton  on  the 
train,  we  noticed  a  long  line  of  teams,  sleighs 
and  wagons  waiting  alongside  the  tracks.   It  was 
in  April  and  the  time  of  the  year  when  the 
ground  was  covered  partially  with  snow.  When 
we  got  to  the  siding  and  stopped,  we  could  see 
something  very  familiar  about  all  the  assembled 
teams.    They  belonged  to  our  old  neighbors 
from  Farnum  and  they  had  come  to  move  us 
back  to  our  old  home!   It  was  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  sights  I  will  ever  remember!   Uncle 
Tom  and  I  didn't  know  about  the  auto  accident, 
but  mother  and  the  people  at  Ashton  were 
notified  about  it.   The  bishop  had  time  to 
organize  the  neighbors. 

Two  bachelors  had  been  living  in  the  house 
and  were  running  the  farm  while  we  were  gone. 
They  were  supposed  to  be  buying  it,  but  were 
unable  to  make  payments  because  of  the 
depression  coming  on.  We  were  glad  to  have  the 
farm  to  come  back  to.   The  Relief  Society  had 
cleaned  the  house  and  had  meals  ready  for  us 
when  we  got  home.   It  was  very  moving  to  our 
family  to  have  people  so  thoughtful  and  helpful. 
When  we  tried  to  thank  them,  all  that  they  would 
say  was  that  they  were  just  paying  back  some  of 
the  favors  that  Brig  and  Luann  had  extended  to 
them. 

All  we  had  in  the  way  of  equipment  were 
three  horses  and  a  one-bottom  riding  plow.  I 
was  about  fifteen  at  the  time.  Immediately  after 
we  arrived,  I  started  plowing  the  fields.  We  had 
to  plow  most  all  the  land  to  get  a  crop  in,  so  I 
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plowed  for  a  day  or  so. 

One  morning,  when  I  went  out  to  plow,  I 
noticed  a  tractor  come  by  the  house.   Later,  I 
saw  some  teams  coming  in  from  the  east.   By  the 
time  I  got  up  to  the  field,  there  were  fifteen  or 
twenty  teams  and  outfits  in  our  field  doing  our 
plowing  and  putting  in  the  crops.  On  that  one 
day,  they  plowed  and  planted  our  entire  farm. 
Dad  was  unable  to  work  for  several  weeks  into 
the  summer.  I  was  glad  to  help  as  much  as  I 
could.   The  younger  boys  weren't  very  old,  but 
they  did  what  they  could  and  so  did  the  girls. 
Life  was  re-established  again  in  Farnum  and  we 
got  back  into  the  swing  of  things. 

Ira  Hendrickson  was  the  bishop  who 
replaced  Dad  when  he  left.   Time  went  on. 
When  Bishop  Hendrickson  was  released,  Uncle 
Tom  became  the  bishop. 

As  we  grew  up,  we  continued  to  move  on 
through  school.   I  graduated  from  the  eighth 
grade  in  Farnum  in  1923,  a  year  after  we  came 
back.   By  that  fall,  Dad  could  do  most  of  the 
farm  work. 

At  Christmas  time  of  1922,  Blanche  married 
Joe  Reiman.   He  was  quite  an  influence  in  our 
family.   He  was  a  good,  hard  worker  of  German 
descent.  Joe  lived  in  Green  Timber  and  had  a 
farm  there.   He  worked  for  the  highway 
department  part  of  the  time,  to  keep  busy,  when 
he  wasn't  farming.   The  summer  after  I 
graduated  from  the  eighth  grade,  Joe  helped  me 
get  a  job  with  the  highway  department.   All  mat 
summer  we  worked  building  the  Yellowstone 
Highway  on  the  north  side  of  Bear  Gulch. 

I  hadn't  thought  anything  about  going  to  high 
school.   Some  of  my  eighth-grade  friends  I  had 
graduated  with  were  going.   In  October,  when 
the  job  was  about  over  anyway,  I  got  sick  and 
had  to  go  home.  I  decided  not  to  go  back  to  the 
job  and  started  school.   I  was  a  greenhorn, 
starting  late,  and  didn't  know  anyone  except 
those  from  Farnum.   We  still  lived  on  the  farm, 
of  course,  and  it  was  about  five  miles  into 
Ashton  to  school. 

The  Hill  boys,  the  Merricks,  the  Caziers  and 
eventually,  Earl  Schofield,  all  went  to  the  Ashton 
high  school  from  Farnum.  We  traveled  together 
with  a  team  and  buggy  or  a  team  and  sleigh. 
Sometimes  we  took  turns,  but  usually  the  one 
who  lived  the  furthest  out  furnished  the  team  and 
wagon. 


In  high  school.  I  was  a  little  older  than  my 
peers.   I  should  have  been  a  sophomore  or 
junior.   There  were  two  years  during  grade 
school  that  I  hadn't  gone  to  school.   One  year 
was  when  we  had  a  bad  winter  and  didn't  hold 
school  the  whole  time.  The  other  year  we  missed 
because  mere  was  so  much  disease  around. 

I  didn't  go  out  for  any  activities  the  first 
year.   I  was  often  reminded  I  should  go  out  for 
football  because  of  my  size.  The  second  year.  I 
went  out  for  football  and  became  a  starter.   I 
enjoyed  it  very  much.   The  handicap  of  it  was 
that  by  the  time  practice  was  over  each  night,  all 
the  rides  to  Farnum  had  already  departed.   1 
either  had  to  walk  home  or  get  a  ride  home  with 
someone.   Sometimes  that  ride  was  sitting 
around  in  the  pool  hall  until  he  got  ready  to  go 
home.    There  was  00  where  else  to  wait,  so  I 
waited  in  the  pool  hall  until  the  card  game,  or 
whatever,  was  over  and  he  was  ready  to  go 
home.    I  didn't  like  it.  but  I  either  waited  or 
walked  home.   Some  years  we  had  a  good 
football  team  and  some  years  we  didn't  have  a 
good  team,  but  it  was  always  a  good  experience 
for  me.  I  enjoyed  football. 

Two  of  my  high  school  friends  were  Max 
Marotz  from  Green  Timber  and  Sherman  Hess, 
whose  father  was  stake  president.    Later. 
Sherman  was  in  the  stake  presidency  and  his 
brother  also.   These  people  were  also  very  close 
to  my  brother.  Tom. 

During  my  growing  up  years  I  loved  to  hunt 
and  fish.   With  the  closeness  of  Fall  River  and 
Conant  Creek  mere  was  good  fishing.    I  learned 
early  to  enjoy  that  and  I  also  liked  to  hunt 
rabbits,  fowl  and  whatever.   I  didn't  hunt  big 
game  so  much  men,  but  did  enjoy  being  in  the 
out-of-doors.   Usually  we  had  a  saddle  horse  to 
ride  to  herd  the  cattle  and  to  ride  for  fun.   I 
never  did  own  a  bicycle.   Usually  when  we  got 
together,  it  was  with  horses.   Those  were  good 
years.   Compared  to  now,  it  might  have  seemed 
a  little  dull,  but  lots  of  things  we  do  now  we 
didn't  know  about  then.   Maybe  it  was  a  blessing 
in  disguise. 

While  I  attended  Ashton  High  School,  I 
enrolled  in  vocational  agriculture.   It  was  always 
a  fascinating  subject  for  me  because  I  liked 
farming  and  I  liked  livestock.   We  did  farming, 
shop  and  several  things  that  I  liked  to  do.  Each 
summer  I  had  a  project:  livestock  or  crops  or 
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both     As  tunc  went  on,  I  developed  quite  a  good 
project  program.   We  rented  land  from  our 
neighbors  and  used  Dad's  horses  and  equipment. 
Reed  was  also  involved.   One  year,  we  probably 
made  nearly  as  much  as  Dad  did  on  his  farm. 

Each  year.  Vocational  Ag  students  were 
picked  as  candidates  for  a  Union  Pacific 
scholarship  to  the  University  of  Idaho.   This  was 
a  $200.00  scholarship  awarded  tor  the 
outstanding  Ag  student's  project  program  in  each 
school.   When  1  was  a  senior,  1  was  picked  as  an 
alternate.   Another  fellow,  who  was  a  junior, 
was  the  winner.   We  didn't  have  enough  money 
for  me  to  go  to  college.    I  suppose  I  could  have 
gone  if  I  had  handled  my  money  properly,  but 
the  first  year  after  I  graduated  from  high  school  I 
didn't  go  to  college. 

I  worked  for  a  fellow  named  J.  O.  Duke  that 
my  dad  had  known  back  in  Park  City  when  he 
worked  in  the  mines.   Mr.  Duke  was  contracting 
mining  props  for  the  mines  in  Park  City.   The 
best  trees  he  could  find  were  in  the  West 
Yellowstone  area.   We  established  a  camp  near 
the  park  boundary  and  we  cut  timber  all  summer 
long.   We  hauled  it  to  a  railroad  siding  and,  once 
or  twice  a  week,  we  would  load  out  a  car  to  go 
to  Park  City. 

We  did  our  own  cooking  and  worked  from 
daylight  to  dark.   I  developed  a  very  good 
physique  from  all  this;  one  that  I  wished  I  had 
had  in  high  school  when  I  was  playing  football. 
It  was  a  good  experience. 

My  immediate  boss  was  this  fellow's  nephew 
and  he  was  a  good  hard  worker,  although  he 
wasn't  altogether  perfect  in  his  habits.    Two  of 
J.  O.'s  sons  worked  on  the  same  crew  and  they 
were  retarded.   They  were  adults  and  were  good 
workers.   There  were  times  when  J.  O.  would 
be  in  Utah  and  then  the  camp  was  run  by  his 
brother,  Bob.   Sometimes  Bob  would  be  gone  so 
it  was  just  the  two  brothers  and  I  in  camp  and  we 
kept  the  work  going  on.   I  looked  after  them, 
made  sure  they  were  fed  well  and  that  everything 
went  right.  J. O.  had  a  habit  of  drinking. 
Occasionally,  he  would  come  up  from  Utah  and 
he  would  be  partly  drunk.   His  brother  would  be 
imbibing  too.  I  would  never  take  a  drink.  When 
I  wouldn't,  his  sons  wouldn't  either.  J.  O.  didn't 
want  his  sons  to  drink,  anyway. 

At  the  end  of  the  summer,  J.  O.  took  us 
through  Yellowstone  Park.  We  came  around  by 


Jackson  and  over  the  Jackson  Pass.   Then  it  was 
gravel  and  it  zigzagged  back  and  forth  with 
hairpin  curves.   It  was  very  difficult.   You  would 
almost  burn  your  brakes  out  going  down  and 
your  clutch  out  going  up.   Even  so,  we  made  the 
trip  and  enjoyed  it  very  much. 

I  graduated  from  high  school  in  1927.   In  the 
fall  of  1928,  the  junior  who  had  won  the 
scholarship  decided  to  go  to  Ricks  College.   That 
left  the  scholarship  in  my  favor.   I  had  the 
incentive  to  go  to  the  university  to  save  the 
scholarship.   I  hadn't  had  much  chance  to  earn 
money  that  summer  because  I  worked  quite  a  bit 
of  the  time  with  Dad.   To  get  enough  money,  I 
had  a  good  potato  project  going  along.  The 
folks  would  need  to  harvest  it  after  I  left  for 
college.   Dave  Rogers,  a  prosperous  farmer  who 
lived  south  of  us  and  a  good  friend  of  the  family, 
lent  me  enough  money  to  get  started  in  college. 
When  the  potatoes  were  harvested,  they  would 
be  sold  and  I  would  continue  in  school. 

My  mother  had  felt  that  I  could  never  go  to 
college.   When  we  talked  about  it,  she  said, 
"How  can  you  ever  afford  it?  We  don't  have  the 
money  and  you  don't  have  the  money  and  there 
isn't  any  financial  help  we  can  give  you.   The 
one  thing  we  will  give  you,  knowing  that  it  might 
help,  is  our  prayers." 

I  often  remembered  Mother's  talk  as  I  went 
along  in  the  years  ahead.   It  was  a  source  of 
strength  often  as  I  would  sense  that  prayers  were 
offered  for  my  behalf.   As  experiences 
developed  through  the  years,  it  was  a  safeguard 
and  protective  shield  to  me  on  many  occasions. 

With  a  great  deal  of  sadness,  Earl  Stansel, 
who  had  been  my  good  friend  through  high 
school,  Leonard  Hill  and  I  boarded  the  train  to 
go  to  Moscow.  I  held  up  pretty  well  in  saying 
goodby  to  my  family  until  I  said  goodbye  to  my 
dad.   He  had  been  sick  off  and  on  and  had 
endured  much  poor  health.   I  was  a  little 
reluctant  to  leave  him  all  the  responsibility  of  the 
farm,  which,  of  course,  he  could  handle  very 
well.  Anyway,  that's  when  the  tears  started  to 
come.  It  was  a  happy  farewell,  in  a  way, 
because  it  was  the  first  time  I  would  be  away  for 
a  long  time.   It  was  like  going  off  into  a  new 
world. 

We  got  to  Moscow  and  settled  down.  It 
didn't  take  very  long  until  we  were  in  the  thick 
of  things.  Homecoming  came  and  the  game  was 
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with  Washington  State.   The  freshmen  had  to 
round  up  the  firewood  and  do  different  things 
such,  as  the  dirty  jobs,  to  get  ready  for  the  big 
bonfire  and  the  big  homecoming.  I  found  myself 
in  the  midst  of  it,  working  along  with  the  rest  of 
them,  so  the  college  spirit  began  to  grow  there. 
I  had  experienced  some  good  days  playing 
football  in  high  school,  but  since  I  had  laid  out  a 
year,  I  had  lost  contact  as  far  as  recruiting  was 
concerned. 

I  was  a  "walk-on"  when  I  went  out  for 
football  as  a  freshman.   There  were  many  "All 
State"  men  around  who  had  a  lot  more  maturity 
than  I  had,  so  there  was  a  long,  hard  season 
ahead.   I  think  I  started  on  about  the  fifth  team. 
By  the  time  they  got  down  to  issuing  my  football 
clothes,  all  there  was  left  was  a  pair  of  long 
pants  that  had  lost  its  elastic.  The  protective  gear 
in  it  had  been  lost.   I  must  have  looked  like  a 
woman  out  among  the  other  players.   My  guess. 
if  first  appearances  count,  is  that  I  wouldn't  have 
made  much  of  an  impression.   They  used  us  as 
ammunition  and  fodder  for  the  Varsity  on 
scrimmage.  You  had  to  love  football  to  endure 
all  that.  We  worked  out  late  in  the  evening. 

As  the  season  went  on  and  some  kids 
dropped  out,  a  pecking  order  was  established. 
By  the  end  of  the  season,  I  was  on  the  traveling 
team.   A  trip  we  made  was  to  Spokane  to  play 
Cheney  Normal  College,  now  called  The 
University  of  Eastern  Washington.   Today  it 
beats  the  University  of  Idaho  occasionally,  but 
then  it  was  a  tough  game  and  we  did  win.  It  gave 
us  momentum  for  the  season.   The  frosh  only 
played  about  four  games  that  year,  so  there 
wasn't  much  big  activity. 

It  was  fun  to  see  some  big  teams  come  to 
Idaho  to  play.   Idaho  played  in  the  Pacific  Coast 
Conference  men  against  big  schools  that  are  now 
in  the  PAC  10.  Briefly,  each  year  as  I  went 
back  to  school,  I  went  out  for  spring  and  fall 
football.  Probably,  summing  it  up,  I  would  have 
been  better  off  to  have  spent  the  time  working 
instead  of  playing  football.   I  was  210  pounds 
and  my  competitors  were  "All  State"  players 
from  Washington,  California  and  different 
places.  They  usually  weighed  from  225  to  260 
pounds,  so  I  had  my  work  cut  out  for  me. 

One  enjoyable  thing  I  did  at  Moscow  was  to 
room  with  Earl  Stansel.   We  were  roommates 
for  4  1/2  years  and  he  is  still  a  very  dear  friend. 


Shortly  after  I  got  to  Moscow,  the  dorm  manager 
called  several  of  us  together.   He  said  there  was 
a  lady  that  lived  on  the  edge  of  town  who  needed 
three  or  four  fellows  to  come  out  and  help  with 
the  yard  work.   I  was  one  of  three  students  who 
went  out.  This  was  work  that  could  be  done 
Saturday,  after  football  practice  and  after  school. 
At  the  end  of  the  first  day,  she  called  me  aside 
and  asked  me  if  I  would  like  to  keep  coming 
back  and  do  her  yard  work.   I  was  grateful  for 
that.   It  gave  me  an  opportunity  to  earn  a  little 
money  as  I  went  along.   I  enjoyed  the  flowers 
and  the  beautiful  yard  that  she  had. 

She  had  been  in  the  home  for  fifty  years. 
Her  husband  was  a  businessman  downtown  and 
she  took  a  great  deal  of  pride  in  her  yard  and 
flowers  and  shrubbery  and  beautiful  home.   It 
was  a  relaxation  for  me  to  be  able  to  go  out  to 
this  beautiful  place.   This  work  continued  for  the 
4  1/2  years  that  I  was  there  at  school.    It  was  a 
helpful  factor  in  financing  my  way  through 
school. 

I  didn't  go  back  to  school  the  second  year. 
Reed  and  I  had  an  agreement.   As  we  didn't  have 
enough  money  for  both  of  us  to  go,  one  of  us 
would  stay  home  and  work  while  the  other  went 
to  school.   Then,  the  next  year,  die  other  would 
go  and  maybe,  if  we  lived  long  enough,  we 
would  both  get  through  school.    Reed  went  the 
second  year  and  I  stayed  home  and  worked.   He 
was  always  a  very  amiable  person,  a  happy 
spirit,   who  could  always  get  along  with  anybody 
and  he  became  very  active  as  a  freshman.   Reed 
was  a  member  of  the  Vandaleers  and  Collegiate 
Knights.   He  established  a  cleaning  agency  in  the 
dormitory  where  we  lived.   Reed  also  roomed 
with  Earl  Stansel. 

At  the  end  of  the  first  semester,  Reed  came 
home.   I  had  earned  enough  that  I  could  go  the 
second  semester.  I  inherited  the  cleaning  agency 
that  Reed  had  set  up  and  it  was  very  helpful 
financially.   It  wasn't  big  money,  but  it  certainly 
helped.   I  would  go  around  on  certain  evenings 
delivering  the  previous  week's  dirty  laundry, 
now  returned  clean.   As  I  delivered  the  clean 
laundry,  I  picked  up  the  dirty  laundry  which 
would  be  returned  the  next  week. 

As  I  went  on  through  school,  I  developed  a 
love  for  livestock,  for  science,  for  soil  and  for 
things  that  grew.   I  participated  in  the  Ag  Club 
activities.   I  began  to  participate  in  the  Little 
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International,  a  livestock  show  held  at  the 
l  Diversity.   They  used  the  university  livestock  to 
learn  how  to  trim,  train  and  show.   Onee  a  year, 
the)  had  a  big  show,  primarily  a  fitting  contest 
for  different  animals.    The  students  would  draw 
lots  for  whatever  livestock  they  had. 

My  fust  attempt  was  on  a  big-body 
Hampshire  ewe.   She  had  a  low  baek  and  loose 
wool  and  I  did  a  lot  of  work  on  her.   The  job 
wasn't  too  great  and  when  it  came  to  showing 
them,  there  were  about  twenty  or  thirty  students 
all  showing  sheep  in  a  long  line.   Here  I  was. 
trying  to  prop  up  the  low  back  of  that  ewe.   The 
judge  would  go  up  and  down  and  catch  you 
unawares,  going  to  sleep  somewhere,  when  he 
was  off  in  the  distance.   He  would  walk  by  and 
everybody  would  shift  around  according  to  the 
position  of  their  animal  and  the  position  of  the 
judge.   It  was  a  spring  evening  and  it  was  warm 
and  I  broke  out  into  a  sweat.   I  would  sweat 
easily  anyway,  but  it  was  a  great  shock  to  me  to 
be  announced  as  the  champion  showman  of 
sheep.   I  thought  I  had  such  a  poor  animal.   I 
knew  that  I  didn't  have  a  neatly  trimmed  animal, 
but  anyway,  it  gave  me  a  deeper  interest  in 
livestock  and  in  showing  them.   With  the 
beautiful  animals  that  the  university  had,  it  was 
easy  to  develop  respect  for  good  breeding  and 
for  quality  livestock. 

Once,  when  I  was  leaving  class  in  the 
winter,  Professor  Nordby  pulled  me  aside.   He 
asked  me  if  I  would  be  interested  in  working  out 
at  the  horse  barn  and  exercising  old  Mark,  the 
registered  Percheron  stallion.  They  had  to  get 
him  in  condition  for  breeding.   He  said  that  my 
duty  would  be  to  exercise  him  every  day  after 
school.  This  would  continue  through  the 
breeding  season.   I  was  grateful  for  this 
opportunity  to  earn  money,  so  I  would  report 
each  day  after  football  practice.   It  would  take 
me  an  hour  or  more  each  evening.   I  would  lead 
him  along  the  lane  that  ran  by  the  university 
farm.  Of  course  I  could  have  ridden  him,  but  he 
was  a  tremendously  big  horse.   He  weighed 
about  2,200  pounds  and  was  really  full  of  fire.   I 
was  afraid  that  if  I  rode  him,  he  might  try  to  get 
to  the  mares  and  colts  in  the  pasture  alongside 
the  road.  So  I  always  walked  him  and  it  turned 
out  to  be  a  foot  race  most  of  the  time.  He 
pranced  around  with  such  vim  and  vigor  that  I 
had  to  trot  to  go  along  with  him.   I  was  always 


sweating  when  I  arrived  back  at  the  dorm.  1  had 
already  walked  about  three-fourths  mile  to  get  to 
the  barn  from  the  dorm.   In  addition,  there  was 
all  the  mileage  he  and  I  put  in  together  and  die 
three-fourths  mile  back  to  the  dorm.   Old  Mark 
looked  forward  to  the  exercise.   When  I  showed 
up,  he  was  ready  for  die  walk. 

The  spin  off  was  that  I  really  had  good 
exercise.   When  I  got  in  at  night  I  was  so  tired 
that,  whatever  I  had  to  study,  I  had  to  study 
intensely.   This  was  the  second  semester.  With 
the  cleaning  agency,  football,  horse-walking  and 
sometimes  some  substitute  hashing  in  the  dining 
room,  it  took  all  my  concentration  to  be  able  to 
stay  in  school .  I  was  surprised  to  come  up  with 
some  of  the  best  grades  I  ever  had  in  college. 

The  next  fall  at  college,  I  was  inducted  into 
Alpha  Zeta,  an  honorary  agricultural  society.   It 
was  made  up  of  outstanding  students  and  leaders 
in  the  College  of  Agriculture  in  the  land-grant 
colleges  throughout  the  USA.   I  was  very 
honored  to  be  accepted  into  that  group  of 
students  that  I  had  always  looked  up  to  as  leaders 
and  scholars.   It  gave  me  a  challenge  to  try  to 
hold  up  to  the  expectations  of  the  people  who  so 
honored  me.   As  the  years  went  by  in  college,  I 
would  return  home  for  the  summer.   Dad  was 
not  in  good  health  and  I  would  return  home  to 
help  him  with  the  farm.   There  were  three  years 
in  a  row  that  our  efforts  were  futile.   One  year, 
it  was  the  frost  that  wiped  out  the  crops  so  there 
was  nothing  left  except  what  the  animals  could 
eat.  That  was  when  the  Jersey  herd  kept  the 
family  solvent.   Another  year,  it  was  hail. 
Another  year,  Dad  had  a  beautiful  pea  crop  in 
the  shock  and  ready  to  combine.   A  cyclone  wind 
came  along  and  there  wasn't  a  shock  of  peas  left 
on  the  farm.  So  those  financial  disasters  each 
year  left  me  in  a  position  where  I  had  little 
money  to  go  back  to  school.   I  had  worked  a 
little  off  the  farm  in  the  summer,  so  I  had  some 
money. 

The  third  year,  I  hitchhiked  back  to  school. 
I  wrote  to  Garrett  Freight  Lines  and  told  them 
that  I  was  a  student  at  the  university  and  would 
they  favor  me  with  a  ride  in  one  of  their  trucks 
as  far  as  they  went.  They  wrote  me  a  letter  of 
introduction  and  told  me  to  present  it  to  the 
driver  in  Ashton  when  I  was  ready  to  leave.   I 
was  very  happy  to  get  that  ride.   It  took  me  to 
Twin  Falls.  I  spent  the  night  with  the  Stansels. 
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The  next  day  was  Labor  Day  and  there  were  no 
trucks  traveling.   I  used  my  thumb  and  a  man 
from  Standard  Oil  Co.  gave  me  a  ride  to 
Pendelton,  Oregon.  Then  I  hitchhiked  again 
over  to  Lewiston  and  then  on  to  the  university. 
There  were  many  experiences  on  that  trip  that 
were  interesting,  but  I  won't  take  time  to  tell 
them  now. 

My  trunk  had  been  expressed  collect  and  all 
I  had  with  me  was  a  small  satchel.   I  didn't  have 
enough  money  to  get  my  trunk  out  of  the  express 
office.   I  continued  with  my  routine  work  and 
started  school.   It  went  on  for  two  or  three 
weeks.   Finally  the  proctor  of  our  dorm  called 
me  in  one  day  and  said  that  the  express  company 
had  called  and  said  they  had  my  trunk.   They 
would  have  to  ship  it  back  soon.    "Did  I  need  a 
loan"?  I  accepted  his  offer  and,  in  time,  paid 
him  back.   I  mention  this  to  let  you  know  the 
kind  of  shoestring  I  went  to  school  on.   I  had  a 
job  in  the  kitchen  working  for  my  board.   I 
worked  out  at  Mrs.  Lowder's  yard  for  part  of  it. 
Some  of  the  other  jobs  helped  too. 

I  went  on  through  school.   At  the  end  of  my 
senior  year,  after  surviving  on  this  shoestring  for 
these  4  xh  years,  I  could  have  graduated  at 
midyear.   At  that  time  of  the  year,  there  weren't 
many  jobs  available,  so  I  entered  graduate 
school.   I  graduated  during  the  depression  in 
1933.   In  short,  I  had  a  student  loan  for  $150. 
That  was  all  I  owed  after  4  Vi  years  of  school. 

After  graduation,  I  went  home  and  applied 
for  a  job  at  Ammon.   I  traveled  all  night  to  get 
there.  I  was  unshaven  and  had  to  go  around  and 
be  interviewed  by  the  members  of  the  school 
board  on  their  farms.   Having  been  up  all  night 
traveling  and  unshaven,  I  guess  I  didn't  make  a 
very  good  impression  on  them.   They  decided  to 
keep  the  old  teacher  they  had.   Whatever  his 
faults,  he  appeared  to  them  to  be  more  alert  than 
I  was. 

I  went  home  and  worked  with  Joe  on  the 
Cave  Falls  Highway.  We  were  gravel  inspectors 
for  the  state.  Joe  worked  one  shift  and  I  worked 
another.  The  contractors  who  hauled  in  the 
gravel  had  to  wait  for  us  to  probe  and  test  it  to 
make  sure  it  didn't  have  much  dirt  or  other 
things  in  it  before  they  could  unload  it.  When 
we  found  too  much  dirt  in  the  load,  we  would 
turn  it  back.  The  contractor  would  growl  at  us, 
but  it  was  the  road  through  our  community,  so 


we  were  tough.   We  were  fair,  but  we  were 
tough.   Finally,  they  learned  how  to  bring  good 
gravel .   I  hope  the  road  benefited  from  our 
unwillingness  to  compromise.   When  I  was 
working  on  the  road  in  August,  I  received  a 
telegram  from  William  Kerr  of  the  State  Office 
of  Vocational  Education  advising  me  to  report  to 
Midway.   The  Ag  teacher  there  had  taken  a 
county  agent  job  and  the  position  was  available  to 
me.   That  was  the  second  job  in  the  state  to  be 
filled  that  year.   I  was  grateful  to  be  hired.   It 
was  my  first  job  after  graduation  that  was  of  a 
professional  nature. 

I  reported  to  A.  W.  Ball,  who  was  chairman 
of  the  School  Board.   He  advised  me  to  go 
around  and  visit  with  all  five  members  of  the 
Board,  which  I  did.    It  was  an  experience  to 
meet  each  of  these  men.   They  had  a  very  active 
and  successful  teacher  there  before  me  and  I  had 
some  big  shoes  to  fill.    His  name  was  Dean 
Boyle. 

As  I  visited  with  each  of  them,  there  were 
some  positive  attitudes  taken  that  wouldn't  be 
denied.   One  was  that  1  would  live  in  the 
community  and  the  other  was  that  I  would  be 
active  in  the  Church.   These  men  had  good, 
active,  solid  families.   They   were  of  pioneer 
heritage  and  they  wanted  the  best  for  their 
children.   As  I  went  around  and  visited  with 
them,  I  was  impressed  with  the  interest  they  had 
in  their  families  and  their  community.   Also,  I 
was  impressed  with  the  quality  of  character  that 
existed  in  these  families.   So  I  was  hired.   I  had 
only  a  week  or  two  before  school  started,  which 
made  it  a  little  difficult.   I  had  to  find  a  place  to 
live.   I  went  to  the  home  of  Rhoda  and  Nephi 
Gerard.   For  years,  she  had  boarded  the  single 
school  teachers  in  the  district.   She  was  an 
excellent  housekeeper  and  an  excellent  cook  and 
she  made  her  tenants  feel  very  comfortable.  My 
roommate  was  Reed  Hyde.   He  was  the  music 
teacher  and  was  from  Downey. 

During  the  summer,  the  school  had  invested 
quite  a  bit  of  money  into  new  shop  equipment  for 
teaching  farm  shop.   Before  school  started,  a 
little  while  before  I  came,  someone  had  broken 
into  the  shop  and  literally  stripped  it  of  all  the 
new  equipment  and  some  of  the  old.  When  we 
started  setting  up  the  shop,  we  had  no  more 
funds  to  buy  equipment.   The  school  was  paying 
its  teachers  on  warrants.   Remember,  this  was 
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fee  depression,  1933.  Incidently,  my  wages 

were  $1 ,200  a  year  plus  $20  a  month  for  upkeep 
oi  a  car  and  tor  travel  and  visiting  projects.  The 

school  was  Strapped  financially  tor  finding 
Done)  to  buy  more  tools. 

Before  school  started,  I  went  around  and 
tried  to  visit  with  as  many  students  as  I  could.    I 
wanted  to  get  the  program  going  and  find  out 
what  their  projects  were  and  get  acquainted  with 
the  area.   By  the  time  school  started,  I  knew  a 
little  more  about  the  community.    I  made  an 
appeal  to  the  parents  and  the  students  to  please 
lend  us  their  tools  so  we  could  use  them  in  the 
shop.   Mostly,  they  were  old  tools  that  needed 
repairing  or  sharpening.   Those  were  the  tools 
that  we  had  the  first  year  to  do  our  farm  shop 
class.   I  found  this  to  be  a  community  where 
there  was  excellent  support  as  far  as  the  projects 
were  concerned.    I  realized  very  shortly  that  this 
was  a  special  community. 

As  we  developed  our  Ag  program,  we  found 
out  that  we  had  a  wide  diversity  of  interests. 
Preston  Ellsworth  was  on  the  School  Board  and 
was  an  excellent  large  scale  beef  feeder.   Some 
were  in  dairy.   Others  were  in  general  farming. 
There  was  a  strong  activity  in  potatoes.   As  we 
went  through  the  first  year,  we  developed  certain 
projects  that  would  tie  in,  not  only  with  die 
boys'  programs,  but  with  their  dads'  as  well. 

One  of  these  projects  was  the  "seed  treating" 
of  potatoes.  This  was  not  generally  done 
throughout  the  potato  industry  and  needed  a  little 
development,  especially  in  that  community.   The 
school  board  gave  us  permission  to  get  a  big  steel 
vat  from  a  creamery  closed  at  the  time.   They 
lent  it  to  us  and  we  took  it  over  to  the  school  and 
hooked  it  up  to  the  hot  water  system.  We 
worked  out  some  coils  that  we  could  put  inside 
this  vat.   It  was  deep  enough  that  we  had  the 
coils  in  the  bottom  and  filled  it  with  several 
hundred  gallons  of  water.   Then  we  put  a 
platform  on  top  of  the  coils. 

The  cut  seed  arrived  in  sacks  and  we  would 
dip  the  whole  sack  in  a  mixture  of  warm  water 
and  formaldehyde.   Nowadays,  we  wouldn't 
think  of  treating  potatoes  this  way,  but  that  was 
the  modern  way  to  do  it  at  that  time.  The 
farmers  made  appointments  to  bring  their  seed. 
We  got  certain  boys  released  from  class  so  they 
would  each  get  their  turn  in  getting  experience  in 
treating  potatoes.  They  also  volunteered  to  help 


after  school.   Some  farmers  would  help.   This 
was  the  forerunner  of  the  potato  activities  we  had 
in  that  community. 

We  had  several  certified  seed  plots 
developed  through  the  year  to  improve  the  seed. 
One  problem  was  that  they  hadn't  been  getting 
good  seed.   Therefore,  we  organized  a  potato- 
seed  association,  so  we  could  procure  good  seed 
and  get  it  at  a  reasonable  price.   We  put  out  bids 
to  several  Ashton  certified  seed  growers  for  the 
opportunity  to  furnish  the  farmers  in  the  Midway 
area  with  certified  seed  each  spring.   We  would 
pay  diem  $.25/a  hundred  at  their  planting  time, 
$.25  at  harvest  time  and  $.50  when  the  potatoes 
were  delivered  to  our  farmers  the  next  spring. 
This  was  something  that  had  never  been  done 
before.   In  other  words,  the  farmers  thought 
enough  of  their  potato  business  that  they  were 
willing  to  invest  in  advance  for  quality  seed. 

In  return,  we  took  a  committee  of  myself 
and  growers  and,  on  our  own,  we  would  inspect 
these  potatoes.   The  committee  did  not  always 
work  with  the  State  Seed  Inspectors.   The 
potatoes  had  to  meet  our  qualifications  for  a 
quality  and  disease-free  product.  This  delighted 
the  seed  farmers  because  it  gave  them  a  little 
income  earlier  than  they  were  accustomed  to  for 
their  potatoes.  They  knew  what  they  were  going 
to  get  for  them  when  they  sold  them,  so  we  had 
farmers  all  over  in  the  area  trying  to  get  our 
contract.  The  people  we  had  weren't  necessarily 
the  biggest  and  most  famous,  but  we  knew  they 
had  quality,  their  fields  were  isolated  and  they 
had  the  integrity  to  follow  through  on  the 
contract.  This  was  very  successful.  We  had 
plenty  of  farmers  that  wanted  to  get  in  and  we 
finally  had  to  take  on  another  seed  grower  to 
meet  the  demand. 

As  a  result  of  this  good  seed  and  the  good 
cooperation  from  the  farmers,  one  of  our 
successful  potato  projects  was  that  of  Howard 
Brinton  and  his  father,  Sam.   Max  was  his 
younger  brother.  They  plowed  up  a  field  near 
their  house  that  had  been  in  pasture  for  a  long 
time  and  did  all  the  steps  we  suggested  to  have  a 
good  seed  plot.  When  the  potatoes  were 
harvested  the  next  fall,  they  were  almost  ideal.   I 
went  along  with  Howard,  at  harvest  time,  behind 
the  digger.  We  picked  out  the  best  tubers  we 
could  find.   Several  projects  were  tied  in  with 
our  potato  program. 
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The  first  thing  we  did  was  to  exhibit  these 
potatoes  in  the  seed  and  commercial  classes  at 
the  Eastern  Idaho  State  Fair  and  Shelley  Spud 
Day.  We  took  all  the  top  prizes  in  all  the  classes 
we  entered  in  these  two  shows.   We  decided  to 
take  our  seed  potatoes  to  the  Intermountain  Seed 
Show  in  Ogden.   It  was  held  in  conjunction  with 
the  Ogden  Livestock  show.  Jim  Ellsworth,  who 
was  a  freshman  that  year,  had  fed  out  a  steer, 
along  with  his  father,  to  take  to  this  show.   He 
was  the  only  one  of  our  kids  that  was  showing, 
but  we  had  a  pretty  good  group  of  kids  that  went 
to  Ogden. 

We  stayed  in  a  motel  for  a  couple  of  nights 
and  had  a  good  time.   There  again,  we  used  a  lot 
of  these  potatoes.  We  entered  seed  in  the 
Brinton's  names  and  some  of  the  other  kids' 
names.   They  didn't  have  to  have  a  certificate 
number  to  do  it,  so  we  loaded  up  all  the  classes 
we  could  enter,  all  the  way  down  to  the  eighth 
place,  with  the  kids  from  our  group. 

There  was  an  old  exhibitor  there  who  had 
been  taking  prizes  in  potatoes  for  years.   We 
cleaned  his  slate  completely  in  commercial  seed, 
etc.  We  took  all  the  Russet  potato  prizes.   This 
gentleman  stood  by  and  wondered  how  we  could 
produce  such  good  potatoes.   At  the  end  of  the 
show,  he  came  up  and  wondered  if  he  could  buy 
all  our  specimens  in  the  show  to  take  home  for 
seed.   Along  with  this,  we  had  kept  back  a  lot  of 
bakers,  because  we  had  made  an  offer  to  the 
Future  Farmers  of  America  to  supply  the 
national  FFA  banquet  in  Kansas  City  with  Idaho 
potatoes. 

This  project  had  been  so  successful  with  the 
farmers  and  with  the  students,  that  the  State 
Vocational  Education  people  had  asked  us  to  take 
some  pictures  of  our  different  steps:  of  treating, 
of  our  seed  program,  of  projects,  etc.   We  had  a 
lot  of  really  fine  pictures.   We  furnished  Kansas 
City  at  the  National  Convention  and  the  Future 
Farmers  dined  on  Midway,  Idaho,  baked 
potatoes  at  the  banquet.   After  the  convention, 
the  exhibit  was  moved  to  the  capital  in  Boise 
where  it  was  on  display  throughout  the  entire 
legislative  session  that  year.  Midway  became 
known  as  one  of  the  active  chapters  in  the  state. 

The  fall  that  I  came  there,  I  helped  Harold 
Ball,  who  graduated  the  spring  before,  to  fill  out 
his  papers  to  become  an  American  Farmer.   He 
was  the  first  Midway  American  Farmer.   He 


later  went  on  to  college  and  became  very 
successful  in  the  many  things  that  he  did.  The 
next  American  Farmer  mat  we  had  was  after  I 
left.   This  was  Jim  Ellsworth,  the  little  freshman 
who  took  his  steer  to  Ogden.   He  took  first  place 
in  FFA  and  second  place  in  the  open  class.  Jim, 
later  on,  was  a  state  legislator  from  Lemhi 
County.   He  became  Speaker  of  the  House  for 
several  years  and  was  even  asked  to  run  for 
governor.   I'm  sure  that  if  he  had  wanted  to  run, 
he  probably  would  have  made  it  because  he  was 
a  very  influential  leader.    He  and  his  brother 
George  continue  to  have  large  interests  in  Lemhi 
County  at  this  time. 

As  I  became  better  acquainted  at  Midway,  I 
really  enjoyed  the  other  teachers.   It  was  a  small 
school.   The  teachers  were  dedicated  and  I 
enjoyed  the  work  there.   Uncle  Hyrum  Lee  was 
the  school  treasurer  on  the  School  Board. 
Another  member  was  John  Poole.   He  was  a 
very  successful  and  influential  farmer.   We  made 
many  friends  in  the  community.    I  kept  with  the 
School  Board's  expectation  of  living  in  the 
community  and  also  being  active  in  the  Church. 

Vernon  Ball,  the  son  of  A.W.  Ball,  was  the 
bishop.   He  was  a  very  fine  person  who  farmed 
with  his  father.   He  had  been  on  a  mission.   My 
first  assignment  in  the  ward  was  Young  Men's 
counselor.   I  taught  them  in  Mutual  and  Sunday 
School  and  tried  to  coach  them  in  basketball. 
We  had  a  lot  of  good  times  together.   We 
weren't  highly  successful  in  our  basketball 
efforts,  but  we  did  have  some  good  times 
together  and  it  kind  of  gave  me  an  opening  back 
into  the  Church.   1  hadn't  been  active  since  I  was 
fourteen  years  old.   I  was  ordained  from  a 
Deacon  to  an  Elder  in  the  spring  of  1934. 

While  I  was  a  senior  at  Moscow  and  a 
member  of  Alpha  Zeta,  I  was  able  to  observe  the 
young  Ag  students  coming  in  from  year  to  year. 
We  would  pick  out  those  who  had  potential 
leadership,  good  grades  and  good  character.  It 
so  happened  that  we  had  several  people  from  the 
Rigby  -  Midway  area  mat  came  to  school. 

Several  of  these  were  the  Lee  Cousins: 
Eldred  Lee,  Rex  Lee,  Carl  Lee  and  others  -  each 
one  in  their  turn.   They  weren't  all  in  the  same 
class,  but  were  there  at  different  stages.  Carl 
won  the  outstanding  Ag  student  award,  the  Alpha 
Zeta  Cup.   Another  winner  was  Eldred  Lee.  He 
lived  in  the  LDS  Institute.   I  was  invited  to  live 
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there  b)  the  director. 

Because  m>  roommate,  Earl  Stansel,  was  a 

Methodist  and  I  wasn't  a  very  good  Mormon,  I 
decided  to  stay  with  Earl  at  Lindley  Hall.    In  a 
\\a\  however,  I  felt  affiliated  with  the  Institute 
because  that  is  where  the  L.D.S.  students   went 
to  church.    Several  acquaintances  that  I  knew 
attended  the  Institute  regularly.   Eldred  was  one 
of  them. 

One  day,  we  were  visiting  in  his  room.   On 
his  desk  1  saw  a  picture  o\  a  beautiful  girl  in  a 
nurses  s  uniform.    I  thought  she  was  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  girls  that  1  had  ever  seen.    I  knew 
that  he  was  from  Rigby,  but  at  that  time  I  had  no 
knowledge  mat  1  would  ever  see  her  or  see  him 
when  1  left  college.    I  was  a  senior  at  this  time. 
Anyway,  that  picture  impressed  me  very  much. 
She  was  a  very  sweet,  beautiful  nurse. 

As  I  went  through  the  year  at  Midway,  I 
dated  two  or  three  girls.    In  the  early  fall,  before 
he  went  back  to  school,  Eldred  invited  me  to 
have  supper  with  him.   We  had  been  good 
friends  in  college  and  he  was  happy  to  know  that 
I  was  teaching  in  that  area.   His  father,  John 
Lee,  was  influential  in  several  canal  operations. 
At  mat  time,  he  was  in  an  organization  which  I 
was  invited  to  participate  and  work  with,  so  I 
was  acquainted  with  his  father,  too.   Anyway,  I 
was  invited  to  visit  with  Eldred  and  his  father. 

There,  in  this  home,  was  this  beautiful  girl. 
She  had  graduated  from  nursing  and  was 
momentarily  home  between  jobs.   She  was  going 
to  take  a  job  out  at  Arco  as  a  Public  Health 
nurse.   I  had  an  enjoyable  evening.   Eldred  went 
back  to  school  and  she  went  out  to  Arco  and 
nothing  else  happened  until  Thanksgiving. 

There  were  several  dance  halls  throughout 
the  valley  at  that  time.   Riverside  Gardens  was 
one  of  them.  This  was  a  place  where  there  was 
an  excellent  orchestra  and  people  could  go  to 
dance.  It  wasn't  Church  sponsored,  but  they  had 
quite  high  standards,  so  it  was  a  place  where  the 
old  and  the  young  could  go  and  enjoy 
themselves.   It  was  two  or  three  miles  north  of 
Rigby  on  the  highway. 

At  Thanksgiving,  I  met  her  again.   I  was 
there  with  another  girl  but,  as  we  danced 
together  a  time  or  two,  we  made  a  date  and  from 
that  time  on  we  had  dates  on  occasions.   She  was 
still  out  at  Arco,  so  we  didn't  get  to  see  one 
another  very  often,  but  as  time  went  on  we 


developed  a  good  relationship. 

We  finally  decided  that  we  would  be  married 
when  school  was  out.   At  that  time  she  would  be 
through  with  her  assignment  at  Arco.   We 
planned  to  be  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple 
on  June  6.   There  was  something  in  our 
relationship  that  was  never  in  question  as  far  as 
she  was  concerned  and  that  was  that  we  would  be 
married  in  the  temple.    1  never  questioned  it.   I 
knew  that  it  would  be  a  challenging  thing  to  me 
to  be  married  in  the  temple  where  I  had  not  been 
active.   I  did  not  have  any  bad  habits  or  anything 
mat  would  deny  me  the  temple  recommend. 

I  had  not  had  a  background  through  the 
Aaronic  Priesthood.   I  was  ordained  from  a 
Deacon  to  an  Elder  by  Pere  Agren,  who  laid  his 
hands  upon  my  head  and  gave  me  the 
Melchizedek  Priesthood.   We  have  been  friends 
ever  since.   President  John  Hart,  who  was  the 
president  of  the  Rigby  Stake,  president  of  the 
Committee  of  Nine  and  who  was  very  influential 
in  the  area,  interviewed  me  for  my  very  first 
temple  recommend.   I  was  asked  to  speak  in 
Stake  Conference  on  the  day  that  I  was  presented 
to  the  congregation  to  be  an  Elder.   All  I  can 
remember  saying  was  that  I  felt  it  an  honor  to 
receive  their  support  in  becoming  an  Elder  and 
that  I  would  try  to  magnify  my  calling. 

On  June  6  1934,  Winona  and  I, 
accompanied  by  Tom  and  Alta,  (who  had  been 
married  for  a  couple  of  years)  went  to  the  Salt 
Lake  Temple  to  be  married.   It  was  a  great 
consolation  to  have  them  with  us,  since  they  had 
been  married  in  the  temple.  We  were  married 
on  Wednesday  and  came  home  on  Thursday. 
John  Lee  would  not  permit  his  daughter  to  have  a 
reception.   He  considered  a  reception  to  be  a 
polite  way  of  begging.  There  were  a  number  of 
people  who  came  to  their  home  and  visited  with 
us  and  left  some  gifts. 

On  Friday,  it  was  necessary  for  us  to  leave 
for  Moscow.   I  had  a  State  Ag  Teachers' 
Conference  which  would  last  for  two  weeks. 
That  was  our  honeymoon.  We  arrived  in 
Moscow  on  Sunday,  found  an  apartment  and 
very  much  enjoyed  our  time  spent  there.   A  year 
before,  I  had  been  a  student  there,  in  poverty  and 
struggling  along  to  graduate.   Now  I  was  an 
experienced  Ag  teacher  coming  back  in  a  new 
car  and  looking  as  if  I  had  made  it  already! 

We  visited  some  places  around  Moscow. 
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One  of  them  was  Mrs.  Lowder's  home  where  I 
had  worked  as  a  gardener.  I  had  many  enjoyable 
times  there  caring  for  her  beautiful  yard  and 
flowers  and  had  occasions  to  render  special 
service  to  her  and  her  husband.  We  had  our 
picture  taken  out  in  the  beautiful  flowers,  one  of 
which  I  treasure  very  much. 

Following  the  end  of  the  conference,  we 
went  over  to  Spokane  to  see  the  big  city  and  did 
a  little  shopping  there.  We  had  just  enough 
money  between  us  to  get  back  home  so  when  we 
got  back  we  were  broke.   Incidently,  when  the 
School  Board  found  out  that  I  was  getting 
married,  they  offered  to  advance  me  $100, 
which  was  a  month's  salary.   I  would  pay  it  back 
each  month  in  the  following  year.  This  men 
reduced  my  monthly  check  to  $90,  instead  of  the 
$100  that  I  was  used  to.   That  was  the  price  of 
marriage! 

We  moved  into  the  home  of  another  teacher 
who  was  away  to  summer  school.   We  paid  $15 
a  month  rent.   We  had  a  really  nice  garden.   We 
had  a  very  enjoyable  three  months  mere  until 
they  returned  in  the  fall. 

One  evening,  a  couple  of  weeks  after  we 
returned  from  Moscow,  a  truck  pulled  up  behind 
my  car,  which  was  parked  in  the  garage.   This 
eliminated  the  possibility  of  me  getting  my  car 
out.   Shortly  after,  a  person  that  I  didn't  even 
know  came  over  and  knocked  on  the  door.   We 
invited  him  in.   We  didn't  ask  him  what  he  was 
there  for.  He  just  stayed  there  and  visited  with 
us.   About  7:30,  people  began  to  gather.   It  was 
an  hour  or  two  before  sundown.   It  became 
obvious  that  something  was  going  to  happen. 
We  found  out  what  that  was  when  a  flatbed  truck 
came  along  with  the  Lewisville  Band  on  it. 
Another  young  couple  that  had  been  married  a 
week  or  so  before  were  brought  along  and  they 
and  we  were  invited  to  get  on  the  truck.   The 
band  was  playing  along  and  they  took  us  to 
Rigby.  When  we  got  to  Rigby,  we  were 
commanded  to  march  up  and  down  Main  Street 
to  the  accompaniment  of  the  Lewisville  Band. 
We  were  carrying  dolls  and  other  things  that 
they  instructed  us  to  carry.   There  were 
spectators  along  the  street  and  everybody  had  a 
good  time. 

Eventually,  they  delivered  us  to  our  home 
and  said  that  now  we  all  had  to  have  an  oyster 
supper.  We  were  nearly  broke.  We  had  two  or 


three  cans  of  oysters  in  the  house  and  a  little 
milk.   We  had  a  little  money,  enough  to  go  over 
to  the  store  and  buy  some  oysters,  four  or  five 
cans,  as  far  as  our  money  would  go.  That  only 
lasted  a  little  while.   Then  we  ran  out  of  milk. 
Two  or  three  of  the  fellows  disappeared  for  a 
while.   Then  some  more  disappeared.   The  store 
was  closed.   They  had  gotten  the  storekeeper  out 
of  bed  and  had  bought  some  more  oysters,  about 
all  he  had,  I  think.   The  other  fellows  had  gone 
across  the  street  to  where  a  farmer  had  his  cows. 
They  milked  his  cows  and  brought  over  more 
milk  and  we  had  an  oyster  supper  until  about 
1 :00  in  the  morning.   Finally,  they  dispersed  and 
we  really  were  broke  men!   Anyway,  that  was 
our  chivarie.   We  were  officially  introduced  into 
the  community. 

We  had  another  little  problem  develop  about 
then.   At  the  beginning  o\  the  school  year,  we 
had  to  find  another  apartment.   We  located  one 
that  was  going  to  cost  us  $10  a  month.   It  was 
under  remodeling  and  wouldn't  be  ready  for  two 
weeks.   Conveniently,  two  of  the  children  of 
Ursula,  Winona's  sister,  came  down  with  some 
disease  and  were  quite  sick,  so  she  asked  Winona 
to  come  and  help  take  care  of  them.   Winona 
stayed  with  mem  for  a  couple  of  weeks.   I  took 
up  residency  in  the  janitor's  room  at  the  school. 
We  were  really  grateful  when  the  two  weeks 
were  over  and  the  apartment  was  ready  for  us. 

My  two  sisters,  Tressa  and  Martha,  came 
down  from  Farnum  to  live  with  us  and  go  to 
school.   Conditions  were  such  in  the  wintertime 
that  they  couldn't  get  to  school  in  Ashton  very 
easily.   Living  with  us  was  a  great  help  to  them 
and  we  enjoyed  having  them. 

From  time  to  time,  Winona  would  go  out  on 
special  duty  nursing.   She  was  an  excellence 
nurse  and  people  really  loved  her  and  the  special 
care  she  gave  them.   Sometimes  she  had  to  take 
pay  in  hay  or  something.   She  didn't  always  get 
paid,  but  she  had  the  love  and  the  friendship  of 
the  people  that  she  cared  for. 

When  Winona  and  I  decided  to  get  married, 
I  planted  a  garden.   People  wondered  why  a 
bachelor  would  plant  a  garden.   At  the  Junior 
Prom,  at  the  end  of  the  school  year,  our  attention 
was  directed  to  the  bulletin  board  to  a  clipping 
out  of  the  Rigby  Star,  the  official  newspaper, 
saying  that  Dallas  Murdock  and  a  certain  young 
lady  had  been  united  in  marriage  by  Charles 
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Atwood,  a  local  shoemaker  who  was  also  a 
Justice  oi  the  Peace.  The  Principal  had  been  so 

kind  as  10  put  the  article  on  the  board.  Here  I 
was  at  the  dance  with  Winona  Lee  and  not  the 
bride' 

This  was  my  first  acquaintance  with  the 
other  Dallas  Murdoch".    All  of  my  Future 
Farmers  were  set  00  chi\  areemg  us  right  there. 
It  took  some  tall  talking  and  some  intervention  by 
the  Principal  to  calm  this  thing  down  and  let  it  be 
known  that  there  really  were  two  Dallas 
Murdochs.   That  wasn't  the  end  of  it. 

Farmers  around  Rigby  used  to  mail  checks  to 
me  for  seed  potato  programs  we  had.   These 
were  tor  advanced  payments  tor  the  growers.    I 
was  getting  quite  a  bit  of  mail  from  time  to  time 
and  began  to  worry  about  this.  If  some  of  these 
checks  would  go  to  this  other  Dallas  Murdoch. 
Fortunately,  we  never  had  this  mixup,  but  we 
always  had  the  apprehension. 

As  time  went  on,  there  was  another 
announcement  in  the  paper  when  we  had  been 
married  six  or  seven  months.   A  baby  boy  had 
been  born  to  Dallas  Murdoch  and  his  wife!   We 
were  expecting,  but  not  that  far  along.   That 
involved  a  few  other  explanations!   Later  on,  I 
went  in  to  do  some  shopping  at  Idaho  Falls  and 
people  stopped  on  the  street  to  talk  to  me  and 
commented  on  how  well  I  looked  for  having 
been  so  sick.   I  didn't  know  what  they  were 
talking  about,  but  come  to  find  out  that  the  "other 
Dallas  Murdoch"  had  been  sick. 

I  guess  he  recovered  all  right  because 
another  time  people  congratulated  me  on  being  a 
boxer,  winning  some  matches  and  moving  up 
through  the  ranks.   He  was  a  Golden  Gloves 
boxer  and  doing  quite  well  and  I  was  getting 
some  credit  for  it.   These  things  went  on  and  on 
and  on.  Later  on  I  will  explain  another  episode 
or  two  with  this  same  fellow,  but  in  different 
locations.   Actually,  our  trails  were  going  to 
cross  off  and  on  in  different  ways  for  several 
years.  Sometimes,  it  was  a  little  embarrassing  to 
me.  I  never  did  meet  this  man.  Winona  met  his 
wife  at  one  time  in  the  hospital.   I  think  they 
were  both  having  babies. 

By  the  end  of  my  second  year  at  Midway, 
the  salary  was  $100  a  month  and  $20  a  month 
auto  expense,  which  wasn't  nearly  enough  to 
keep  the  program  going.   It  required  several  trips 
to  Ashton  through  the  season  and  trips  to 


conferences  and  other  places,  so  I  began  to 
worry  about  earning  more  money.   By  this  time, 
I  had  become  fairly  well  established  with  an 
successful  identity  in  die  profession.   We  had 
inquiries  from  several  other  schools,  wondering 
if  I  would  be  interested  in  transferring.   Some 
were  from  Oregon.   One  was  from  Emmett  and 
other  places.   We  investigated  into  them  and 
found  that  the  salary  schedule  was  a  good  deal 
more  than  I  was  receiving  from  Midway.   I 
mentioned  this  to  our  principal.   He  came  back 
with  a  contract  that  gave  me  a  $10  a  month 
increase.   The  Emmett  school  offered  me  $400  a 
year  more,  plus  quite  a  bit  more  travel  money 
and  some  other  advantages  so  I  accepted 
Emmett. 

About  the  time  I  was  ready  to  move,  Uncle 
Hyrum  Lee  came  over  and  said,  "Dallas,  we  are 
disappointed  that  you  are  leaving.   I  thought  that 
the  $25  a  month  increase  we  offered  you  would 
be  of  interest  to  you."  I  said  that  I  didn't  know 
anything  about  $25  a  month.   All  I  knew  about 
was  the  $10  a  month.   He  said  that  the  board  had 
voted  to  give  me  that  increase.   I  told  him  it  was 
too  late  now,  because  I  had  accepted  at  Emmett. 

I  really  hated  to  leave.   We  had  some  fine 
relationships  there.  They  were  some  quality 
people.  We  really  had  some  good  students.  At 
that  point,  the  teachers  were  really  respected  by 
the  students  and  the  parents  respected  the 
teachers.   I  never  had  any  discipline  problems 
there.   Things  went  very  well .   It  was  quite  a 
contrast  to  some  of  the  situations  we  have  now. 

Prior  to  our  leaving,  we  had  to  find  another 
place  to  live  at  Lewisville.  We  found  another 
place  near  Midway  that  was  a  Sugar  Company 
house.  We  had  gone  into  debt  to  buy  our  own 
furniture.   Meanwhile,  on  April  23,  our  first 
child,  Ronald,  was  born. 

My  teaching  contract  was  up  on  June  30. 
We  were  supposed  to  report  for  work  at  Emmett 
on  July  1.  By  using  some  of  my  vacation  time, 
we  were  able  to  move  to  Emmett.  We  disposed 
of  some  of  our  furniture.  We  bought  a  trailer  to 
pull  behind  our  pickup.  We  arrived  at  Emmett 
late  at  night.  I  had  never  been  there  before.  We 
stayed  overnight  at  a  hotel  and  the  next  day  we 
looked  for  a  home.   We  rented  a  home  from  a 
lawyer.  We  moved  in  and  finally  got  established 
in  Emmett. 

Emmett  was  a  bigger  school  and  a  very 
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active  FFA  organization.   The  teacher  before  had 
left  to  go  into  county  agent  work.   One  of  the 
activities  I  was  involved  in  soon  after  arriving 
was  to  go  with  the  group  on  a  trip.   Each  year 
they  planned  an  interesting  trip  and  this  year  it 
was  to  be  to  the  Grand  Canyon  of  the  Colorado. 
We  took  a  school  bus  and  driver.   The  group  had 
earned  money  to  help  pay  for  the  expenses. 
There  were  thirty  kids  on  the  trip.   We  spent  a 
couple  of  days  in  Salt  Lake  City.   We  did  sight 
seeing  in  the  city  and  went  out  to  Saltair.   That 
was  really  a  fun  place  for  them. 

One  of  the  students,  Wesley  Sawyer,  and  I 
took  a  charter  plane  and  went  up  over  the  city 
and  the  valley.   That  was  my  first  plane  ride. 
We  both  enjoyed  it  very  much.   After  he 
graduated  he  enlisted  in  the  Air  Force  and  was 
part  of  "The  Flying  Tigers."  He  was  shot  down 
and  captured  by  the  Tibetans.   They  were  going 
to  kill  him,  thinking  that  he  was  a  spy  and  an 
enemy.   A  transient  trader,  who  went  from 
village  to  village  and  understood  their  languages, 
negotiated  for  his  release  so  he  could  return  to 
the  American  headquarters. 

As  we  continued  our  trip,  we  passed  the  time 
by  having  contests.   One  would  take  the  Fords 
and  another  would  take  the  Chevies.   Whoever 
counted  the  most,  by  the  next  stop,  paid  for  the 
malt.   As  we  went  south  of  Salt  Lake  City,  we 
went  into  Zion  National  Park  and  other  places. 
We  went  up  a  canyon  to  see  some  overhanging 
cliffs  where  there  were  dwellings  underneath. 
As  we  climbed  across  a  reservoir  and  a  pool 
under  the  cliff,  we  passed  by  an  ancient  Indian 
burial  ground.   Only  recently  had  the  artifacts 
been  removed  from  this  place.  We  had  just  seen 
them  at  Temple  Square  in  Salt  Lake  City.   They 
had  been  taken  from  the  graves  just  two  weeks 
before.  We  saw  the  open  graves.   It  was 
interesting  to  be  in  that  area  and  get  some  feel 
for  the  history  of  those  ancient  people. 

We  went  on  from  there  and  eventually  got  to 
the  Grand  Canyon  where  we  saw  more  deer  than 
we  had  ever  seen  in  our  lives,  grazing  along  the 
side  of  the  road,  especially  in  the  evening.   This 
was  a  magnificent  scene,  the  view  of  the  Grand 
Canyon  and  the  changing  shadows  as  the  sun 
would  rise  and  go  down.  It  was  awe  inspiring  to 
all  of  us. 

As  we  turned  back  to  Emmett,  we  went 
almost  the  entire  length  of  Nevada.  We  all  got 


acquainted  with  sage  brush  as  we  did  that,  but  we 
arrived  back  safely.   That  was  our  introduction 
to  the  students  at  Emmett.   We  enjoyed  it  there. 
It  was  somewhat  different  there  than  it  was  at 
Midway  because  the  LDS  were  quite  a  minority. 
There  was  a  branch  and  I  became  involved  in  the 
Sunday  School  presidency  and  enjoyed  that  very 
much. 

The  Emmett  Future  Farmers  had  a  purebred 
Duroc  breeding  program  for  a  number  of  years 
as  a  chapter  project.   They  owned  some  of  the 
best  breeding  stock  that  could  be  acquired  at  that 
time.   They  would  farm  the  gilts  out  to  chapter 
members  who  would  qualify  for  the  privilege  and 
take  good  care  of  them.   The  chapter  would 
furnish  the  boar  for  breeding  and  the  students 
would  take  care  of  the  project.    He  would  return 
two  choice  gilts  back  to  the  chapter  and  they  in 
turn  would  farm  these  out  to  other  boys.   They 
had  quite  a  little  investment  in  the  hogs.   We 
would  encourage  the  owners  of  these  choice  gilts 
and  their  offspring  to  show  them.   We  went  to 
the  Western  Idaho  State  Fair  with  them.   One 
year  we  had  the  Grand  Champion  sow  of  the 
show,  competing  against  some  of  the  good 
breeders  throughout  Idaho.   There  was  a  good 
demand  for  the  gilts  outside  of  the  community. 
We  would  sell  to  other  chapters  or  other  buyers. 
This  was  a  source  of  money  that  the  FFA  had  to 
finance  their  summer  trips. 

We  had  some  active  leadership.    Emory 
Howard  was  the  chapter  president  at  the  time. 
He  was  an  outstanding  student,  not  only  in 
grades  and  activities,  and  went  back  to  Kansas 
City  as  a  judging  team  member.   We  had  another 
boy  or  two  that  went  back.   I  was  never  able  to 
go  myself,  but  I  always  had  some  outstanding 
judging  team  members  who  went  back  to 
represent  Idaho  in  poultry,  dairy,  swine  or  some 
category  that  made  up  our  judging  teams  there. 

Emory,  later  on,  became  an  Ag  teacher  and 
became  a  supervisor  of  agriculture  education. 
Later  on,  he  went  overseas  to  a  Mideast  country 
and  spent  quite  a  bit  of  time  there.   It  was 
encouraging  to  see  one  of  my  former  students 
acquire  the  success  that  he  had  in  that 
professional  field. 

While  we  were  at  Emmett,  we  were  blessed 
with  Helen,  who  arrived  on  August  31,  1936. 
Ronald  was  1-1/2  years  old.   She  was  a  joy  to 
us.   We  now  had  a  son  and  a  daughter. 
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After  we  had  been  in  Emmett  a  year,  we 
BOved  to  a  ten-acre  place  out  of  town.    It  had  a 
nice  home  on  it.   We  moved  there  because  it  was 
such  a  zood  otter.   The  man  who  owned  it  had  a 
wife  he  couldn't  get  along  with.    He  bought  mis 
place  to  isolate  her,  while  he  was  on  the  job,  so 
she  wouldn't  be  wandering  around  with  the 
children.   She  didn't  even  have  a  car.   She  was 
putting  the  pressure  on  him  to  move  her  to 
another  place.   Anyway,  he  offered  us  the  place 
for  $25  a  month.   We,  in  turn,  rented  the  land  to 
a  neighbor.   The  rent  on  the  land  paid  for  our 
rent  on  the  house,  so  it  didn't  cost  us  anything  to 
be  there. 

Before  we  had  gone  to  Emmett,  I  had  been 
approached  by  the  Ucon  school  board  to  come 
there  and  start  an  Ag  department.   At  mat  time, 
they  didn't  have  the  support  of  the  Smith-Hughes 
program,  which  was  a  public  program  mat 
helped  finance  a  vocational  Ag  department. 
Therefore,  I  declined  their  offer  at  that  time. 

After  I  had  been  to  Emmett  two  years,  I 
resigned  from  there,  even  though  things  were 
going  well.   We  wanted  to  get  closer  to  home, 
where  the  family  was,  and  where  Winona  could 
work,  if  she  desired,  in  the  hospital.   I  spent  the 
summer  at  summer  school  at  Ft.  Collins, 
Colorado.   Teachers  were  there  from  throughout 
the  United  States.   It  was  about  a  six- week 
program  that  I  enjoyed  very  much. 

In  the  meantime,  Ucon  became  qualified  and 
was  ready  to  set  up  an  Ag  department.   We 
decided  to  accept  the  Ucon  offer  which  was  a 
considerable  improvement  in  salary  and 
conditions  than  we  had  at  Emmett.  We  could  not 
find  any  place  to  live  in  Ucon.  We  finally  found 
a  place  in  Rigby,  so  we  moved  there.   It  was  a 
little  inconvenient,  but  we  handled  it  all  right. 

I  enjoyed  starting  a  new  Ag  department.  We 
didn't  have  a  farm  shop  the  first  year.   We  just 
had  one  room.  We  had  a  very  heavy  enrollment. 
People  were  excited  about  the  new  department 
and  we  got  off  to  a  very  good  start.   They 
promised  that  they  would  provide  a  building  for 
our  Ag  department.   They  kept  their  promise. 
The  second  year  we  had  the  building  with  a 
classroom,  a  little  office  and  a  farm-shop  room 
with  good  equipment.  I  felt  good  about  it.  It 
was  probably  the  first  separate  AG  building  in 
the  state  at  the  time. 

After  I  suffered  for  a  couple  of  years  as  one 


o\'  the  lowest  paid  AG  teachers,  I  now  became 
one  of  the  five  highest  paid  AG  teachers  in  the 
state.   Imagine  getting  paid  $2,050.00  a  year!   I 
also  had  some  added  inducements  as  far  as  salary 
was  concerned. 

The  students  and  the  parents  responded  well 
to  the  program.   One  of  the  first  things  we 
started  was  a  good  swine  program.   We  really 
had  good  backing  for  this  from  the  farmers. 
Some  of  the  farmers,  themselves,  wanted  to  get 
involved  in  it.   The  second  year,  the  school 
board  allowed  me  to  go  with  one  of  the  farmers 
in  our  area,  Pete  Jensen,  and  two  other  fellows, 
one  from  Rexburg  and  one  from  Iona,  to  buy 
foundation  hogs  for  our  community.   The 
farmers  paid  for  it  and  they  left  it  up  to  our 
judgment  to  buy  the  right  kind. 

We  visited  farms  in  the  Midwest,  in  Kansas, 
Nebraska,  Iowa  and  Illinois.   One  of  the  fellows 
who  was  with  us  was  a  breeder  in  Iona.   He  was 
a  large  dry  farmer,  also.   He  was  going  to 
Indiana  to  bring  back  a  truck  for  his  farm.  It 
would  be  convenient  for  him  to  pick  up  the 
livestock  we  had  selected.   We  had  some  good 
cooperation  and  some  good  hospitality  back  there 
and  we  did  pick  out  some  good  breeding  stock. 
We  had  a  very  fruitful  trip  and  it  added  a  lot  to 
the  enthusiasm  and  vitality  of  the  hog  program 
that  we  had. 

Out  of  that  activity,  we  organized  the  Ucon 
Swine  Breeders  Association.   One  year  at  the 
Eastern  Idaho  State  Fair,  we  had  one  entire  side 
of  the  hog  building  reserved  for  the  Ucon  group. 
The  other  breeders  had  to  share  the  other  side. 
There  was  a  tent  outside  for  the  out-of-state 
breeders  to  come  and  show.  We  gave  a  pretty 
good  representation.  There  was  some  good 
competition  in  the  different  breeds  and  classes  at 
that  show. 

Later  on  that  fall,  we  had  our  own  purebred 
swine  sale  in  the  Ucon  Association.   This  was 
very  successful  and  was  held  in  Idaho  Falls  at 
Tauphaus  Park.  Later,  we  joined  with  the  Idaho 
Purebred  Swine  Breeders  Association  to  hold 
annual  sales  at  the  fair  grounds  in  Blackfoot.  We 
would  hold  a  sale  in  the  fall  and,  also,  a  bred  gilt 
sale  in  the  spring.   Those  went  on  for  several 
years.   Incidently,  I  was  the  president  of  the 
Ucon  Swine  Breeders  Association  at  the  same 
time  I  was  president  of  the  Idaho  Purebred  Swine 
Breeders  Association  and  the  Idaho  Pork 
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Producers  Association.  I  held  the  presidency  of 
that  organization  for  two  years.  Some  of  those 
activities  took  place  after  I  started  farming  and 
while  I  was  still  teaching. 

While  we  were  at  Rigby,  Dallas  Earl  was 
born  on  October  23,  1937.   Now  we  had  two 
boys  and  a  girl.   They  were  such  healthy, 
beautiful  babies.  We  were  very  happy. 

After  I  had  been  at  Ucon  for  a  year,  we 
found  a  place  to  live.   It  was  just  east  of  what 
was  then  a  service  station,  now  an  upholstery 
shop.  We  lived  there  for  a  year.   It  was  nice 
being  closer  to  work.   We  became  quite  well 
acquainted  at  Ucon.   I  taught  a  Sunday  School 
class.  Winona  was  active  in  the  Sunday  School 
and  Relief  Society. 

In  the  fall,  there  was  a  terrible  accident. 
Ronald  was  3  xh  by  then.   He  had  a  little  friend 
who  lived  across  the  highway.   When  he  was 
through  visiting,  the  mother  there  would  let  him 
cross  the  street.   Then  he  had  half  a  block  to  go 
to  get  to  our  home.   On  November  10,  there  was 
a  kind  of  a  blizzard  on  with  wind  and  sleet.   As 
Ronald  left  this  house,  the  wind  was  in  his  eye 
and  the  sleet  was  cutting  his  face  and  he  had  his 
head  down.   As  he  stopped  behind  a  car  to  look 
for  traffic,  as  he  had  been  taught  to  do,  he 
apparently  didn't  see  any  and  had  put  his  head 
down  and  started  to  run  across  the  street  at  the 
same  time  that  a  beer  truck  came  along,  probably 
traveling  faster  than  the  road  conditions  allowed. 

Ronald  ran  into  the  rear  wheels  of  the  truck. 
It  threw  him  to  the  ground  and  severely  damaged 
him.  I  was  called  out  of  class  by  someone  and 
told  to  hurry.  When  I  arrived,  he  had  been 
carried  into  the  store.  We  didn't  think  there  was 
any  hope  for  him,  because  he  was  badly  crushed, 
but  we  hurried  him  to  the  LDS  Hospital  in  Idaho 
Falls  where  the  doctor  examined  him  and 
pronounced  him  dead. 

This  was  a  very  severe  shock  to  us.  He  was 
buried  two  days  later  in  the  Grant  Cemetery. 
The  reason  for  the  Grant  Cemetery  was  that  John 
Lee  was  the  custodian  of  the  cemetery  and  he 
spent  a  lot  of  time  getting  it  from  a  wilderness 
area  to  a  beautiful  irrigated,  well-laid  out 
cemetery.  He  arranged  for  us  to  get  a  lot  there. 
We  were  happy  to  have  him  in  that  location.  It 
was  quite  a  shock  to  us.  It  was  hard  to  believe 
that  our  little  boy  was  gone.  He  was  at  an  age 
where  he  was  with  me  whenever  he  could  be 


after  school . 

We  had  rented  a  city  lot  for  the  first  summer 
we  were  at  Ucon.   We  wanted  to  raise  produce 
on  it  to  supplement  our  income.   It  turned  out  to 
be  financially  successful  and  educational.  While 
I  was  at  Emmett,  I  learned  a  few  little  practices 
that  they  use  in  truck  gardening:  in  pruning  our 
tomatoes,  applying  certain  types  of  protection 
from  frost,  etc.   We  put  the  crop  in  early  and 
were  able  to  harvest  ripe  tomatoes  in  August, 
which  wasn't  normally  the  case.   Ronald  had 
spent  a  lot  of  time  with  me  as  I  worked  the 
garden  over,  planted  the  plants,  etc.   He  was  a 
good  companion.   He  was  at  an  age  where  he 
began  to  understand  how  to  do  things.   He  was  a 
good  conversationalist  and  an  alert  little  boy  that 
any  parent  would  have  been  proud  to  have  had. 

We  were  looking  for  a  place  where  we  could 
acquire  a  little  land  and  do  some  tilings.   We 
wanted  to  acquire  some  livestock  and  eventually 
to  even  farm.   There  were  a  lot  of  farms  for  sale 
at  that  time.   John  Lee  had  offered  to  loan  us 
enough  tor  a  down  payment  if  we  could  find  a 
suitable  place.    We  looked  around  for  about  a 
year,  trying  to  find  a  place.    Ultimately,  we 
found  sixty  acres  we  could  buy.    It  had  a  little 
two-room  house  on  it  and  no  well.   We  moved 
on  it  and  hoped  to  eventually  get  other  things  to 
go  with  it.   We  were  very  happy  to  be  on  a  farm 
and  to  get  ownership.   We  hired  a  little  help  and 
rented  some  things  out. 

We  had  a  good  crop  and  things  went  well  the 
first  year.   There  was  a  question  on  the  title  of 
the  land.   It  was  part  of  a  240-acre  farm  that  had 
been  owned  by  a  sheep  man.   He  was  out  on  the 
range  with  his  sheep  most  of  the  time  and  he  got 
behind  on  his  taxes.   The  real  estate  man  and  a 
lawyer  in  Idaho  Falls  got  together  and  convinced 
him  that  he  was  going  to  lose  his  farm  because 
he  was  behind  on  his  taxes.   He  gave  his  farm  to 
them  for  a  series  of  notes  in  what  he  thought  was 
a  desperation  sale.   They  did  not  have  a  clear 
title  to  this  when  we  bought  the  sixty  acres,  even 
though  they  promised  us  they  would.   We  did  not 
want  to  go  any  farther.   We  had  paid  $500  down 
as  a  purchase  agreement  and  then  farmed  it 
during  the  year.   When  it  became  obvious  that 
they  couldn't  give  us  a  clear  title,  the  money  just 
went  as  rent  on  the  place. 

Then  we  looked  around  for  another  place 
and  found  84  acres  that  had  been  foreclosed  on 
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by  the  Federal  Land  Bank.   It  was  sad  to  sec  the 
famil)  leave    They  had  been  there  tor  a  long 
time     ITie  depression  was  still  on.   We  were 
able  to  buy  it  tor  $500  down.    It  only  cost  us 
$6,500  total.    It  was  quite  rough  and  had  a  canal 
going  through  it.    It  had  a  five-room  log  house 
on  it,  without  plumbing,  an  old  barn,  potato 
cellar,  shop  and  granary.    It  was  a  starting  place. 
As  I  look  back  over  the  years  and  think  of  all  the 
forms  we  could  have  bought  that  had  the  other 
things  on  them,  I  realized  that  my  Scotch 
instincts  had  not  turned  a  good  dividend  when  we 
bought  mis  little  run  down  place,  even  for  that 
little  of  money.   We  could  have  gone  into  debt  a 
little  deeper  and  bought  a  place  ready  to  u.o,  but 
that  is  what  we  learn  from  experience.   While  we 
were  on  the  sixty-acre  place,  we  were  able  to 
acquire  some  livestock  and  set  up  pens,  build  a 
hog  house,  etc. 

In  connection  with  Ronald's  death,  we  were 
very  sad  and  a  little  confused.   We  wondered 
about  damages  and  one  thing  and  another,  about 
going  to  a  lawyer  and  getting  all  we  could  out  of 
it.  Instead,  we  talked  to  the  lawyer  of  the  beer 
company  mat  owned  the  truck.   The  driver  was  a 
nice  fellow  who  had  command  of  all  his  faculties 
at  the  time  of  the  accident.   It  was  just  the 
condition  of  the  road,  the  weather  and  everything 
combined  that  caused  it.   We  agreed  to  a 
settlement.   They  would  pay  for  Ronald's  funeral 
expenses  and  give  us  $1 ,500  in  addition.   With 
the  $1 ,500,  we  decided  to  buy  livestock  to  get  a 
start  on  our  own. 

Down  through  the  years,  in  our  family 
prayers,  we  prayed  that  we  would  be  able  to  find 
a  farm.  When  Ronald  would  pray,  he  always 
prayed  that  daddy  could  find  a  farm  that  we 
could  have  a  home  on  and  do  things  together  on. 
We  felt  that  this  was  Ronald's  contribution  to 
meeting  our  goal. 

We  went  ahead  and  used  a  little  of  that 
money  to  buy  a  bred  gilt  from  Lauxmont  Farms 
in  Lancaster,  Pa.   She  had  been  one  of  the  top 
gilts  at  the  Pennsylvania  Farm  Show  just  prior  to 
that.  About  this  same  time,  I  bought  a  cow  from 
Ivan  Warchow.  At  one  time,  she  had  held  the 
state  production  record.   She  was  now  an  older 
:ow.  We  had  to  milk  her  in  a  dish  pan.   He 
wouldn't  milk  her  with  his  milking  machine  so 
ie  sold  her  to  us.  Later,  when  we  moved  to  the 
arm  that  we  bought,  he  came  to  me  one  day  and 


said,  "I  have  more  cows  than  I  know  what  to  do 
with.    If  you  would  like  some  of  them,  come  and 
take  your  pick  at  $150  a  head  and  pay  me  by  the 
month."  We  bought  four  of  her  daughters,  so  the 
five  of  them  made  the  foundation  of  our  Holstein 
herd. 

Another  fellow  came  to  me  who  was  an 
undertaker  in  Idaho  Falls.  He  was  a  business 
man  who  teamed  up  with  a  rancher  in  Blackfoot. 
They  had  bought  a  flock  of  registered  sheep. 
Most  of  them  had  come  out  of  Canada.   The 
rancher,  Mr.  Pugmire,  had  a  bad  accident  that 
had  caved  in  his  head  so  he  was  unable  to  carry 
on  his  ranching  activities.   They  had  tried  to  rent 
the  sheep  out  and  still  maintain  ownership,  but 
there  wasn't  the  management  available  to  make  it 
successful  for  them.   They  wondered  if  I  would 
be  interested  in  buying  the  sheep.   I  could  have 
them  for  $  1 25  down  and  one-fourth  of  the  sale  of 
the  rams  each  year  until  they  were  paid  for. 
There  were  ninety  head  of  ewes  and  lambs  and  a 
300-pound  ram  that  came  from  Canada.   His 
parentage  was  from  England.   I  accepted  their 
deal. 

Along  with  the  Duroc  hogs,  these  sheep  and 
the  cows,  everything  we  had  was  purebred.   All 
were  from  outstanding  breeding  stock.   One  of 
the  problems  was  that  when  I  would  go  to  the 
bank  to  borrow  money,  they  would  say,  "You 
have  a  nice  setup  here,  but  you  don't  have 
enough  primary  security."  (The  ownership  was 
with  other  people  and  I  didn't  have  very  much  in 
it  at  this  time.) 

I  needed  some  help  to  run  the  farm.  We  had 
a  hired  single  man  on  the  sixty-acre  place.  He 
stayed  for  awhile  and  then  we  hired  another  man 
who  stayed  for  several  months.  When  we  moved 
to  the  other  place,  we  needed  to  hire  another 
fellow.  We  couldn't  live  in  the  house  when  we 
first  moved  there  and  I  didn't  have  a  home  for  a 
hired  man,  either.   I  found  a  man,  John  Biens, 
who  was  a  refugee  from  the  dust  bowl  of 
Oklahoma.   His  wife  had  been  active  in  4-H  and 
was  a  really  good  cook  and  a  good  housekeeper. 
They  had  two  children,  Johnny  and  Karen. 

We  found  a  building  that  had  been  used  for  a 
dance  hall.   It  had  a  good  floor,  plywood 
paneling  walls  and  a  canvas  roof  over  it.  We 
moved  it  from  west  of  Idaho  Falls  to  our  place. 
We  paid  $250  for  it.  We  partitioned  it  off;  they 
lived  in  one  side  and  we  lived  in  the  other. 
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There  was  no  well  on  the  place,  but  we  arranged 
to  hook  onto  the  pipeline  of  the  restaurant  across 
the  highway,  the  "Chicken  Inn." 

We  dug  a  trench  by  hand  from  the 
restaurant,  under  the  highway,  to  our  house  and 
the  old  barn.   They  charged  us  about  $2  a  month. 
I  felt  we  were  very  lucky  to  get  that  kind  of 
cooperation.  The  owner  of  the  place  did  most  of 
the  digging  himself.   He  owed  us  some  money  or 
something,  so  it  was  feasible  for  him  to  do  this. 

I  taught  at  Ucon  for  two  years  before  we 
bought  mis  farm.  For  two  more  years,  I 
continued  to  teach  and  to  operate  the  farm.   Our 
hired  man  was  very  good  with  the  cows.  I  was 
out  late  at  night  a  lot  with  meetings  and  such. 
He  would  come  along  about  four  or  five  o'clock 
in  the  morning  and  tap  on  the  window  and  say, 
"Mr.  Murdoch."  That  was  the  signal  that  if  I 
wanted  to  come  out  and  help  him  I  could  and  if  I 
didn't  want  to,  it  was  okay.  I  didn't  help  him  too 
many  times. 

These  cows  finally  got  into  production  and 
things  were  going  well.   Once  in  awhile,  we 
were  the  leader  in  the  Upper  Snake  River  Valley 
Dairy  Testing  Association.  The  sheep  and  the 
hogs  prospered.  We  had  good  sales  and  were 
even  able  to  ship  out-of-state  to  other  breeders. 

We  started  to  go  to  the  Idaho  Ram  Sale  at 
Pocatello  and  Filer,  the  main  sale.  Ultimately, 
we  became  involved  in  the  National  Ram  Sale  in 
Salt  Lake  City.  We  were  in  good  competition 
and  we  had  quality  stock  that  enabled  us  to  do 
this.   It  took  a  lot  of  time  on  the  road  for  the 
sales. 

After  teaching  four  years  at  Ucon,  I  resigned 
to  work  full  time  on  the  farm.   I  will  always 
treasure  the  experiences  I  had  at  Ucon.   I  had 
some  outstanding  students  there.  The  fourth  year 
I  was  there,  I  had  six  State  Farmers,  the  most 
from  any  one  chapter  in  the  state.  Some  of  them 
are  still  around.   Seth  Jenkins  was  one  of  the 
strong  ones.  He  later  owned  the  Idaho  Falls 
Medical  Mart.   Merrill  Stucki  was  the  chapter 
president  for  two  years.   He  later  became  an  Ag 
teacher  and  was  involved  in  a  stake  presidency. 
He  is  now  involved  as  a  field  man  and  analyst  for 
First  Security  Bank.  Jack  Hamilton  is  a  strong 
beef  man  and  farmer  north  of  Idaho  Falls.   Don 
Jensen  was  one  of  the  most  faithful  students  I  had 
and  got  established  with  Spotted  Poland  China 
hogs.   Another  student  who  was  successful  was 


Rigby  Stake  President,  Max  Groom.   They  were 
not  only  outstanding  students,  but  were  good 
leaders  as  well.   Another  was  Stake  President 
Eldon  Ward. 

I  hated  quitting  teaching.   That  represented 
eight  years  of  my  life.  As  I  see  how  well  some 
of  these  students  developed  as  great  businessmen 
and  leaders,  it  makes  me  proud  to  have  been  part 
of  their  lives.   At  Midway,  in  one  class  I  had: 
Ivan  Ashment,  Ronald  Ball,  Gail  Clement  and 
others  who  developed  into  millionaire  operators. 
Others  were  Jim  Ellsworth  and  George 
Ellsworth.   At  one  time  there  were  five  students 
I  had  taught  at  Midway,  Emmett  and  Ucon  who 
were  in  the  State  Legislature.  I  had  the 
opportunity  to  teach  some  good  people. 

As  we  developed  our  farming  operation  at 
Ucon,  it  was  necessary  to  hire  people  to  help  us. 
Before  we  hired  John  Biens,  we  put  an  ad  in  the 
paper  and  received  73  applications.  We  paid 
about  $40  a  month,  which  was  the  common  wage 
at  that  time.  I  interviewed  as  fast  as  I  could  for 
two  days.  I  preferred  Gib  Davies,  an  unmarried 
young  man  who  had  come  experienced  with 
livestock.  I  was  afraid  that  in  his  unmarried 
state,  he  wouldn't  stay  with  the  job  very  long. 
So  we  hired  our  second  choice,  John  Biens  and 
paid  him  $60  a  month.   He  was  worth  it  all.  He 
stayed  with  us  all  summer.  When  the  rains  and 
cold  weather  came  in  the  fall,  the  tent  house 
wasn't  adequate.   He  was  able  to  rent  a  farm 
with  a  home  on  it,  so  he  left.  We  had  moved  out 
of  the  tent  house  into  the  farmhouse.   At  that 
point,  we  went  back  to  see  if  Gib  Davies  was 
available.  He  was  and  he  was  married.  We 
moved  out  of  two  of  our  rooms  and  gave  them  to 
him.  He  lived  in  the  back  and  we  lived  in  the 
front  of  our  five-room  log  house.   That  was  in 
1940. 

Gib  was  an  active,  good  worker  and  easy  to 
get  along  with.   Our  program  prospered  with 
him.  That  summer,  I  went  to  Ft.  Collins  for  six 
weeks.  The  livestock  were  in  good  hands  while  I 
was  gone.  We  were  expecting  Tom.   I  planned 
to  be  home  before  his  birth.  We  drove  all  night 
to  make  it  and  arrived  home  about  6:00  A.M. 
However,  he  arrived  about  4:00  on  July  6.  We 
were  grateful  for  this  fine  boy.   In  less  than  a 
week,  I  had  to  go  to  Moscow  with  some  Future 
Farmers  for  the  state  conference  and  state 
judging  contest.  Several  of  our  chapter's 
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members  went  and  were  made  State  Farmers  at 
that  time.  Most  of  the  summer  was  gone  by  the 
time  I  got  back. 

We  enjoyed  it  on  our  first  real  farm.  Things 
were  kind  of  crude  in  a  way.  We  made  portable 
hog  houses  that  could  be  moved  around.   People 
came  to  view  them  and  saw  how  convenient  they 
were  and  how  we  handled  our  livestock.   As 
time  went  on,  we  settled  into  the  community  and 
different  livestock  activities.   It  was  at  this  time 
that  I  became  president  of  these  organizations  I 
mentioned  before. 

Some  of  the  sheep  people  and  businessmen 
in  Idaho  Falls  thought  there  should  be  a  sheep 
sale  to  dispose  of  our  surplus  breeding  stock. 
W.  L.  Shaddack,  a  real  estate  man  who  had  a  lot 
of  land  out  in  the  Osgood  area,  was  one  of  the 
promoters.  Elkington  ,  a  successful  sheep  man, 
was  another.  There  were  others.  We  had  a 
meeting  or  two  and  I  became  the  secretary  of  the 
organization.  We  didn't  do  anything  the  first 
year.   The  next  year  I  became  the  president  of 
the  Idaho  Sheep  Breeders  Association  and  we 
inaugurated  our  first  sale. 

The  first  year  it  was  held  at  the  auction  yard. 
Later,  we  decided  that  because  of  disease  and 
other  reasons,  we  should  hold  it  apart  from  the 
commercial  stock.  The  second  year,  we  held  it 
at  Tauphaus  Park  in  a  building  that  was  used  as  a 
roller  skating  rink  in  the  summertime.   It  had  a 
hardwood  floor.   In  order  for  us  to  use  it  for  the 
sale,  we  had  to  haul  sand  in  to  cover  the  floor. 
After  the  sale,  we  would  have  to  haul  out  the 
sand,  straw  and  manure,  polish  up  the  floor  and 
make  it  ready  for  roller  skating  again. 

I  was  president  of  this  association  for  five 
years.  The  last  four,  the  sale  was  held  at 
Tauphaus  Park.  The  sale  consisted  of  bred  ewes 
and  rams.   We  received  some  criticism  from 
other  ram  sales  for  including  bred  ewes  but  it 
started  to  draw  in  people  from  out-of-state  and 
became  a  good  source  of  foundation  stock  for 
sheep  breeders.   As  it  grew,  we  had  more  buyers 
and  more  sheep  and  it  brought  in  breeders  from 
all  over  the  state. 

It  was  a  lot  of  responsibility  to  be  both  sales 
manager  and  president  of  this  association.   It  did 
prosper.  We  had  some  good  directors  that 
helped  out  a  lot.  Simultaneous  to  this,  I  was  also 
president  of  the  Idaho  Swine  Producers 
Association  for  two  years. 


These  things  brought  some  complications 
into  my  own  personal  life.   After  I  resigned  from 
teaching  on  June  30,  1941,  the  farmers  and 
students  that  I  had  been  associated  with  for  four 
years  still  considered  me  as  their  advisor, 
counselor  and  teacher.  They  came  to  me  for 
advice  all  during  this  time.   It  occupied  quite  a 
bit  of  my  time  without  me  being  on  salary.   In 
giving  this  much  time  to  the  public,  it  took  much 
time  from  my  own  farm,  but  due  to  my  makeup, 
I  had  a  desire  to  help  people,  so  I  did.  When 
these  other  responsibilities  came  on,  none  of 
them  were  salaried  jobs. 

John  Lee,  my  father-in-law,  used  to  razz  me 
about  the  fact  that  all  the  jobs  he  had  were  as 
president  of  this  canal  company,  secretary  of  that 
canal  company,  etc.   He  was  involved  in  several 
companies  that  fed  out  of  the  Big  Feeder  canal. 
He  said,  "You  ought  to  be  smart  like  I  am.  They 
pay  me  to  do  all  this  and  you  do  it  for  free!"  I 
agreed  with  him,  but  didn't  have  the  ability  to 
change  anything. 

He  also  used  to  razz  me  about  my  children. 
We  would  be  at  a  sheep  meeting  somewhere  or 
some  other  conference  and  meet  with  his  friends 
to  whom  he  would  introduce  me.   He  would  say, 
"This  guy  has  all  of  his  livestock  registered,  but 
his  kids  are  just  grade."  We  would  get  a  little 
laugh  out  of  that.   Every  once  in  awhile,  he 
would  remind  me  of  that. 

It  was  during  this  period  of  time  that  our 
daughter,  Ann,  was  born.   She  was  born  on 
Christmas  Eve.  When  Winona  told  me  she  was 
going  into  labor,  she  indicated  that  the  baby 
could  come  anytime.   I  was  doing  the  chores  at 
the  time  and  had  my  chore  clothes  on.  Our  car 
wasn't  working  very  good  and  so  the  man  from 
across  the  road  took  us  in.   I  went  into  the 
hospital  in  my  chore  clothes  and  after  Winona 
got  settled,  I  went  into  a  room  to  change.  When 
I  got  back  to  Winona,  Ann  was  born.   We  were 
very  pleased  to  have  a  Christmas  baby. 
However,  Ann  always  felt  disadvantaged  because 
she  was  born  just  before  Christmas  and  was 
oftentimes  shortchanged  on  her  birthday.   Ann 
was  born  on  December  24,  1941. 

Ruth  came  along  about  3  1/2  years  later. 
We  had  anticipated  her  birth.   Winona  spent 
hours  in  the  hospital  and  nothing  happened. 
Along  about  4-5  p.m.  in  the  afternoon,  she 
suggested  that  I  go  out  to  get  a  bite.   I  hadn't 
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eaten  all  day.   This  was  May  7,  1945,  the  same 
day  that  "Victory  over  Europe"  was  declared. 
The  whole  country  was  celebrating  and  all  of  the 
stores  were  closed.  When  I  couldn't  find  any 
open,  I  returned  to  the  hospital.   By  then,  Ruth 
was  born.   I  guess  I  wasn't  a  very  persistent 
father.  It  was  certainly  a  day  to  remember. 

With  the  intrusion  of  my  time,  it  was 
difficult  for  me  to  keep  up  on  my  farm  work 
without  having  a  hired  man.   I  began  to  look  for 
other  opportunities  to  capitalize  on  my  service  to 
the  public  and  yet  not  deter  from  my  income. 
During  the  summer  of  1945,  Ivan  Warchow,  the 
fellow  we  bought  the  cows  from,  brought  a 
fellow  to  our  place  who  was  named  McCulloch, 
He  was  the  state  manager  for  the  Moorman  Mfg. 
Co.  It  was  a  company  based  in  Quincey,  Illinois 
that  produced  livestock  feed.   It  was  concentrated 
feed  that  the  farmers  would  mix  with  his  own 
grain,  so  he  wouldn't  have  to  haul  it  back  and 
forth  to  the  mill  to  get  it  mixed.   They  were 
interested  in  having  me  represent  their  company. 
Since  the  war  had  ended  and  people  were  shifting 
around  from  job  to  job,  there  were  lots  of  people 
available  and  it  was  a  period  of  expansion  for 
lots  of  companies.  This  was  an  old  well- 
established  company  that  had  been  going  strong 
in  the  Midwest  and  in  California  and  they  saw  an 
opportunity  into  other  states  that  had  not  had  that 
service  before.  It  sounded  interesting.   I  used 
some  of  the  feed  and  found  it  to  be  very 
satisfactory. 

The  process  that  would  be  involved  in  going 
with  them  would  be  to  become  a  salesman  and 
call  on  the  farmers,  from  door  to  door,  display 
the  samples  and  suggest  a  formula  they  could  use 
that  would  enable  their  feeding  program  to  be 
improved.  That  was  down  my  line  of  experience 
of  teaching  and  feeding  and  producing  quality 
livestock.  I  was  not  ready  to  go  with  them,  but  it 
was  interesting.   During  the  summer,  I  would 
visit  with  this  fellow  from  time  to  time  as  he 
came  by  to  convince  me  mat  there  was  a  future 
for  me  with  this  company. 

Finally  I  felt  that  the  possibilities  that  were 
promised  me  there  might  be  worth  our 
consideration.   This  was  based  on  the  fact  of  my 
experience  and  ability  to  work  with  the  public. 
There  would  be  a  good  future  for  me  with  the 
company.   In  a  year  or  two,  I  could  move  up  to 
be  a  state  manager.   The  basic  salary  they  would 


offer  me  to  start  with  was  $320  month,  out  of 
which  I  would  pay  my  own  expenses.  It  looked 
like  a  good  salary.  The  state  manager  at  that 
time  was  getting  $1 ,000  a  month  plus  an  override 
on  the  sales. 

I  decided  that  I  could  improve  our  lot  by 
going  with  this  company,  but  it  would  mean 
some  changes  in  our  lifestyle,  operation,  etc.  It 
would  mean  renting  our  farm  to  our  neighbor, 
selling  down  some  of  our  stock  and  disposing  of 
some  of  our  cows  because  of  the  regular  care 
they  required.  I  would  be  on  the  road  quite  a  bit 
which  would  mean  that  the  family  would  do  the 
chores  while  I  was  gone.   They  were  getting  big 
enough  now  that  they  could  accept  responsibility. 
Helen  was  nine,  Dallas  eight  and  Tom  was  five. 
Winona  was  always  good  to  keep  track  of  details 
as  far  as  the  livestock  was  concerned  when  I  was 
not  there. 

I  proceeded  to  put  my  affairs  in  order  and  by 
October  of  1945, 1  was  ready  to  go  to  work  for 
them.   At  first,  we  worked  with  our  neighbors 
and  friends,  but  eventually  expanded  the  territory 
to  outside  Bonneville  County.   The  basis  for 
payment  at  the  beginning  was  strictly 
commission.   The  $320  I  mentioned  earlier 
applied  when  you  became  a  manager.  As  I 
gained  more  experience  and  the  orders  got  a  little 
bigger,  it  turned  out  to  be  satisfactory.  If  it 
hadn't,  I  would  not  have  stayed  with  them.  I 
was  able  to  accept  this  work  readily.   It  was  a 
good  product.  We  convinced  the  farmers  that  it 
was  and  they  began  to  look  forward  to  it  as  a 
service.   Our  main  competitors,  of  course,  were 
the  Purina  and  Pillsbury  dealers.  They  mixed  it 
at  the  plants,  so  the  farmers  had  to  bring  their 
feed  in  or  buy  it  from  them.  With  our  product, 
it  was  mixed  on  the  farm.  We  were  able  to 
make  progress  in  developing  customers.  As  time 
went  on,  I  felt  it  was  a  good  move. 

Some  of  our  sales  and  training  meetings 
were  in  Pocatello.  I  became  acquainted  with  the 
new  people  coming  into  the  business.  They  were 
opening  up  all  of  Idaho.   One  of  the  things  that 
held  them  back  was  the  availability  of  managers 
who  could  hire  and  train  the  new  salesmen. 
They  had  a  block  system  which  they  used  back 
east,  which  they  hoped  to  establish  in  Idaho, 
where  a  dealer  would  have  a  specific  territory 
which  was  protected.   He  would  have  to  develop 
that  territory.   Eventually,  I  became  a  manager 
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of  the  Eastern  Idaho  Region.   It  extended  from 
Montana  to  Utah  and  as  far  west  as  American 
Falls. 

My  responsibilities  were  to  sell  and  to  hire, 
train  and  supervise  salesmen.  To  acquire 
salesmen,  I  would  run  an  ad  in  the  local  paper 
and  set  a  time  for  people  to  make  applications.   It 
would  usually  be  at  a  hotel  in  town.   I  would 
interview  the  applicants  and  send  the  applications 
into  the  company  for  approval.  When  they  were 
approved,  I  would  contract  with  the  individual 
and  start  his  training  program.  As  I  trained 
them,  I  sold  with  mem.   This  was  an  interesting 
process.   I  had  lots  of  applicants.   Some  did 
well,  some  didn't. 

As  time  went  on,  certain  salesmen  were 
profitable  to  the  company  and  some  weren't. 
There  was  some  turnover  in  spite  of  the  fact  that 
we  tried  to  screen  mem  out  in  the  beginning. 
The  business  gradually  built  up.   The  procedure 
was  to  take  orders  from  the  farmers  and  send 
them  into  Pocatello.   Garrett  Freight  Lines  would 
deliver  from  a  warehouse  in  Pocatello.  The 
farmer  could  pick  it  up  himself,  if  he  wanted  to. 
As  time  went  on,  I  had  good  people  who  could 
work  on  their  own.   The  company  would  then 
pick  some  of  them  off  and  turn  them  into  district 
managers.   Three  of  my  men  went  that  direction. 
That  was  an  honor  and  a  handicap.  I  didn't 
receive  anything  from  their  work  when  they 
became  managers.  We  held  our  state  meetings 
in  Boise  two  or  three  times  a  year.  Sometimes,  I 
was  asked  to  conduct  part  of  the  sales  sessions. 
The  men  seemed  to  respect  me  and  the 
background  I  had. 

Due  to  wartime  restrictions  that  were  still  in 
place,  it  was  difficult  to  get  tires.  We  still 
received  gas  from  gas  stamps.   It  was  impossible 
to  buy  a  new  car  due  to  the  lack  of 
manufacturing.   Because  of  the  expense  of 
travel,  it  was  necessary  for  me  to  stay  over  night 
three  or  four  times  a  week  when  I  was  on  the 
road.  The  family  missed  me.   It  was  not  exactly 
to  my  liking,  but  was  part  of  my  job.   I  could  see 
the  effect  of  mis  on  the  family  as  the  boys  were 
growing  up  and  needed  someone  to  guide  them. 
I  also  began  to  see  a  wavering  of  the  ability  of 
the  state  manager  to  keep  the  promises  he  made 
to  me  in  the  beginning  to  become  a  state 
manager.   His  own  job  would  be  in  jeopardy. 
He  probably  lacked  the  authority  to  do  the  things 


he  had  promised.   All  these  things  combined 
made  me  wonder  if  this  was  the  best  future  for 
my  family. 

We  began  to  look  around  for  more 
opportunities  where  we  could  still  stay  in  farming 
and  get  back  to  our  original  goals  of  having  a 
family-operated  farm  on  which  our  family  could 
be  together  all  the  time.   Also,  about  this  time, 
we  had  negotiated  with  the  loan  company  to 
increase  the  loan  on  our  farm  so  we  could  have 
some  leveling  done  on  the  place.  When  we 
bought  it,  it  was  run  down.   It  had  a  canal  and  a 
creek  running  through  it  and  it  was  difficult  to 
water.  I  convinced  the  canal  company  to  dig  one 
straight  ditch  diagonally  through  our  farm.  We 
would  hire  a  land  leveler  to  fill  in  one  of  the 
creeks  that  would  not  longer  be  needed.  It  would 
add  several  more  acres  to  our  farm  and  make  the 
rest  of  it  easier  to  irrigate.   The  canal  company 
and  the  loan  company  bom  agreed  to  do  mis. 
Work  proceeded. 

We  also  asked  the  dragline  company  to  dig 
out  a  basement  on  the  corner  so,  in  the  future, 
we  could  build  a  home  there.   When  the  work 
was  all  done  and  we  presented  the  bill  to  the  loan 
company,  they  refused  to  pay  because  of  this 
basement  that  was  dug.   They  said  it  would  make 
them  liable  to  go  ahead  and  build  a  home.  This 
left  us  without  the  funds  to  pay  for  the  leveling. 

One  alternative  was  to  sell  the  livestock,  but 
that  would  have  left  us  without  an  income. 
Another  one  was  to  sell  the  farm  and  make  a 
new  start.   I  could  have  gone  back  into  teaching 
but  I  still  wanted  to  be  a  farmer.  With  the 
success  we  had  received  with  the  sales  and 
shows,  we  wanted  to  stay  in  that  line  of  work. 

Incidently,  we  had  been  going  to  the  fairs 
with  our  livestock.  We  had  success  there.   It 
was  good  advertising  and  helped  us  to  broaden 
our  market.   We  showed  regularly  at  the  Eastern 
Idaho  State  Fair,  We  also  showed  at  the  Boise 
State  Fair  one  year. 

We  showed  at  the  Utah  State  Fair.   While  we 
were  mere,  a  heavy  thunderstorm  came  along 
and  did  a  lot  of  damage.   The  man  who  was  to 
judge  the  hogs  was  unable  to  come,  so  the  fair 
manager  drafted  me  to  judge  several  breeds.   We 
had  some  strong  Idaho  breeders  competing  there. 
They  came  up  against  strong  competition  from 
the  Utah  breeders.   There  was  a  lady  who  had  an 
older  sow.   When  I  made  that  sow  the  Grand 
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Champion  over  the  slick  young  champion  of  the 
Idaho  State  Fair,  the  Idaho  breeders  registered 
their  ire.   We  were  still  friends,  but  they 
protested  and  I  stuck  with  my  decision.   That  is 
what  you  do  when  you  recognize  quality  in 
livestock  and  I  stuck  to  my  guns. 

Two  of  the  people  I  met  there  were  Rulon 
Montgomery  and  his  wife.   They  later  moved  to 
Idaho  and  we  were  close  friends  for  many  years. 
He  used  to  buy  my  lambs  year  after  year.  He 
has  also  been  a  very  faithful  temple  worker. 

As  we  tried  to  get  out  of  our  situation  with 
the  land  leveler,  we  tried  to  sell  our  farm.  We 
advertised  it  and  had  people  looking  at  it.  It  had 
been  improved  with  the  leveling  so  it  was  worth 
more.  We  hadn't  improved  the  house  or  the  old 
frame  barn.  We  had  a  buyer  from  Rigby  who 
was  interested.  We  started  out  at  $18,000.   He 
kept  jewing  us  down  to  $14,000.  We  went  into  a 
lawyer's  office  to  draw  up  a  sell  agreement.   He 
had  irritated  me  because  of  his  continued  attack 
on  our  price  and  belittling  us.   However,  we  had 
located  a  place  in  Montana  to  buy,  so  we  were 
anxious  to  sell. 

He  made  one  more  request  in  the  lawyer's 
office  that  we  guarantee  him  the  use  of  the  water 
from  the  Willow  Creek  Inn  across  the  road.  We 
had  hooked  onto  their  well  and  dug  a  trench  to 
our  place  and  it  worked  out  very  well  for  us. 
Because  of  his  irritability,  I  didn't  think  he  would 
get  along  very  well  with  those  people  so  I  told 
him  that  I  could  not  guarantee  that  he  could 
continue  to  get  the  water,  with  his  personality. 
We  argued  for  a  little  bit.   I  told  him  this  was  the 
end  and  I  walked  out.   The  lawyer  said,  "It 
appears  that  there  is  not  a  meeting  of  the  minds 
here."  He  later  became  a  judge  in  Idaho  Falls, 
Judge  Martin. 

Earlier,  we  had  seen  in  the  paper  a  place  at 
Lima,  Montana,  for  sale,  all  in  crop.   We  looked 
at  it  and  it  was  very  interesting  to  us.   It  would 
serve  our  livestock  operation  very  well  and 
would  give  us  a  chance  to  expand  a  little.   The 
price  was  $20,000.  We  offered  them  $19,000. 
They  would  take  $5,000  down.   You  can  see  that 
we  could  hardly  make  it  with  the  offer  of  the 
man  from  Rigby.   A  little  later,  Pete  Jensen 
came  to  us  with  his  son-in-law  who  was 
interested  in  buying  a  farm.   I  had  asked  Pete 
earlier  for  advice  on  selling  our  farm,  so  he 
knew  our  asking  price  was  $18,000.   His  son-in- 


law  was  able  to  pay  that  and  was  able  to  pay 
cash.  This  sale  enabled  us  to  pay  off  all  our 
indebtedness  at  Ucon  and  make  the  down 
payment  on  the  Lima  place.  We  also  were  able 
to  buy  their  horses,  cattle  and  a  hay  stacker 
called  a  "Farmhand."  We  had  sold  off  nearly  all 
our  equipment  when  I  had  gone  with  Moormans. 

We  moved  into  a  four-room  log  house.  It 
wasn't  much  of  an  improvement  over  the  log 
house  that  we  had.  It  was  a  long,  long  journey. 
It  meant  several  trips.  We  hired  trucks  to  move 
our  livestock.  We  took  possession  in  late  March. 
It  was  two  miles  north  and  two  miles  west  of 
Lima,  all  out  by  itself.   Our  nearest  neighbor 
was  about  a  mile  away.   The  Centennial 
Mountains  were  south  of  us.   There  were  gradual 
rolling  foothills  between  our  place  and  those 
mountains.  The  mountains  on  the  west  of  us 
were  also  a  continuation  of  those  mountains. 
The  meadow  that  we  had  bought  was  fairly  easy 
to  irrigate.  It  was  reasonably  well  fenced  for  our 
livestock. 

Finally,  we  were  settled  there  in  reasonable 
comfort.   It  was  quite  a  change  for  the  children 
in  the  schools.  We  enjoyed  it  there.  We  bought 
a  Ford  Ferguson  tractor  from  Irwin  Harrop.  We 
added  several  pieces  of  equipment  to  it  to  make  it 
easy  to  do  the  work  on  the  farm.  We  had  some 
land  in  grain.   Most  of  it  was  in  alfalfa  and 
pasture.  We  had  more  land  than  we  needed  for 
our  livestock  so  we  took  in  cattle  to  pasture  to 
utilize  some  of  it.  The  rest  of  it,  we  cut  for  hay. 
We  kept  our  Idaho  contacts  and  were  able  to 
continue  our  access  to  sales  and  the  fair.  We 
continued  to  show  there.  We  also  participated  in 
the  Montana  State  Fair  at  Bozeman  and  showed 
gilts  there. 

While  we  lived  in  Ucon,  we  attended  the 
ward  there.   I  taught  the  teenagers  in  Sunday 
School.   Because  of  my  sales  work  and  being 
gone  off  and  on  with  livestock,  my  regularity  at 
church  had  something  to  be  desired.   The  family 
participated  as  much  as  possible.   In  the  late 
summer  of  1947,  I  was  set  apart  by  S.  Dil worth 
Young  as  a  Seventy,  with  the  expectation  that  I 
would  be  a  stake  missionary.   I  had  a  very  good 
companion  who  was  very  dedicated  to  the 
gospel.   His  name  was  Rasmussen.   I  was  not 
able  to  meet  all  the  appointments  we  wanted  to 
have,  because  I  was  away  with  sales  work,  so  I 
wasn't  exactly  happy  with  my  missionary  work. 
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This  was  ended  when  we  moved  to  Lima. 

Before  moving  there,  we  investigated  and 
found  that  there  was  a  small  branch  that  had  been 
abandoned  during  the  war.   It  had  been  a  thriving 
branch.  The  people  who  presided  over  it  were 
railroad  workers.  When  the  war  came  on,  their 
work  schedules  were  so  hectic  that  they  had 
limited  time  for  church  attendance.   It  came 
down  to  where  the  chapel  had  actually  been  put 
up  for  sale  to  close  out  the  activity  of  the  church 
mere.   There  were  no  takers  because  there 
wasn't  that  much  spiritual  activity  in  the 
community.   There  was  a  Catholic  Church  and  a 
Community  Church.   The  branch  was 
functioning  as  best  it  could  when  we  arrived. 

The  first  day  we  went,  we  didn't  know  what 
time  it  started.   Our  clock  had  been  broken  in  the 
move,  so  we  didn't  even  know  what  time  it  was. 
We  went  by  the  sun  and  by  when  the  chores 
were  done.  As  we  sat  in  the  car  before  we  went 
in,  we  had  a  little  family  conference.  I  told  the 
family  that  I  knew  that  I  hadn't  been  very  active, 
but  now  we  were  going  to  start  over.  We  would 
all  be  active  and  do  what  ever  was  required  of  us 
in  that  small  branch.   With  that  thought  in  mind, 
we  opened  the  door  and  went  in,  just  as  they 
were  separating  for  classes  in  Sunday  School. 
There  was  quite  a  stir  as  they  welcomed  us.  The 
people  were  very  warm  and  friendly.   The 
postmistress  was  the  Sunday  School  president. 
Her  counselors  were  two  other  sisters. 

The  Presiding  Elder  was  a  missionary  from 
Dillon.  He  and  his  companion  would  take  the 
bus  to  Lima  every  Saturday  in  order  to  conduct 
church  on  Sunday.   His  name  was  Elder  Simper. 
We  loved  him  and  had  him  and  his  companion 
out  to  dinner  once  in  awhile.   They  always 
stayed  overnight  with  the  Stosich  family  and  his 
companion  always  made  a  batch  of  bread  for  the 
family.   Mrs.  Stosich  worked  at  the  family 
garage  and  service  station.   Elder  Simper  was 
later  replaced  by  Elder  Anderson. 

So  we  went  to  the  Lima  Branch.   There  were 
a  few  women  and  children  and  Elder  Simper  and 
his  companion.   The  missionaries  had  come  in 
there  after  the  war  and  had  reactivated  the 
branch  through  the  Relief  Society  and  the 
Primary.   When  the  missionaries  weren't  there 
on  some  Sundays,  they  had  not  been  able  to 
administer  the  Sacrament  because  there  were  no 
priesthood  holders  attending.   The  sisters  there 


conducted  the  Sunday  School,  the  Relief  Society 
and  the  Primary  the  very  best  that  they  could. 
When  we  arrived,  we  were  very  welcome.   I  had 
active  priesthood  power  that  could  help  them 
with  the  branch. 

We  were  there  regularly  every  Sunday.  If 
there  weren't  some  other  priesthood,  I  could 
bless  the  Sacrament  and  help  out.   In  just  a  few 
weeks,  I  was  made  Branch  President.  There  was 
never  a  Branch  President  who  came  in  with 
fewer  qualifications  than  I  had.   I  was  forty  years 
old.  I  had  no  church  administration  experience. 
I  didn't  have  a  handbook.  I  made  it  with  the  help 
of  the  Relief  Society  sisters.   After  awhile,  I  got 
a  couple  of  counselors  approved. 

With  that  responsibility,  it  seemed  that  the 
family  responded  well.  It  seemed  like  the 
activities  in  the  branch  depended  on  our  family 
being  there  to  make  them  go.   Eventually,  some 
of  the  inactive  members  began  to  come. 
Fortunately,  there  were  other  newcomers  who 
moved  into  the  community  as  we  had.  Some 
were  from  Utah  and  other  places.  The  branch 
grew.  We  introduced  Mutual.   Thomas  Brower, 
the  station  agent  at  Monida,  and  his  wife  came 
into  the  branch.  They  were  good  leaders  and 
took  over  the  MIA  activities. 

The  other  move-ins  made  it  easier  to  staff 
the  organizations.  This  was  an  important 
blessing  in  the  branch.   It  grew  from  75 
members  to  150.   Lima  was  a  division  point  in 
the  railroad.   Employees  moved  in  and  out. 
Only  two  of  the  new  members  were  railroad 
people.   Most  of  the  move-ins  were  ranchers. 

At  Lima,  our  children  learned  some  very 
important  principles  as  far  as  the  Church  was 
concerned.   Many  times,  there  was  only  our 
family  and  maybe  the  Rushes  and  Marlers  and 
one  or  two  other  families,  that  would  be  there. 
It  was  important  that  when  we  had  a  church 
activity  that  we  were  all  there.  Our  dedication 
was  tested  different  ways. 

One  of  those  was  Sunday  movies.  They 
were  on  a  circuit.  The  movie  showed  at  Spencer 
one  night,  Lima  another  and  somewhere  else 
another  night.   It  was  Lima's  misfortune  to  have 
the  only  movie  of  the  week  shown  on  Sunday  at 
8:00,  during  Sacrament  Meeting.   It  put  quite  a 
strain  on  our  youth,  as  to  where  they  ought  to  be. 
Many  of  them  would  leave  church  early  to  go  to 
the  movie.   Frequently,  they  would  invite  our 
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children  to  go  with  them  and  I  always  told  them 
"no".   Eventually,  they  quit  asking.   It  was 
always  a  sorrow  to  us  as  we  would  see  the  youth 
get  up  and  leave  the  meeting  early.   Our  kids 
never  did.   Ultimately,  the  movie  people  changed 
the  time  and  moved  it  to  another  night.   It  was  a 
great  help  to  us. 

As  the  branch  became  more  developed  and 
there  was  more  leadership  available,  we  had 
many  activities  that  tied  us  together.   Lima  was 
fifty  miles  from  Dillon  and  100  miles  from 
Butte.  We  were  in  the  Northwestern  States 
Mission  with  headquarters  in  Portland.   It  was 
later  divided  and  the  headquarters  was  moved  to 
Billings.  We  were  then  in  the  North  Central 
States  Mission.  We  went  to  Butte  to  District 
Conference.  It  was  always  exciting  for  us.  We 
usually  had  the  mission  president  and  general 
authorities  there.   It  was  my  first  exposure  to 
general  authorities.   We  loved  District 
Conference.   One  time,  our  Young  Women  were 
asked  to  sing.  We  had  a  huge  (maybe  twelve) 
number  of  girls  there  who  sang  "The  Holy  City" 
at  the  morning  session.   It  was  a  big 
breakthrough  for  our  branch  to  have  so  many 
participate. 

On  the  24th  of  July,  we  would  hold  an 
outdoor  service.  The  first  one  we  held  was  at 
the  East  Fork  of  Little  Sheep  Creek  at  a 
campground.   Nearly  the  entire  branch  showed 
up.  We  had  a  very  lovely  church  service  and  a 
24th  of  July  picnic  afterwards.   In  later  years, 
this  event  was  celebrated  as  an  annual  event  in 
the  out-of-doors. 

We  had  a  three-act  play  put  on  by  the  youth. 
The  whole  town  turned  out  to  see  it  at  the  high 
school .   One  of  the  most  interesting  thing  we  did 
was  to  hold  a  Gold  and  Green  Ball.  It  really 
opened  the  eyes  of  the  town.  There  had  never 
been  such  an  event.  It  was  held  in  the  high 
school  gym.   It  was  decorated  nicely.   The  whole 
town  was  invited  and  church  standards  were 
upheld,  even  though  in  the  town  there  were  a 
lack  of  standards  of  any  kind.   All  the  school 
dances  were  attended  by  the  whole  community 
and  were  occasionally  drunken  brawls.  We  had 
the  first  floor  show  in  Lima.   It  was  participated 
in  by  a  large  number  of  youth.  The  community 
was  pleasantly  surprised  that  such  a  wonderful 
time  could  be  had  without  alcohol  and  tobacco. 
It  certainly  did  win  their  respect. 


The  nearest  baptismal  font  was  the  Red  Rock 
River.  The  first  summer  we  were  there,  Tom 
and  several  other  children  were  baptized  in  the 
river.  We  did  this  early  one  evening  and  had  a 
testimony  meeting  and  picnic  afterwards.  Each 
year  we  did  it  like  this  and  it  was  well  accepted 
by  the  branch. 

The  boys  and  Helen  were  big  enough  to  take 
an  active  part  in  the  farming.   By  this  time,  we 
had  Helen  (12),  Dallas  (11),  Tom  (8),  Ann  (6) 
and  Ruth  (3).  Lima  was  over  a  mile  high.  We 
soon  discovered  that  some  of  the  crops  we  were 
used  to  were  not  climatized  to  the  Lima  altitude. 
The  crops  were  primarily  feed  grains,  hay  and 
pasture.  When  we  tried  to  put  in  a  garden,  we 
discovered  that  only  the  short  season  varieties 
were  adaptable  there.  We  couldn't  grow  beans 
or  corn.   It  was  even  a  problem  to  grow  the 
grain  to  maturity  and  harvest  it  before  the 
weather  turned  bad. 

We  had  heard  a  lot  about  the  good  hunting 
and  fishing  in  Montana.   The  first  year  there  we 
tested  out  some  of  the  fishing  waters.   Red  Rock 
River  was  where  I  caught  my  first  grayling.  We 
also  fished  on  Big  Sheep  Creek.  We  had  a  creek 
that  went  through  our  place  called  Little  Sheep 
Creek.   It  had  been  cut  off  from  its  source  by  a 
couple  of  irrigation  ditches  above  our  place.  We 
later  discovered  that  at  its  source  it  was 
comprised  of  the  West  Fork,  Middle  Fork  and 
East  Fork.  These  were  small  streams  that  had  an 
abundance  of  brook  trout  in  them.   It  was  easy  to 
catch  them.  When  we  had  time  to  fish  and 
picnic,  the  kids  really  enjoyed  these  areas. 
Later,  we  came  back  to  those  places,  even  after 
we  had  moved  back  to  Idaho.   Little  Sheep 
Creek  and  "the  hike"  have  been  a  special  place 
for  family  reunions  over  the  years. 

We  anticipated  the  deer  hunt  which  began 
about  the  first  of  October.  We  tried  to  become 
familiar  with  the  hunting  rules  and  so  forth.  I 
had  never  had  a  high-powered  rifle.   Because  of 
the  war,  there  were  no  rifles  for  sale  in  the 
stores.  When  I  was  in  Dillon  once,  I  saw  a  30- 
30  rifle  for  sale  for  $60.   I  bought  it  for  deer 
hunting.   Our  hired  man,  Louis  Hadley,  was  a 
native  and  knew  quite  a  bit  about  hunting  in  the 
area. 

When  hunting  season  started,  we  got  in  the 
truck  and  headed  for  the  canyon.  Just  as  we  left 
our  ranch,  we  saw  two  does  and  two  fawns  in 
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our  neighbor's  field,  less  than  a  quarter  mile 
from  our  place.   He  wanted  to  stop  and  shoot 
them,  but  does  were  illegal.  We  needed  to  go 
for  bucks.   I  said,  "No,  we  better  stick  to  the 
rules  or  we  may  be  arrested."  The  field  we  were 
on  was  a  mile  long  with  no  fences.   As  we 
headed  east,  these  deer  paralleled  us  for  the 
whole  mile.   When  we  got  to  the  end  of  the  field, 
they  turned  back  and  we  turned  back  and 
followed  them  back  to  our  house.   Louis  kept 
wanting  to  shoot  them.   I  didn't  want  to  shoot  the 
mother  of  a  fawn,  so  we  put  temptation  aside. 

We  went  into  the  canyon  on  the  East  fork  of 
Little  Sheep  Creek.  We  passed  the  entrance  to 
an  old  mine  there  and  went  on  higher  and  higher. 
We  parked  the  truck.   It  began  to  get  a  little 
warm,  so  I  sat  in  the  shade  on  a  rock  where  I 
could  survey  the  country.  As  I  sat  there,  I  saw 
some  leaves  move  on  the  tree.  Then  I  saw  some 
deer  bedded  down  in  the  grove  of  trees  behind 
the  leaves.  It  was  within  easy  range  of  me.  I 
was  tempted  to  shoot,  but  I  was  afraid  I  might 
get  a  doe,  as  close  together  as  they  were.   As  I 
turned  around  the  other  direction  and  was 
sighting  my  gun  around  the  mountain,  to  my 
surprise,  I  had  it  leveled  right  at  the  head  of  a 
buck.   It  seemed  like  he  just  came  into  the 
picture  and  I  didn't  have  to  do  a  thing  but  shoot. 
So  I  did  and  he  jumped  into  the  air  and  rolled 
down  the  hill  a  few  yards  and  lodged  against  a 
tree.  I  got  him  cleaned  out  and  waited  for  Louie 
to  come. 

Finally,  he  came  and  hadn't  got  a  shot.   For 
all  the  rest  of  the  season,  he  went  out  every 
weekend.   He  kept  complaining  to  me  about  not 
letting  him  shoot  the  does  in  our  neighbor's  field. 
On  the  last  day  of  the  season  as  he  was  coming 
down  the  mountain  south  of  us,  just  before  dark, 
he  spooked  a  buck  and  shot  it,  so  he  got  his  deer. 

During  the  regular  season,  from  time  to 
time,  I  would  take  Dallas  with  me.   We  were  out 
shooting  in  Chute  Canyon  one  day  and  I  wanted 
him  to  get  a  deer.   I  could  see  the  deer  up  above 
and  they  were  moving  along.   I  tried  to  get  him 
to  see  them  and  he  just  couldn't  see  them.   There 
was  a  big  buck  in  the  bunch  that  stopped  at  the 
brow  of  the  hill.   I  pointed  it  out  to  him  and  he 
just  couldn't  see  it.   By  the  time  I  took  the  gun  to 
shoot,  the  deer  had  gone.   On  other  occasions  I 
would  point  out  things  to  him  that  he  just 
couldn't  see.   It  made  us  wonder.   When  he  went 


to  the  eye  doctor,  it  was  discovered  that  he  had  a 
severe  sight  deficiency.  When  he  was  fitted  with 
glasses,  he  had  no  problem  in  his  later  hunting 
activities.   He  loved  to  hunt  and  we  love  hunting 
together.  We  still  do. 

Early  in  the  fall  of  1948,  we  had  the 
opportunity  to  buy  300  head  Suffolk  ewes  from 
Dolf  Holm.  He  had  accumulated  them  as  the 
result  of  combining  some  small  flocks,  some  of 
which  were  part  of  our  own  breeding.  We  were 
able  to  buy  over  300  head  at  $30  a  head.  It 
included  all  the  lamb  crop. 

The  bank  in  Dillon  agreed  to  finance  the 
ewes  and  also  the  gilts  we  were  interested  in. 
We  bought  them  in  Idaho.   Our  intention  was  to 
sell  off  the  ram  lambs  for  breeding,  keeping 
some  of  the  ewe  lambs  and  some  of  the  mature 
ewes  for  breeding.  We  would  sell  off  some  of 
the  mature  ewes  as  bred  ewes.  It  was  our  plan 
to  advertise  them  after  the  breeding  season, 
market  them  and  repay  the  loan.   Things  went 
well.  We  had  good  pasture  and  we  bred  them  to 
good  rams. 

That  fall,  we  went  to  the  National  Ram  Sale 
in  Salt  Lake  City  with  a  pen  of  ten  rams.  We 
topped  the  sale.   It  was  $1,800.  When  we  took  it 
to  the  banker,  he  really  smiled.  There  was  other 
money  that  went  with  it,  but  he  was  really 
pleased.  "We're  used  to  $25  rams  here,"  he 
said.  "Congratulations!" 

As  we  entered  into  the  winter,  it  was  the 
winter  of 1948-49,  a  rather  historic  one.   It  came 
early.  From  December  to  late  in  February,  it 
was  one  of  the  worst  ever  and  paralyzed  the 
west.  We  found  ourselves  with  a  market  for  the 
ewes  in  Colorado,  Wyoming  and  elsewhere. 
However,  because  of  the  bad  weather,  we  were 
unable  to  move  them  by  rail  or  by  truck.  We 
found  ourselves  with  over  500  head  at  one  time. 
We  had  marketed  some  of  the  ram  lambs 
profitably  there,  but  we  still  had  the  bred  ewe 
lambs  and  ewes.  We  were  in  the  midst  of  winter 
without  sufficient  shelter  to  lamb  out  all  these 
sheep. 

We  bought  lumber  and  canvas  and  proceeded 
to  build  a  sheep  shed.   We  had  to  shovel  the 
snow  before  we  could  lay  the  cement  blocks  to 
build  the  shed  on.  We  couldn't  dig  down  for 
footings.   We  set  up  a  framework  of  lumber  and 
put  the  canvas  over  that  as  a  roof.   The  lambs 
started  coming  before  we  finished  it  and  we  put 
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the  lambs  in  other  buildings. 

It  was  very  cold.   We  had  lots  of  snow.   The 
roads  were  blocked  so  it  was  difficult  to  get  to 
school.  We  had  to  buy  hay.  It  was  difficult  to 
load  and  feed  it.   The  wind  would  blow  it  away. 
We  didn't  have  bales  then.   It  was  so  cold,  that 
one  night  I  picked  up  a  lamb  the  instant  it  was 
born  on  the  bedding  grounds  and  rushed  it  into 
the  shed.  I  had  to  go  about  100  feet.  The  ewe 
followed  me.  When  I  got  to  the  shed,  its  ears 
were  frozen.  It  was  an  outstanding  lamb,  except 
for  its  frozen  ears,  so  we  kept  her  in  the  flock 
for  several  years  and  she  produced  some  of  our 
outstanding  lambs. 

Ultimately,  we  got  them  all  lambed  out  and  it 
was  a  very  poor  lamb  crop,  primarily  due  to  the 
weather.   Some  of  them  died  from  piling  up  in  a 
shelter.   The  losses  were  high.  We  didn't  have 
the  best  help  in  the  world.  We  had 
inexperienced  help.  The  man  who  had  helped  us 
regularly  decided  to  leave  for  other  work.  We 
had  a  lot  of  challenges  that  were  unusual. 

As  Branch  President,  it  was  my  duty  to 
conduct  the  funeral  of  one  of  our  branch 
members  who  was  a  railroad  right-of-way 
supervisor.   He  worked  from  Salt  Lake  City  to 
Butte.   Some  of  his  work  was  to  survey  snow 
conditions  in  mountain  passes.   Near  Cache 
Junction,  Utah,  he  was  surveying  the  possibility 
of  a  snowslide  that  would  block  the  railroad 
trains.  While  he  was  doing  this,  an  avalanche 
came  down  and  killed  him.   He  was  brought  to 
Idaho  Falls  for  burial.   The  funeral  was  held  at 
the  Wood's  Funeral  Home.   It  was  my 
responsibility  to  go  to  Idaho  Falls  to  conduct  the 
funeral.   It  was  during  our  lambing  season. 

Several  car  loads  of  people  went  to  Idaho 
Falls  for  the  funeral.   This  was  a  very  sad 
occasion  for  this  widow  and  her  six  children. 
The  funeral  was  held  at  2:00.   It  wasn't  long.  It 
was  my  first  funeral  to  conduct  and  so  it  meant  a 
good  deal  to  me.   After  the  funeral,  I  had  a  brief 
business  call  or  two  to  make.   Our  Primary 
president  had  gone  down  with  some  other 
people,  but  also  had  some  errands  to  make,  so 
she  was  riding  back  with  me.   We  left  as  quickly 
as  possible  after  my  business  calls  and  headed 
home. 

We  had  to  go  by  way  of  Rigby  to  Roberts, 
because  the  road  from  Idaho  Falls  to  Roberts  had 
been  closed  for  weeks.   The  Lewisville  highway 


was  also  closed.   The  roads  had  been  plowed  out 
so  many  times  that  they  were  easily  blown  in 
again  and  impossible  to  travel.  We  had  come  to 
Idaho  Falls  by  way  of  Rigby  and  that  was  the 
way  we  had  to  return.   Between  Rigby  and 
Roberts,  the  road  had  been  plowed  so  many 
times  that  it  was  just  one-way  traffic,  like  going 
down  a  tunnel.  As  we  were  to  enter  the  "tunnel," 
we  could  see  some  headlights  coming  towards 
us,  so  we  waited.   They  were  coming  very 
slowly.  When  the  driver  reached  us,  he  told  us 
not  to  try  to  go  through  it.   "You  can't  make  it," 
he  said. 

We  went  back  to  Idaho  Falls  to  spend  the 
night.  The  lady  with  me  got  a  room,  but  the 
only  room  I  could  get  was  with  four  other 
people.   The  next  morning,  I  discovered  that  one 
of  my  roommates  was  an  older  neighbor  from 
Ashton!   About  3:00  pm,  they  said  the  road  was 
clear,  so  we  headed  for  Montana  again  -  through 
Rigby  and  then  west  to  Roberts.   A  mile  or  so 
north  of  Roberts,  we  came  upon  a  big  drift  that 
had  never  been  plowed.   There  was  no  way  we 
could  get  through.  We  returned  to  Roberts  and 
each  got  a  room  in  the  hotel  there.   An  hour 
later,  the  hotel  was  filled.   About  5:00  the  next 
morning,  we  could  hear  the  train  coming.  We 
hurried  and  got  on  the  train  and  slowly  made  our 
way  to  Lima.   I  walked  all  the  way  to  the  ranch 
from  the  Lima  depot.   That  was  quite  an 
experience.   Of  course,  at  home,  everyone  was 
having  quite  an  experience  too,  with  the  lambing. 
I  later  took  the  train  back  to  Roberts  and  got  the 
car. 

A  few  days  later,  we  had  some  hogs  entered 
in  a  bred-gilt  sale  in  Preston.   It  was  a  matter  of 
getting  out  and  getting  our  hogs  to  Preston.  I 
was  still  involved  in  Idaho  Swine  Producers 
activities  mere  and  we  were  trying  to  open  up  a 
new  area  of  interest  in  Preston.  We  got  to  the 
sale  and  couldn't  get  back  home  for  two  or  more 
days!   No  wonder  we  had  a  bad  lamb  crop. 

The  next  summer,  we  got  along  pretty  well. 
We  had  plenty  of  good  pasture.   The  ewes  came 
through  good.  There  weren't  many  lambs  to  sell 
though.  There  was  still  the  debt  at  the  bank.   I 
talked  to  the  banker.   I  didn't  want  to  carry  all 
that  debt.  I  suggested  to  him  that  we  have  our 
own  registered  ewe  sale  and  sell  down  on  the 
ewes  and  get  our  debt  lowered.  He  was  very 
skeptical  but  told  me  to  go  ahead.  We  would 
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advertise  nationally  and  notify  people  we  knew 
around  the  country. 

So  we  set  up  our  sale.   We  had  some 
catalogues  made  up  and  mailed  out  to  various 
breeders.  We  advertised  in  national  magazines. 
We  had  226  sheep  in  the  sale.  We  held  it  at  the 
fairgrounds  in  Blackfoot.   Some  of  our  old 
breeder  friends  from  Idaho  were  there  for  three 
or  four  days  to  help  trim  the  sheep  and  get  them 
ready  for  the  sale.  Colonel  Walters  was  the 
auctioneer. 

On  the  day  of  the  sale,  cars  and  trucks  came 
into  the  fairgrounds  by  the  dozens.   It  looked  like 
enough  activity  to  be  the  fair!  We  had  had  good 
luck  with  our  ewes  in  the  past.   They  had  placed 
high  in  the  shows  and  that  reputation  and  the 
advertising  brought  the  people  in.  We  had  a 
lamb  we  had  bought  out  of  Canada  that  was  the 
champion  in  the  Montana  Winter  Fair  and  some 
in  Idaho.  She  added  some  color  to  the  sale.  We 
had  some  blue  and  purple  ribbons  we  could 
show,  if  we  needed  to. 

The  auctioneer  couldn't  keep  up  with  the 
bids,  they  were  coming  so  fast.  He  missed  a  few 
here  and  there,  because  he  couldn't  keep  up  with 
them.   Arizona  State  University  had  a  buyer 
there.   They  paid  $300  for  that  beautiful  ewe 
from  Canada.   They  bought  some  others  along 
with  her.  These  were  foundation  stock.   A  man 
from  Wyoming  bought  another  ewe  for  $300.   It 
went  on  and  on.  When  it  was  all  over,  we  had 
the  highest  average  bid  per  ewe  ever  sold  in 
America.  At  that  time,  in  1950,  it  was  really 
something  to  be  proud  of. 

The  bank  had  a  representative  at  the  sale  to 
take  the  money.  When  I  went  to  the  bank  a  few 
days  later,  it  was  determined  that  the  sale 
brought  in  $26,000.   The  banker  really  breathed 
a  sigh  of  relief.   He  said,  "When  our  field  man 
went  down  to  the  sale,  he  expected  it  to  be  one  of 
the  sorriest  affairs  he  had  ever  seen.   He  was 
never  so  surprised  in  his  life  to  see  the  vitality 
and  the  enthusiasm  of  that  sale. 

We  didn't  have  so  many  sheep  the  next  year, 
so  we  took  in  some  cattle  to  pasture  the  north 
160  acres.   People  brought  their  cattle  in  about 
May  20  and  took  them  out  about  October  20. 
We  raised  grain  and  hay  on  the  rest  of  the  place 
so  we  had  our  own  feed. 

Things  went  along  pretty  well.   By  the  time 
we  had  been  there  that  long,  the  branch  was 


established.  We  had  the  Primary,  the  MIA,  the 
Relief  Society  and  all  the  organizations 
functioning. 

One  night,  Winona's  brothers,  Wells  and 
Web  Lee,  came  to  our  place  to  tell  us  that  John 
Lee,  Winona's  father,  had  died.  We  had  no 
phone,  so  they  drove  all  that  way  to  tell  us.  He 
died  on  May  26,  1949.   He  had  died  of  a  heart 
attack  in  a  car,  coming  home  from  some  water 
meetings  in  Boise.  They  wanted  to  know  if  we 
would  be  interested  in  moving  down  to  his  home 
and  farm.   The  schools  were  fair  at  Lima,  but 
the  non-LDS  people  didn't  have  the  same  values 
we  had  and  the  offer  was  was  tempting. 
However,  we  decided  we  didn't  want  to  move  at 
that  time.  We  thought  we  were  doing  all  right 
where  we  were.  They  were  very  considerate  of 
our  needs.  It  was  a  very  nice  home.  Winona 
had  been  born  there  and  loved  it  there.  We  told 
them  we  would  sell  the  place  if  we  moved  down. 

During  1949,  Winona  was  pregnant  with 
John.   All  went  well  until  Christmas,  when  she 
started  having  some  contractions  (about  a  month 
early).   The  morning  after  Christmas  day,  she 
started  to  hemorrhage,  so  I  quickly  took  her  to 
the  hospital  in  Idaho  Falls,  leaving  the  children 
alone  with  the  hired  man,  Jim.   I  spent  several 
hours  with  her  and  the  labor  pains  and  bleeding 
stopped.  The  doctor  said  we  should  leave  and 
come  back  later,  so  we  decided  she  would  stay 
with  her  brothers,  Wells  and  Eldred,  and  their 
families  in  Grant.  That  way,  if  she  had  any 
more  problems,  she  would  be  closer  to  the 
hospital.   I  went  back  home.   On  New  Year's 
Day,  I  took  the  kids  down  to  see  her  and  we  had 
dinner  with  Eldred.   She  seemed  to  be  doing 
okay. 

During  the  night  on  January  14,  she  started 
to  hemorrhage  again.  They  made  it  to  the 
hospital  quickly,  without  any  problems.   She 
underwent  an  emergency  C-Section  and 
delivered  John.  The  cord  was  around  his  neck 
and  nearly  strangled  him.   Had  they  not  arrived 
there  quickly,  they  may  have  both  died.   When 
they  went  home  a  few  hours  later,  there  was  a 
terrible  storm  on  and  it  took  them  four  hours  to 
get  home.   We  have  always  been  grateful  that 
they  made  it  in  ahead  the  storm  and  saved  their 
lives.   I  always  had  a  special  concern  for  them 
because  of  the  things  they  went  through. 

Winona  had  given  away  the  crib  and  all  the 
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baby  things  after  Ann  was  born.   Three-and-one- 
half  years  later,  Ruth  came  along  and  we  got 
back  in  the  business  again.   There  wasn't  going 
to  be  any  more  so  we  gave  away  all  the  baby 
things  again.  I  made  a  real  nice  crib  for  John.   I 
don't  think  he  ever  slept  in  it  one  night.   He 
always  finagled  it  around  to  where  he  always 
slept  with  his  mother  and  me. 

If  anyone  wants  to  compare  those  times  with 
these,  Dr.  West  charged  $250  for  that  operation. 
The  hospital  was  $75.   Mary  Lou  and  Wayne 
paid  $4,000  for  Joshua  by  Cesarean  and  Luann 
and  Ross  paid  $5,000  for  her  last  Cesarean. 
Those  were  the  good  old  days. 

In  October  of  1952,  we  decided  we  would  go 
down  and  rent  the  Lee  farm.   When  we  could 
sell  our  Montana  place,  we  would  buy  it.   It  was 
wonderful  for  Winona.  She  was  back  home. 
The  schools  and  social  conditions  were  better  for 
the  children  and  she  was  really  happy. 

We  got  into  trouble  with  the  bank.  We 
moved  our  livestock  to  Grant  to  lamb  them  out 
and  planned  to  move  them  back  to  Lima  to 
pasture  them  in  the  summer.  We  moved  them 
out  of  state  without  the  bank's  permission.   I  had 
not  thought  anything  about  it. 

In  March,  Winona  had  several  medical 
problems.   She  fell  down  the  basement  steps  and 
sprained  her  ankle.   She  also  tipped  a  catsup  can 
out  of  the  refrigerator  and  the  sharp  edge  made  a 
big  cut  in  her  leg.  While  she  was  lying  around 
recovering  from  these  two  incidents,  she  got 
sick.   After  a  few  days,  the  abdominal  pain  was 
so  bad  she  had  to  go  to  the  hospital.   We  thought 
she  had  a  tubal  pregnancy.   She  was  operated  on 
a  Monday  and  it  turned  out  to  be  a  ruptured 
appendix.  She  was  recovering  and  on  about 
Friday  she  developed  a  blood  clot  in  the  lungs 
and  she  became  very,  very  sick.   Arnold  and 
Melba  and  I  went  into  the  hospital  on  Sunday  and 
Arnold  and  I  gave  her  a  blessing.   They  left  and 
I  stayed  with  her.   She  nodded  off  a  time  or  two 
so  we  were  not  able  to  converse  very  much.  The 
doctor  was  there  all  the  time,  checking  her 
regularly.   She  quietly  just  gradually  passed 
away  due  to  the  blood  clot.   Arrangements  were 
made  with  the  funeral  home  and,  eventually,  I 
had  to  leave  the  hospital  and  go  home. 

It  was  Sunday  evening  and  the  kids  were  at 
Sacrament  Meeting.   It  was  just  getting  over 
when  I  got  home.   I  went  to  the  church  and  told 


some  of  the  people  what  had  happened  and 
brought  the  children  home.  When  Winona  got 
sick,  my  mother  had  come  to  help  with  the 
children,  so  she  was  there.  When  we  got  home, 
I  told  the  kids  what  had  happened.   It  was 
certainly  a  shock  to  them.   At  that  point,  we  all 
knelt  in  a  circle  and  we  thanked  the  Lord  for  the 
privilege  of  having  her  with  us  up  to  this  point. 
We  were  grateful  for  the  love  we  had  shared. 
We  prayed  that  we  would  honor  her  values  and 
that  we  would  have  the  strength  to  go  forward  in 
life.   Mother  stayed  until  about  a  week  after  the 
funeral  and  then  she  had  to  go  home.  Her  health 
wasn't  real  good. 

We  took  care  of  each  other  for  quite  awhile. 
Out  second  mother  now  was  Helen.  She  was  in 
high  school  and  was  a  wonderful  mother  and  was 
responsible  with  the  kids.   They  all  looked  up  to 
her  and  worked  with  her.  The  next  year,  she 
went  to  Ricks  College  and  the  nursing  program, 
so  she  was  only  home  on  weekends.  She  wanted 
to  get  a  part-time  job  in  Rexburg  to  help  pay  her 
way  to  college,  but  I  told  her  that  if  she  would 
come  home  every  weekend  and  give  us  some 
help  and  give  us  a  fresh  start  for  the  next  week,  I 
would  gladly  pay  her  expenses,  so  that  is  what 
she  did.   We  certainly  looked  forward  to  the 
times  she  could  be  home  and  help  with  the 
rearing  of  our  family  the  next  weekend. 

John  always  liked  to  be  with  me.   Even  when 
he  was  a  little  baby,  he  used  to  like  to  tag  along. 
After  his  mother  died,  he  wanted  to  be  with  me 
constantly.   All  the  kids  were  in  school,  so  John 
was  my  constant  companion,  in  the  pickup  or 
where  ever.   He  was  a  strong  child  and  always 
had  his  own  mind.   He  was  teachable,  but  he 
always  had  his  own  ideas.  It  was  a  pleasure  to 
be  with  him  and  we  were  really  good  buddies. 

Fortunately,  he  had  some  good  aunts  who 
would  look  after  him  when  I  couldn't  take  him 
with  me.   Aunt  Maida  and  Aunt  Ornealo  tended 
him.  Aunt  Melba  made  bread  for  us  once  a 
week  during  the  school  year.  Helen  made  it  on 
Saturdays.   Aunt  Maida  did  the  wash  for  us 
every  Tuesday  during  the  school  year. 

We  were  living  at  Grant.   We  still  had  the 
ranch  at  Lima.  We  had  the  livestock  that  we 
needed  a  place  for.  We  hauled  the  equipment 
and  the  livestock  back  and  forth  to  Lima  every 
fall  and  spring.   We  farmed  the  Grant  place. 
Eldred  and  Wells  anticipated  using  our  boys  to 
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help  on  their  farms.  They  always  helped  each 
other  and  we  were  just  supposed  to  fit  into  the 
plan.   However,  because  we  still  had  the  Lima 
place,  our  boys  spent  a  good  deal  of  time  there  in 
the  summer  looking  after  it  and  the  stock.   That 
was  disturbing  to  our  relationship  with  the 
uncles. 

The  boy's  friends  in  Grant  would  do  about 
anything  to  go  to  Lima  with  them.   Dallas  and 
Tom  were  up  there  all  by  themselves  while  I  ran 
the  Grant  place.  They  were  very  responsible  and 
did  a  good  job  and  enjoyed  it.   They  got  in  some 
fishing  and  it  was  a  nice  diversion  for  them  from 
the  little  farm  down  in  the  valley. 

About  a  year  after  Winona  died,  Vernon 
Johnson,  a  real  estate  man  in  Idaho  Falls  that  I 
had  known  for  a  long  time,  called  me  up  one  day 
and  asked  me  if  he  would  be  imposing  if  he 
asked  me  if  I  would  be  interested  in 
corresponding  with  a  fine  lady.   She  was  a 
Danish  immigrant.   She  had  never  been  married 
and  was  a  convert  to  the  Church.  She  was  a 
housekeeper  in  the  mission  home  in  Billings, 
Montana.  At  one  time,  she  had  lived  in  Idaho 
Falls  and  had  helped  Brother  Johnson's  sister 
during  a  troubled  time  when  her  husband  was 
sick  and  then  died.   Brother  Johnson  had  been 
her  bishop  when  she  lived  there. 

I  don't  remember  which  one  of  us  wrote 
first.  I  received  a  letter  in  very  painstaking 
English.  From  the  wording  of  it,  you  could  tell 
it  was  hard  for  her  to  write  it.  We  corresponded 
for  awhile.   Finally,  she  decided  to  return  to 
Idaho  Falls  to  work.  She  lived  with  a  single 
Danish  friend,  Maren,  who  was  a  receptionist  at 
Dr.  Rees'  office.   I  met  her  at  her  at  her 
apartment.   It  was  a  shock  to  both  of  us.   She 
was  a  plump  little  pretty  lady.   I  was  a  big  man! 
I  resembled  Maren's  brother  and,  for  a  few 
moments,  there  was  a  case  of  mistaken  identity. 
We  visited  for  a  little  while.  We  stayed  in 
contact.  She  asked  me  to  be  part  of  some 
sealings  she  was  doing  for  her  family. 

A  little  later  on,  she  had  gall  bladder  surgery 
in  October.   I  visited  her  in  the  hospital.   I  gave 
her  a  book  and  didn't  know  that  she  didn't  know 
English.   I  was  busy  farming  and  keeping  track 
of  our  place  in  Montana.   She  let  me  know  that  I 
was  qualified  for  her  needs.   I  wasn't  sure  how 
my  family  could  be  better  served  than  we  already 
were. 


There  were  some  other  ladies  who  were 
interested  in  building  a  relationship  with  me, 
more  so  than  I  was  interested  in  mem.  Vicky 
Peterson  was  a  widow  from  Montana.   I  was 
asked  in  various  ways  to  be  of  assistance  to  her. 
She  visited  in  our  home  at  the  time  of  Helen's 
high  school  graduation.   I  visited  with  her  in  her 
home  in  Utah  and  met  her  mother  and  her 
brother  who  was  in  the  legislature  there.  I  saw 
her  a  few  times  later.  I  had  respect  for  her,  but  I 
had  problems  with  her  family.   She  had  a 
wayward  brother  who  had  two  or  three  children 
and  was  divorced.  Vicky's  first  husband  had 
remarried  and  had  some  children.  There  was 
some  trouble  between  her  brother  and  him,  who 
still  wanted  to  renew  a  relationship  with  her.  I 
very  gently  withdrew. 

Art  Sylvester's  former  wife  thought  a  great 
deal  of  me.  We  had  been  friends  through  the 
years  with  both  her  and  Art.   She  told  me  of  her 
problems  after  their  separation  and  asked  for 
advice.  I  tried  to  encourage  her  to  work  with 
her  problems.   They  finally  divorced  and  she  had 
a  need  for  someone  she  could  trust.  She  was  a 
teacher.  I  went  with  her  to  a  teacher's  meeting 
in  Salt  Lake  City.   Some  other  teachers  went 
with  us.  We  never  got  personal,  but  I  could  tell 
she  needed  a  friend.   As  time  went  on,  I  didn't 
want  to  get  mixed  up  with  her  children.   I  didn't 
want  to  get  mixed  up  with  Vicky  and  her 
children  and  her  problems. 

As  I  sorted  out  all  the  facts,  here  was  a 
Danish  woman  who  had  never  married,  who  had 
given  up  a  lot  to  come  to  America  to  find  the 
values  she  wanted  in  life.  She  needed  to  do 
temple  work  for  her  family.  She  needed 
someone  to  care  for  her  and  support  her.  She 
would  be  a  good  mother  to  the  kids.   I  knew 
there  would  be  problems  with  a  new  boss  in  the 
home  and  the  kids  getting  used  to  it. 

So  we  invited  Agnes  to  Thanksgiving  dinner 
and  to  Christmas  dinner.   We  knew  each  other 
for  about  one-and-one-half  years.  We  decided  to 
get  married.  She  was  ready  long  before  1  was. 
It  was  a  very  forthright  courtship.   She  was 
getting  restless.   She  had  talked  to  her  bishop 
about  going  on  a  mission  and  he  was  about  to  call 
her  to  do  so.   She  got  her  engagement  ring  in  a 
little  gift  box  under  the  Christmas  tree.  There 
was  a  note  that  we  had  to  get  married  before 
lambing  season.   That  really  bothered  Maren  and 
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some  of  the  others. 

We  were  married  on  January  6,  1956. 
We've  been  married  41  years.   She  has  been 
trying  to  perfect  me  all  those  years  and  still  has  a 
ways  to  go.  We  were  married  on  a  beautiful 
sunshiny  day  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  We 
went  to  Salt  Lake  for  our  honeymoon.  We 
stayed  with  Agnes' s  friends,  Tony  and  Nels 
Knudsen,  who  had  also  emigrated  from  Europe. 

While  we  were  at  Grant,  on  November  15, 
1956,  Mary  Lou  was  born.   Agnes  was  so  proud 
that  she  had  a  baby.   A  day  or  so  after  she  was 
born,  I  had  to  leave  to  go  to  the  Ogden  Livestock 
Show.  I  was  exhibiting  there  and  I  was  a 
director  of  the  American  Suffolk  Sheep  Society. 
It  was  their  annual  meeting  so  I  didn't  exactly 
run  out  on  her.  I  was  there  when  the  baby  was 
born,  which  was  better  than  some  of  the  others. 

After  we  were  married,  Winona's  brothers 
decided  not  to  sell  the  place  to  us.  By  now,  we 
had  sold  the  place  at  Lima.  We  looked  for  a 
place  we  could  buy.  We  found  a  place  at 
Roberts.  They  wanted  $72,500.   There  were 
three  people  involved  to  which  they  owed 
money.  It  wasn't  in  real  good  shape.  We 
backed  off.   Finally,  the  real  estate  man  said  that 
we  could  buy  it  for  $37,000  and  made  the  terms 
quite  easy.  We  were  caught  up  on  all  our  debts 
and  could  afford  it.  We  bought  the  place  and  did 
some  leveling  on  it. 

We  always  hoped  the  potatoes  would  give  us 
a  bonanza  so  we  could  get  some  roots  down  on 
the  financing  as  we  went  on.  We  messed  around 
with  potatoes,  but  didn't  really  have  the 
equipment.  We  made  some  improvements  on  the 
place.  We  pumped  out  of  the  river  into  the 
canal.   The  pumps  were  already  there. 

Where  we  really  got  in  trouble  was  with  a 
man  that  did  some  leveling  for  us.  He  offered  to 
do  the  work  and  we  were  to  pay  him  out  of  the 
crops.   It  amounted  to  about  $1 ,800.  We  owed 
him  $200  for  some  work  he  had  done  for  us 
before.  He  came  to  us  for  that  money  and  I 
didn't  have  all  of  it.   When  he  did  the  work,  he 
agreed  that  we  didn't  have  to  come  up  with  all 
the  money  at  once,  but  pay  as  we  could.   He 
went  to  a  lawyer  and  filed  suit  against  us.   It  was 
a  verbal  agreement.   The  suit  indicated  that  he 
could  have  the  farm  if  we  didn't  pay  him.  We 
already  had  other  mortgages  on  the  farm.   We 
had  paid  out  one  of  the  three  mortgage  holders 


and  only  still  owed  Prestgard  and  the  Federal 
Land  Bank. 

We  had  gone  in  debt  to  the  Menan  Co-op  for 
fertilizer  and  spray,  etc.,  for  the  season.  We 
paid  it  off  as  the  income  came  in.  I  went  to  Paul 
Holm  and  told  him  that  this  guy  had  filed  suit.  I 
told  him  what  the  other  obligations  were  and 
asked  him  if  he  would  be  interested  in  a  second 
mortgage  or  whatever  it  took  to  help  us  out.   It 
was  for  about  $3500  or  a  little  more.  When  the 
mortgage  was  made  out  it  lumped  together  the 
Menan  Co-op  and  Paul  Holm.  He  was  a  director 
on  the  co-op,  so  here  was  the  two  of  them  all  in 
together.  But,  anyway,  he  loaned  me  the  money 
to  pay  off  the  leveler. 

On  May  14,  1959,  Luann  was  born.   She 
was  very  welcome.  We  were  hard  up,  but  we 
had  some  good  experiences.  We  were  just  as 
poor  then  as  we  were  when  the  older  kids  were 
growing  up. 

We  tried  to  sell  the  farm.  We  thought  we 
had  a  deal  with  a  real  estate  guy  in  Utah.  He 
had  a  motel  in  Provo  for  sale.   He  had  equity  in 
it.  We  looked  at  it.  He  had  some  people  looking 
at  the  farm.  He  agreed  to  a  deal,  but  we  didn't 
have  anything  on  paper.  We  had  already 
advertised  our  equipment  for  sale.  We  would 
come  out  with  a  pretty  fair  equity  in  the  farm. 
The  kids  would  go  to  BYU  and  we  would  be  set. 
When  it  came  time  for  the  closure,  they  couldn't 
come  up  with  the  money.   In  negotiations,  we 
came  down  $10,000.   They  still  couldn't  come 
up  with  it.  By  now,  we  had  already  sold  our 
equipment.   There  we  were  without  any 
equipment  and  a  farm  with  nothing  to  farm  with 
and  no  motel.   This  was  in  1962. 

Since  we  had  no  equipment,  we  rented  the 
farm  to  Ross  Lake  that  last  year.  There  was  the 
loan  to  Paul  Holm  and  the  Co-op  to  deal  with, 
too.  As  we  sold  our  hay  and  livestock,  we  kept 
paying  money  to  Paul.   At  the  end  of  the  year, 
they  filed  a  foreclosure  on  us.  We  only  owed 
them  $1 ,800.   In  the  meantime,  we  had  other 
sales  agreements  on  the  farm.   A  dairy  farmer  in 
Firth  signed  an  agreement  for  $67,000.   He 
stalled  and  stalled.   He  could  sell  his.   He  just 
wouldn't  come  through.   The  foreclosure  date 
came.  There  wasn't  time  to  find  other  buyers. 
The  real  estate  man  in  Shelley  who  was  handling 
it  said  that  he  had  a  new  apartment  in  Shelley 
and  he  would  trade  equities  and  we  could  have 
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that  apartment.   That  wasn't  very  big  equity,  but 
it  was  better  than  nothing.   That  is  what  we  did. 
We  didn't  talk  price,  but  it  had  a  $23,000 
mortgage.  We  figured  we  got  about  a  $7,000 
equity  in  it.  Compared  to  the  $67,500  we 
expected  for  the  farm,  it  wasn't  much.  That's 
how  we  got  into  Shelley. 

Here  I  was,  a  man  55  years  old.   The  year 
before  I  had  sent  out  many  letters  of  application 
for  a  job  in  a  variety  of  things.  I  received  nice 
letters  back,  but  no  job.   That  was  when  I  went 
into  insurance.  We  had  to  leave  the  farm  about 
April  1. 

We  were  out  in  the  street  with  three  kids  and 
a  flock  of  sheep  and  still  had  some  bills.  We 
rented  a  house  out  in  Woodville  for  $75  a  month. 
It  had  corrals  for  the  sheep,  too.  We  were 
down,  but  not  out.  We  pastured  our  sheep  down 
in  Firth  during  the  summer. 

I  received  a  letter  from  Sugar  City, 
wondering  if  I  would  take  the  job  as  Ag  teacher 
there.  We  moved  to  Sugar  City  and  later  to  the 
Jack  Sommer  place  in  Hibbard  while  they  were 
on  their  mission  in  Germany. 

The  Sugar  City  experience  was  good  in  a 
way.   Contracts  for  the  next  year  were  usually 
given  out  in  the  spring  of  the  year.   Near  the  end 
of  my  first  year  there,  I  didn't  get  my  new 
contract  to  sign.   I  wondered  about  it.   My 
contract  for  the  previous  year  went  until  July  1 . 
As  time  went  on,  I  never  saw  the  new  contract. 
It  got  near  to  fall.   One  day,  I  got  the  janitor  to 
let  me  in  the  principal's  office  so  I  could  get  the 
list  of  eighth  grade  students  that  I  should  be 
visiting  before  school  started.  There  on  his  desk 
was  my  contract.   They  wanted  to  reduce  my 
contract,  cutting  me  down  to  eleven  months  of 
work  and  taking  a  salary  cut.  I  told  them  not  to 
renew  it.   I  would  resign.  So  I  went  through  the 
year  and  resigned.   I  laid  out  one  year  and  sold 
insurance.  I  still  had  the  sheep. 

When  Sommers  came  home,  we  moved  to 
Annis,  taking  our  sheep  with  us.  While  we  were 
there,  we  sold  the  sheep  and  paid  off  most  of  our 
debts.  Then  we  rented  a  house  in  Rigby.   We 
spent  a  few  years  homeless,  even  though  we  had 
die  apartment.   It  was  too  small  for  our  family. 
When  John  graduated  and  went  to  Ricks  and  we 
only  had  the  two  girls,  we  moved  into  one  of  the 
apartments. 

Occasionally,  I  would  substitute  teach  at 


Idaho  Falls.  When  a  vacancy  came  up  at  a 
junior  high,  they  wanted  to  know  if  I  would  take 
it.  It  was  out  of  my  field.   They  said  it  didn't 
matter.  With  my  experience  in  farm  shop,  it  put 
me  ahead  of  the  kids  in  the  class!  I  had  an 
opportunity  to  go  to  the  new  Skyline  High  School 
and  open  a  new  department.   It  was  already 
established  at  the  junior  high  and  it  was  the  same 
money  so  I  went  there.   For  nine  months  I  would 
be  getting  more  money  than  I  got  for  eleven 
months  at  Sugar  City.   No  projects  to  visit,  no 
fairs  to  prepare  for,  no  contests  to  fuss  around 
with  -  just  pure  teaching  of  some  of  the  orneriest 
kids  that  ever  lived! 

I  enjoyed  it  there.  They  always  dumped  the 
worst  kids  in  the  Industrial  Arts  classes,  but  I 
enjoyed  them.   I  used  the  paddle.   About  the  last 
year,  at  one  of  the  district  meetings  where  we 
were  discussing  some  of  our  problems,  the 
superintendent  said,  "Of  course,  none  of  our 
teachers  would  ever  use  a  paddle!"  I'll  bet  I  had 
half  a  dozen  paddles  stolen  by  the  kids.  They 
made  me  paddles,  real  fancy  ones.  I  used  them 
once  in  a  while. 

One  kid  came  from  South  America.   His 
parents  worked  at  the  Atomic  Energy  Complex. 
He  was  undisciplined.  He  kept  aggravating 
others  and  butting  in  and  disturbing  every  day.  I 
had  talks  with  him  to  try  to  get  him  to  settle 
down.   I  always  warned  the  kids  before  I  used 
the  paddle.  One  day,  I  said,  "Okay,  no  more." 
He  said,  "No  more  what?"  I  said,  "Just  this."  I 
took  him  by  his  head  and  held  him  down  and 
gave  it  to  him  about  half  a  dozen  times.  He  went 
back  to  his  seat  and  I  never  had  any  more  trouble 
from  him.   He  was  the  toughest  one  in  the  class 
and  the  kids  knew  it.   I  never  had  any  more 
trouble  with  him  except  he  said,  "I'm  going  to 
tell  my  dad  on  you.   My  dad  will  have  you 
tonight. "    I  said,  "I'll  be  the  first  to  talk  with 
him."  That  was  it.   In  that  particular  class,  he 
had  his  day  and  I  had  mine.  There  were  other 
kids  who  had  problems,  but  his  was  the  highlight 
of  the  disruptions. 

I  need  to  mention  Blake  Hall.   He  and  his 
little  brother,  Brad,  were  some  of  my  prize 
students.  They  knew  what  they  wanted  and  went 
after  it  and  were  good  examples  to  the  other 
kids.   I  had  another  kid  that  was  about  as  bad  as 
the  first  one.   His  mother  was  divorced.   I 
couldn't  get  him  to  do  anything.   I  talked  to  his 
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mother.  She  said,  "Well,  we  are  both  trying." 

When  Huntsmans  recently  built  their  new 
store  over  here,  I  would  drop  by  once  a  week  or 
so  to  see  how  things  were  coming.   I  introduced 
myself  to  the  workmen  one  day  as  the  local 
"snoopervisor."  They  asked  me  if  I  would  like  to 
meet  their  supervisor.   I  said  I  would,  so  they 
took  me  over  and  introduced  me  to  him.   He 
said,  "You  don't  remember  me,  do  you?"  He 
gave  me  his  name  and  he  was  this  ornery  kid.  I 
learned  something  there.   I'm  glad  I'm  not  the 
last  judge  of  these  kids  that  I  taught. 

When  I  got  back  into  teaching  and  had  a 
stable  salary,  I  kept  up  on  some  of  the  insurance 
work.  We  paid  a  full  tithing  and  have  done  ever 
since.  During  our  Ucon  and  Lima  years,  I  had 
trouble  with  timing.   There  were  too  many 
people  reaching  out  for  what  I  had.   One  time, 
when  I  went  to  the  banker  in  Dillon  and  we  still 
owed  him  money,  I  told  him  I  needed  $500  for 
tithing.   "Tithing!   You  owe  this  much  money 
and  you  want  to  borrow  more  money  to  pay 
tithing?"  I  said,  "It's  our  philosophy  that  the 
Lord's  share  comes  first."  He  said,  "You 
Mormons",  and  gave  me  the  money!  Anyway, 
when  I  wasn't  paying  a  full  timing,  it  always 
bothered  me. 

As  hard  up  as  we  were,  Agnes  always  paid  a 
full  tithing  on  the  money  she  earned.   My  mother 
always  paid  tithing,  no  matter  how  little  it  was.  I 
was  taught  the  principle  of  timing,  but  I  wasn't 
strong  enough  to  observe  it.  Some  of  the 
financial  travail  that  we  had  throughout  the 
years,  I  think  was  teaching  me  the  principle  of  a 
full  tithing.   I  have  observed  it,  every  since  I  got 
back  into  teaching.  When  I  retired,  we  still  had 
a  stable  income.  Tithing  is  no  problem.  It's  as 
easy  as  paying  the  light  bill,  etc. 

We've  been  richly  blessed.  I'm  proud  of  my 
family.  I  know  that  each  of  them  are  proud  of 
theirs  and  I'm  proud  of  them,  too.   I  know  that  I 
haven't  been  an  exemplary  father  and 
grandfather,  but  I  sure  have  an  exemplary 
family. 

Things  have  become  better  since  we  retired. 
I  can  tell  you  some  more.  There  have  been 
people  we  have  owed  that  forgot  all  about  being 
paid.  A  trucker,  who  hauled  our  sheep  from 
Grant  to  Lima,  was  paid  $20  when  he  billed  me. 
He  billed  me  and  billed  me  and  I  didn't  have  the 
money.   Fifteen  years  later,  I  sent  him  a  check 


with  interest.  I  bought  feed  from  Meyers  Feed 
at  Sugar  City.   A  few  years  later  I  took  them  a 
check.  He  said,  "I  didn't  remember  you  owed 
anything."  There  were  some  others  that  years 
later  I  paid.  We  could  have  gone  bankrupt  and 
had  plenty  of  justification  for  it  when  we  were  at 
Roberts,  but  we  didn't.  When  we  owed  all  those 
bills,  for  fertilizer,  equipment,  lumber,  etc.,  it 
didn't  seem  to  be  a  problem.  That  was  the 
farming  way. 

When  things  were  getting  kind  of  tight,  I 
wanted  to  do  what  was  right  and  went  to  Harold 
Lee,  a  lawyer  who  was  a  cousin  of  Winona's, 
for  advice  and  comfort.   He  said,  "I  can  take 
care  of  mat.  You  turn  the  money  over  to  me  and 
I'll  work  out  a  payment  schedule  for  your 
creditors."  I  did  that.   I  turned  several  thousand 
dollars  over  to  him.   He  never  did  account  for  it. 
People  kept  sending  me  bills.  Some  of  mem  got 
paid,  but  there  was  $500  mat  was  never 
accounted  for.   I  went  to  him  when  we  were  at 
Roberts  and  had  a  pump  problem.  I  talked  to  his 
secretary  and  asked  her  to  account  for  some  of 
the  checks  I  had  turned  over  to  him.  She  did  and 
the  $500  had  gone  to  him  for  his  services.  He 
paid  himself  first.  He  was  my  college  friend  and 
my  buddy.   He  was  well  paid. 

I  have  a  clear  conscious  concerning  the 
people  we  owed.   I'm  revealing  a  lot  of  secrets 
here.   At  Roberts,  we  raised  seed  wheat.  We 
could  make  more  money  than  just  selling  it  on 
the  market.  On  our  last  year  there,  we  had  a 
loan  on  the  wheat  in  the  granary.  We  would  sell 
the  seed  and  pay  off  the  loan.   The  next  to  the 
last  year,  we  had  the  biggest  loan  with  the  FHA 
that  they  had  ever  had  in  the  county,  $15,000. 
We  sold  part  of  the  ewes  to  Oklahoma  and  had 
some  other  sales,  etc.  We  paid  FHA  completely 
out  and  on  time.  We  wanted  money  the  next 
year  to  finance  our  operation.  We  had  been  with 
them  for  several  years.   The  next  year,  they 
wouldn't  loan  us  a  dime. 

After  selling  the  sheep  and  having  only  one 
profession  to  take  care  of,  we  enjoyed  the  years 
at  Clair  E.  Gale  Junior  High.   I  taught  there  for 
six  years.   My  classes  were  always  full,  about 
120  kids.  Some  of  the  satisfaction  I  have  from 
those  classes  now  is  mat  some  of  those  kids  come 
up  to  me  now  and  say  "hello."  They  may  have  a 
beard  and  be  hard  to  recognize,  but  I  always 
enjoy  meeting  them.  Sometimes  they  say,  "I  still 
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have  that  project  I  made  in  junior  high.   The  wife 
threatens  to  throw  it  out,  but  it  is  still  there!" 

When  I  returned  to  teaching  at  Sugar  City,  I 
took  three  correspondence  courses  from  the 
University  of  Idaho  to  update  my  teaching 
certificate.   When  I  started  teaching  industrial 
arts  at  Idaho  Falls,  I  took  some  classes  at  Ricks 
in  woodworking  and  wood  finishing  and  drafting. 
They  were  very  helpful  to  me  in  my  industrial 
arts  classes.   It  was  almost  like  a  new  world  as 
far  as  teaching  was  concerned.   I  enjoyed  this 
new  subject  matter.  As  I  became  more 
experienced,  I  had  a  better  grip  on  the  work.   I 
had  a  good  relationship  with  the  administration 
and  most  parents.   Sometimes  a  parent  would 
come  in  and  we  would  have  a  little  trouble.  We 
would  get  it  all  thrashed  out. 

One  of  the  worst  experiences  I  had  as  far  as 
parent  child  relationships,  was  the  son  of  a  girl 
who  used  to  baby  sit  for  us  at  Ucon.   She  was 
now  married  and  the  mother  of  one  of  my 
students.   He  was  a  big,  husky  guy  and  seemed 
interested.   Each  student  learned  how  to  print 
letters,  then  draw,  then  work  with  hand  tools 
and,  finally,  work  with  machine  tools.  This  boy 
had  finished  all  his  requirements  and  was  ready 
to  do  his  major  project.   He  came  to  me  with  a 
plan  to  build  a  coffin  out  of  expensive  veneered 
wood.  I  knew  that  this  family  didn't  have  mat 
kind  of  money.   He  didn't  know  that  I  knew  his 
mother.   I  contacted  her  and  explained  the 
situation  to  her.   She  indicated  that  there  was  no 
way  they  could  pay  for  that  project  and  that  he 
would  have  to  get  another  one.   From  that 
moment,  he  died  on  the  vine.   I  couldn't  get  any 
more  work  out  of  him  the  rest  of  the  year.   His 
balloon  had  burst  and  he  was  though.  I  even 
considered  paying  for  his  materials,  but  that 
would  have  been  going  against  his  mother's 
advice,  so  I  didn't,  but  I  will  never  forget  that. 

As  time  went  on,  I  felt  the  need  for  more 
expertise  in  the  field.   At  state  meetings  they 
talked  about  teaching  these  kids  production  in  a 
meaningful  way,  like  big  manufacturers.   Nine 
other  teachers  and  I  enrolled  in  a  graduate  course 
in  technical  production  that  was  taught  by  a 
professor  from  Utah  State.  We  attended  it  at 
Skyline  on  Friday  nights  and  Saturdays  for  ten 
classes.  We  studied  mass  production,  technical 
production  and  standardization  of  products,  etc. 

To  demonstrate  this,  we  had  to  choose  a 


project  that  we  would  take  through  to  various 
steps  to  marketing.  We  all  listed  several 
projects.  The  most  difficult  one  was  to 
manufacture  fireplace  bellows.  We  looked  at 
bellows  in  the  stores,  bought  a  kit  from  Tandy 
and  generally  tried  to  find  out  all  we  could  about 
the  construction  of  bellows.  We  combined  our 
ideas  and  finally  came  up  with  a  model  of  our 
own  design  and  started  to  work  on  it.  We  each 
had  our  own  assignment,  like  research  and 
development,  design,  etc.   Our  next  to  the  last 
meeting  had  to  be  on  campus  at  Utah  State.  We 
worked  all  day  Saturday  at  different  work 
stations  to  mass  produce  these  bellows.  We 
turned  out  56  of  them  that  day.   It  was  our 
responsibility  to  sell  these  bellows  to  finance  it. 
We  each  took  so  many  and  we  sold  them.  It  was 
a  profitable  enterprise.  We  made  enough  to  pay 
our  tuition  and  expenses  for  the  class! 

The  next  year,  I  decided  to  do  this  in  a  ninth- 
grade  class.  The  class  agreed  to  do  it.   Politics 
gets  into  everything  and  it  got  into  this.  We  tried 
to  decide  on  a  name  for  our  company  and  finally 
voted  on  "Gale  Bellows,  Inc."  We  incorporated, 
had  elections,  a  chairman  of  the  board, 
production  manager,  research  manager,  etc. 
Some  kids  had  two  or  three  different  jobs.  Over 
a  period  of  time  we  set  it  up. 

One  of  the  steps  was  financing.  We  created 
a  prospectus.  It  invited  people  to  buy  stock  in 
"Gale  Bellows,  Inc."  for  $1 .00  a  share.  When 
the  project  was  ended,  the  stock  would  be 
redeemed.  The  kids  were  to  get  10%  on  the 
stock  they  sold.   They  sold  to  relatives  and 
friends.   Governor  Andrus  had  a  share  of  stock. 
The  first  share  of  stock  went  to  Mayor  Pederson, 
mayor  of  Idaho  Falls.   The  newspaper  came  over 
and  took  some  pictures  and  featured  our  project 
in  a  full  page  article  in  the  Sunday  edict.  We 
needed  200  shares  and  sold  207  so  we  had  ample 
money  to  work  with.   It  was  understood  that 
when  the  project  was  finished,  the  company 
would  disincorporate  and  the  stock  would  be 
redeemed.   They  had  their  own  bank  account. 
My  name  wasn't  even  on  it. 

We  had  a  practice  run.   The  students  were 
excused  from  their  other  classes  all  day  long. 
The  other  shop  classes  were  allowed  to  file  by  to 
see  what  we  were  doing.   Other  classes  came  by 
out  of  curiosity.   The  Administration  was  behind 
us.   We  rented  an  air  compressor  from  Bob's 
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Upholstery  and  really  went  to  work.  We  didn't 
quite  finish  because  we  needed  two  air 
compressors,  but  every  station  was  right  on 
schedule,  just  like  clockwork,  right  up  to  the 
assembly  part.  From  there  on,  it  began  to  pile 
up  and  there  wasn't  anything  we  could  do  about 
it.  It  took  until  after  school  to  finish  up.  Some 
of  the  kids  stayed. 

After  they  were  manufactured,  the  kids  had 
to  sell  them.   They  each  got  10%  dividend.  We 
got  more  orders  than  we  had  bellows.  The  next 
weekend,  some  of  the  kids  volunteered  to  come 
in  and  we  made  up  enough  more  bellows  to  fill 
the  orders.  We  could  tell  from  this  there  was  a 
lot  of  interest  in  bellows.  They  really  worked. 
They  were  pretty  crude  from  what  we  have  now, 
but  they  were  all  right. 

When  the  money  was  all  in,  the  kids  took  it 
and  went  out  and  redeemed  the  stock  they  had 
sold.  The  stockholders  received  a  10% 
commission  on  their  sales.  We  had  only  used  the 
money  for  ninety  days  so  that  was  a  fantastic 
return.  We  had  many  inquiries  for  sales  of  stock 
for  the  next  year.   The  project  was  very 
successful. 

Then  next  year  I  turned  65  and  had  to  retire. 
People  look  forward  to  retirement.  In  a  sense, 
for  me,  it  was  another  beginning.." 

I  had  kept  on  with  the  insurance  business 
during  the  summers  and  part  time  during  my 
teaching  years,  so  I  still  had  a  clientele.  I 
planned  to  keep  on  with  it  and  my  fishing.  I  did 
want  to  make  some  bellows,  just  to  give  away  to 
friends  and  relatives.   The  school  invited  me  to 
go  back  to  the  shop,  any  time  I  wanted  to  use.  It. 
The  girls  would  go  back  with  me  on  Saturdays 
and  do  little  projects  on  the  side,  like  doll  beds, 
etc.  We  really  enjoyed  being  there  together. 

Also,  while  I  was  teaching,  I  wanted  very 
much  to  make  a  useful  project  of  wood  for  each 
one  of  my  kids.   Helen  got  a  combination  of 
planter  and  bookcase.  I  thought  it  was  a  pretty 
nice  job  and  was  pleased  with  it  at  the  time.  It 
had  a  prominent  place  in  her  home.   Dallas  got  a 
gun  cabinet.   I  was  always  going  to  get  Tom's, 
but  I  never  got  it  done,  whatever  it  was  going  to 
be.  For  Ann,  when  she  bought  her  home  south 
of  Shelley,  I  made  some  cabinets  in  her  storage 
room  downstairs.   Ruth  got  a  bookcase.  I  never 
made  anything  formal  for  John,  but  I  helped  him 
do  some  work  on  his  first  house  in  Goshen. 


Mary  Lou  was  suppose  to  get  a  dresser.   I  built  a 
beautiful  dresser  that  she  and  Luann  shared  and 
Luann  got  it  and  Mary  Lou  has  never  got  hers 
yet.  I  hope  before  it  all  ends,  I  can  complete 
these  projects.  I  have  had  the  lumber  for  twenty 
years.   All  I  need  is  the  time  to  work  it  out. 

So  much  for  the  Industrial  Arts  part  of  my 
career.  It  was  a  real  good  experience.  It  was 
good  for  me  and  taught  me  some  skills  that  I 
used  later  on.  The  first  year  I  retired,  I  decided 
the  first  year  to  make  some  bellows.  I  did  it  in 
the  school  shop  with  the  help  of  the  girls. 
Charlie  Just,  who  owned  a  hardware  store  on  the 
corner  of  Shoup  and  Lee,  saw  them.  He  sold 
fireplace  bellows  and  said  that  he  would  like  to 
sell  them.  He  said  that  they  were  better  than  the 
ones  he  was  selling.  We  kept  him  supplied  for 
several  years  until  he  closed  out  the  hardware 
store.   He  had  a  display  in  the  front  window.  It 
was  interesting  to  drive  by  and  notice  whether  or 
not  the  supply  was  low.   If  it  was,  we  would  fill 
it  up  again!   He  sold  a  lot  of  them. 

I  used  to  teach  Bob  Oswald  at  Midway.  He 
was  one  of  the  purchasing  agents  at  Boise 
Cascade.   He  found  out  about  them  and  wanted 
them,  so  Boise  Cascade  was  our  second 
customer.  We  exposed  them  to  Grand  Central 
and  they  took  them,  too.  Suddenly,  instead  of  a 
little  hobby,  I  had  a  new  business.   The  first 
year,  1972,  I  made  150  of  them. 

The  next  year,  1973,  Agnes  and  I  went  to 
Denmark.   By  now,  Mary  Lou  and  Luann  were 
in  junior  high.  Agnes  had  come  to  America  in 
1950  and  longed  for  a  trip  home.  We  wanted  to 
make  the  trip,  but  we  didn't  have  the  finances. 
Tony  Knudsen,  a  Danish  friend  of  Agnes's,  said 
that  if  we  would  join  the  Danish- American 
Association  in  Salt  Lake  city,  we  could  join  a 
charter  flight  of  theirs  and  get  a  very  good  rate 
on  the  trip.  We  did  that.  Our  children  told  us 
that  if  we  would  put  up  the  first  $1 ,000,  they 
would  put  up  the  second  $1 ,000  for  the  trip.  We 
flew  out  of  Salt  Lake  City  with  this  group.  We 
enjoyed  the  flight  very  much  and  landed  in 
Copenhagen.. 

We  bought  a  U-rail  pass,  which  was  good  all 
over  Europe  and  used  it  for  the  month.  We 
visited  Randers,  where  she  was  raised.  Agnes 
had  two  brothers  and  two  sisters  and  some  aunts 
and  cousins,  so  we  visited  with  them.  They  took 
us  out  and  showed  us  the  country.   One  place 
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that  was  of  special  interest  was  a  cemetery. 
They  really  take  good  care  of  their  cemeteries 
over  there.   It  was  so  beautiful.   Each  family  has 
to  care  for  their  family  plots.   Einer,  Agnes' s 
brother-in-law,  was  the  caretaker  of  the  family 
plots  there  and  kept  mem  up  beautifully.   We 
visited  the  school  Agnes  attended  and  the  factory 
where  she  had  worked.  We  attended  church.   I 
was  asked  to  speak  and  I  did  so,  through  an 
interpreter.   The  singing  was  done  in  three 
different  languages. 

Her  cousin  took  us  to  the  docks  and 
wharves.  Her  brother  owned  a  beautiful  boat 
and  we  were  taken  out  on  it  and  had  a  wonderful 
ride.  We  visited  the  queen's  palace.   We 
enjoyed  the  history  of  the  countries  we  visited. 
The  buildings  were  several  hundreds  of  years  old 
and  very  interesting. 

We  left  Denmark  and  went  to  Stockholm, 
Sweden.   We  explored  the  city  by  bus  and  by 
boat.   A  guy  took  our  picture  as  we  went  under  a 
bridge.  When  we  disembarked,  he  was  there  to 
try  to  sell  the  picture  to  us.   We  enjoyed  the 
statues  and  the  parks. 

We  then  visited  Norway,  Germany,  Italy, 
France,  etc.  We  were  in  Paris  twice,  in  Rome 
for  two  or  three  days.   In  Rome,  we  drove  by 
rats,  etc.  The  city  didn't  seem  to  be  kept  up 
very  good.  We  stood  in  the  square  where  the 
Pope  comes  out  and  saw  some  of  the  cathedrals. 
Long  ago,  the  people  didn't  have  access  to  the 
scriptures,  so  the  paintings  in  the  cathedrals,  on 
the  walls  and  ceilings,  etc.  told  the  stories  of  the 
scriptures  in  sequence.  It  was  a  way  to  get  the 
scriptures  to  the  people.   They  were  very 
beautifully  done.  The  thing  we  noticed  in  several 
countries  was  that  the  beautiful  churches  were 
only  used  on  Christmas  and  Easter. 

We  attended  the  temple  in  Switzerland  and 
had  a  great  experience  mere.   When  we  arrived 
in  England,  we  were  glad  to  understand  the 
language  again!  We  also  went  through  the 
London  Temple.   On  the  temple  grounds  was  a 
500  year  old  manor  which  had  the  original 
furniture  in  it.   The  government  loaned  it  to  the 
Church  with  the  understanding  that  they  would 
keep  it  up.   The  caretakers  lived  in  the  manor. 
They  were  from  Salt  Lake  City  and  were  glad  to 
see  Americans. 

We  went  north  to  Scotland.   It  was  beautiful 
with  green  fields  and  heather  on  the  hills.   We 


attended  church  there.  We  tried  to  find  the  area 
my  grandfather  came  from.   It  wasn't  on  the 
maps.  We  visited  a  lady  in  the  area  who  had  met 
my  sister,  Jean,  the  year  before.   She  invited  us 
to  tea.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  banquet.  She  was  so 
kind  and  thoughtful.  We  visited  a  large  lake  and 
took  a  tourist  boat  on  it.  Hundreds  of  gulls 
followed  our  boat.  We  fed  them  bread.  One 
took  it  out  of  my  hand.  We  visited  Edinburgh. 
We  could  see  eight  different  churches  from  one 
point  in  town. 

We  took  a  ferry  to  Copenhagen  and  stayed  a 
day  or  so.  On  our  return  flight,  we  saw  glaciers 
and  icebergs  below  us  as  we  neared  Greenland. 

On  our  return  home,  we  stopped  at 
Philadelphia  for  customs.  I  called  Wallace  from 
the  airport  and  had  a  nice  visit  with  him.  We 
flew  home  in  the  dark.   We  approached  Salt 
Lake  City  about  4:00  in  the  morning.  The  pilot 
said  over  the  intercom,  "You  are  approaching  the 
most  beautiful  sight  you  have  seen  since  you  left 
home."  We  saw  the  lights  of  the  city  and  the 
temple  in  the  center  and  it  was  truly  beautiful. 
Ruth  and  Al  met  us  at  the  plane  and  we  stayed 
overnight  with  them  and  then  came  on  home.   It 
was  the  fourth  of  July.  That  was  the  end  of  a 
beautiful  journey,  thanks  to  our  children.  There 
are  many  other  special  things  they  have  done  for 
us.  The  girls  had  taken  good  care  of  our  home 
and  garden  while  we  were  gone. 

I  received  an  $800  Social  Security  check 
while  we  were  gone.   It  was  my  first  and  an 
accumulation  of  several  payments  for  some 
reason.   I  used  it  to  buy  equipment  to  get  into  the 
bellows  business.  That  year,  we  made  450 
bellows.   As  time  went  on,  each  year  there  were 
more:  900  the  third  year,  1 ,200  the  fourth  year. 
It  was  on  up  from  there. 

Several  high  school  boys  have  worked  for  us 
from  time  to  time.   In  1976,  Helen's  son, 
Stewart,  lived  with  us  and  helped  with  the 
bellows.  We  enjoyed  having  him  here.   One  day 
that  ended  it  all  for  awhile  was  when  the  Teton 
Dam  broke  and  flooded  the  valley  below.   He 
had  to  go  home  to  help  his  folks  clean  up  the 
mess.  Their  livestock  floated  away.   Ann's 
home  in  Rexburg  was  also  destroyed.   She  and 
the  Halls  both  had  to  rebuild.   After  most  of  the 
cleanup  was  done,  Stewart  and  Greg  came  to  live 
with  us  and  worked  on  the  bellows  for  the  rest  of 
the  summer.   During  the  years,  we  have  had  26 
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missionaries  work  in  our  program,  either  before 
or  after  their  missions. 

As  the  business  grew,  we  needed  something 
in  which  to  transport  the  bellows.   We  purchased 
a  1977  van  which  would  hold  900  of  them. 
Twice,  I  took  a  selling  trip  through  Montana, 
northern  Idaho,  Washington  and  Oregon  as  far 
down  as  Eugene,  where  I  ran  out  of  bellows. 

We  needed  more  room  for  our  employees  to 
work.   The  basement  was  getting  too  crowded. 
We  bought  a  lot  near  our  home  and  intended  to 
build  a  shop  on  it.   However,  a  metal  building 
just  south  of  town  became  available,  so  we 
bought  it  and  fixed  it  up.  We  still  manufacture 
bellows  there  today.  It  cost  us  $23,000  and  we 
paid  it  off  at  $300  a  month  to  the  bank. 

Agnes  went  with  me  on  a  selling  trip  to 
Oregon  and  Washington.  When  we  arrived  at 
Eugene  and  visited  one  of  our  customers,  he  told 
us  that  our  daughter  had  called  and  that  our  shop 
had  burned.  We  were  at  the  end  of  a  three  or 
four  weeks'  journey  and  we  had  a  wondeful  trip. 
I  didn't  tell  Agnes  what  had  happened.  She 
didn't  know  that  it  had  burned  until  we  got  home 
and  she  saw  lots  of  things  in  our  back  yard  that 
had  been  salvaged. 

What  happened  was  that  a  new  employee, 
who  was  a  good  worker,  was  staining  bellows. 
No  one  told  him  what  to  do  with  the  wipe  cloths. 
He  stacked  them  up  and  spontaneous  heat  built 
up  and  they  caught  on  fire  during  the  night. 
Ann's  furniture  and  food  storage  was  stored 
there.  We  had  insulated  the  shop.   It  had  melted 
and  was  hanging  down  over  the  equipment.  The 
fire  department  had  tore  up  the  roof  to  get  into 
the  fire.   The  water  did  more  damage  than  the 
fire! 

It  took  a  lot  of  cleaning  up.  We  hired  some 
extra  help  to  do  it.   Fortunately,  the  bellows 
were  at  the  house  being  assembled.  We  lost  very 
little  inventory.  It  cost  about  $25,000  to  repair  it 
all.  We  had  no  insurance.  We  had  applied  for 
insurance  the  first  of  the  year  and  they  had  never 
issued  the  policy,  something  about  not  knowing 
for  sure  what  rate  to  put  on  the  property.   Two 
weeks  after  the  fire,  we  were  notified  that  they 
would  write  a  policy  and  it  had  a  very  reasonable 
rate!  We  swallowed  our  sorrow,  fixed  it  up  and 
got  back  into  business. 

As  it  went  along,  it  was  employment  for  our 
family.   Mary  Lou  and  Luann  worked  in  it 
through  high  school  and  in  between  college 
years.  Wayne  worked  for  us  when  he  returned 


from  his  mission,  before  they  were  married  and 
some  afterwards,  when  they  returned  from 
Ash  ton,  after  she  finished  teaching.   Ann, 
Thomas,  David  ,  Michelle  and  Peter  worked  for 
us.   Michelle  has  worked  for  us  first  at  our 
home  and  out  of  her  own  home  during  the  past 
eight  years.  Some  of  our  employees  are  mothers 
who  work  for  us  at  home  doing  piecework  or  art 
work.  The  basis  for  existence  of  the  business 
had  been  to  provide  work  for  our  family  as  they 
needed  it.  We  have  never  worried  about  how 
profitable  it  was  as  long  as  we  could  pay  our  bills 
and  keep  the  payroll  going,  since  that  was  its 
main  purpose.  I  have  never  taken  anything  out 
of  it  for  salary.  Whatever  it  is  worth  is  what  my 
wages  were  worth  all  down  through  the  years. 

As  the  years  went  by,  we  tried  to  keep  ahead 
of  the  competition  which  is  Japan,  Korea, 
Taiwan,  etc.  Theirs  were  cheap,  but  we  thought 
ours  were  better.  We  have  enlisted  the  skill  of 
numerous  artists  to  do  work  on  our  bellows  and 
it  has  been  very  acceptable.  We  are  the  only 
people  in  the  United  States  that  we  know  of  that 
have  this  art  work  on  the  bellows  and  have  them 
made  as  well  as  they  are. 

Over  the  years,  we  have  had  different  artists. 
It  started  out  as  tole  painting  with  a  rose  and  a 
few  other  things.   Gradually,  we  went  from  that 
into  oil  paintings.   At  the  present  time,  we  have 
about  thirty  different  subjects  that  are  hand 
painted  and  about  the  same  number  that  are 
inlaid  wood.  This  inlaid  is  a  process  that  has 
been  developed  by  John  Stosich  from  Idaho 
Falls,  He  has  developed  it  into  quite  an  art.   The 
bellows  business  has  developed  to  where  it  has 
paid  for  itself.   The  facilities  we  have,  we  own. 
We  hope  they  will  continue  to  serve  people  down 
through  the  years. 

Around  1 974  I  was  asked  to  be  a  scheduled 
veil  worker  in  the  temple.   In  1981 ,  I  was  asked 
to  be  a  temple  officiator.  I  have  completed 
sixteen  years  now  as  a  temple  officiator.  My  last 
day  as  an  officiator  at  the  temple  was  on  June  6, 
1997.   It  was  one  of  the  most  enjoyable 
experiences  of  my  life.   I  have  worked  there  with 
so  many  choice  people.   Some  I  knew  before.  I 
have  made  many  new  friends  there. 

One  of  the  highlights  was  when  Agnes  was 
called  to  be  a  co-worker  about  seven  years  ago. 
For  three  years,  she  was  able  to  be  an  ordinance 
worker.   Then  her  vision  began  to  fail  her  so  she 
could  not  read  small  letters  and  she  was  released 
after  three  years  of  service.  The  first  nine  years, 
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I  was  on  the  first  period.   That  meant  getting  up 
at  2:30  in  the  morning  and  being  there  by  4:00. 
I  would  get  off  about  12:30.   By  then  we  were 
usually  pretty  tired.   It  was  really  hard  on  Agnes, 
so  we  requested  being  transferred  to  second 
period,  which  went  from  10:00  to  6:00.   We 
have  had  that  schedule  for  the  last  eight  years. 
Generally,  she  goes  in  when  I  go  and  she  does 
three  or  four  sessions  while  I  do  my  work  so  she 
still  keeps  up  her  temple  activity.  It  has  been  a 
very  rewarding  experience  for  me  and  I  am 
grateful  for  it. 

I  haven't  said  very  much  about  my  family.  I 
am  very  proud  of  them.   Our  three  boys  have 
been  on  missions.   All  eight  children  have 
married  in  the  temple  and  are  active  now.  We 
are  grateful  that  the  family  has  put  the  gospel 
first  in  their  lives  and  has  taught  their  children  to 
do  the  same. 

I  mentioned  earlier,  that  in  1963,  I  was  put 
out  in  the  street,  so  to  speak,  with  my  wife,  John 
and  the  two  little  girls.   We  had  taken  equity  on  a 
fourplex  for  the  equity  on  our  farm.   At  that 
time,  we  were  getting  $65  a  month  for  an 
apartment  downstairs  and  $75  for  one  upstairs. 
That  was  sufficient  to  keep  up  the  payments  on 
it.  We  were  absentee  landlords  for  the  first  four 
or  five  years  and  inherited  the  tenants  who  were 
already  there.  Some  of  them  weren't  very 
desirable.   Some  got  behind  on  the  rent.  Some 
even  moved  out  without  telling  us.  When  we 
finally  moved  to  the  apartment  in  1968,  we  were 
able  to  take  care  of  it  better.   Mary  Lou  mowed 
the  lawn.  We  planted  trees  and  flowers.  We've 
gradually  increased  the  rent  so  it  was  able  to 
make  its  own  payments.   I  was  teaching,  so  we 
had  mat  income  to  live  on. 

When  we  came  to  Shelley  to  live,  we  had  the 
prospective  tenants  fill  out  an  application  form. 
When  we  began  to  use  it,  we  were  able  to  filter 
out  the  bad  ones  and  have  the  good  ones.  We 
still  would  get  an  occasional  bad  one.   The 
apartment  paid  for  itself. 

When  the  bellows  financial  requirements 
came  on,  here  was  a  ready  investment  to  use  for 
collateral  for  our  loans.   We  borrowed  up  to 
$25,000  on  it  to  run  the  business.  We  have  taken 
care  of  it  as  a  residence  and  wanted  our  tenants 
to  be  proud  of  it.   It  is  one  of  the  desirable  places 
in  Shelley  for  tenants  to  live.   We  have  made  it 
available  for  families  with  children  to  live  there. 


We  are  very  proud  of  the  tenants  we  have.   It 
has  kept  us  occupied. 

The  first  year  we  were  in  the  apartment,  our 
girls  went  to  school  and  made  friends.  They  had 
friends  on  this  street  and  kept  passing  by  an 
empty  house  for  sale.  They  kept  telling  me 
about  it.  We  had  no  idea  about  buying  a  house. 
We  used  a  bedroom  from  one  of  the  other 
apartments  to  store  furniture  in.  We  decided  mat 
the  rent  we  could  get  out  of  our  apartment  and 
the  room  we  used  for  furniture  would  be  enough 
to  make  the  house  payment.  We  looked  into 
buying  the  house.  The  down  payment  was 
reasonable.  I  borrowed  it  from  the  bank.  We 
had  to  pay  out  some  equity  the  realtor  had  in  it 
and  also  pay  the  mortgage  payment.  So  there 
were  three  different  payments.  We  bought  it  and 
it  was  a  palace  compared  to  some  of  the  places 
we  had  lived.  We  have  been  here  now  for  28 
years  and  it  is  still  home.  We  met  all  the 
payments.  It  is  paid  for.   The  apartment  is  paid 
for.  The  shop  is  paid  for. 

We  lived  in  the  Fourth  Ward  when  we  lived 
in  the  apartment.   I  was  a  teacher  there  and  a 
Seventies'  group  leader.   Then  we  moved  over 
here  and  I  have  been  the  teacher  development 
instructor,  employment  counselor,  home  teacher 
and  secretary  of  the  High  Priest  Quorum.   One 
of  the  most  enjoyable  experiences  of  my  life  was 
when  they  made  the  Firth  Stake  and  called  me  to 
be  on  the  High  Council.  I  served  there  for  about 
six  years.  I  served  under  President  Dale 
Christensen.   I  made  several  friends  then  and 
several  of  them  worked  in  the  temple  with  me. 

I  have  been  richly  blessed.  Wonderful 
family,  lovely  wife,  kids  mat  love  the  Lord. 
Most  of  them  are  prospering  adequately.  Sixteen 
of  our  grandchildren  have  served  missions. 
Goals  that  we  have  tried  to  create  in  our  family 
have  been  guidelines  for  most  of  our  children 
and  grandchildren:  missions,  college  and  temple 
marriage.   All  of  our  children  attended  Ricks 
College  and  graduated.   Most  of  them  went 
beyond  there  with  B.S.  and  Doctor's  degrees  and 
have  successful  professions.   Along  with  this, 
they  have  been  close  to  the  Church  and  have 
been  active  in  many  church  capacities:  high 
council,  bishoprics,  teachers,  auxiliary 
presidents,  etc.   I  think  the  Lord  is  pleased  with 
the  efforts  we  are  trying  to  make  to  accomplish 
what  we  are  here  for.    My  cup  runneth  over. 
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CHILDREN:  (1)  WIFE,  WINONA  LEE 


(1)  Ronald  Lee 

(2)  Helen  Winona 

(3)  Dallas  Earl 

(4)  Thomas  Ray 

(5)  Ann  Marie 

(6)  Ruth  Larraine 

(7)  John  Brigham 


B- 23  Apr  1935 
D-  10  Nov  1938 
B- 31  Aug  1936 
B- 23  Oct  1937 
B  -  06  Jul  1940 
B  -  24  Dec  1942 
B- 07  May  1945 
B-  14  Jan  1950 


M  -  22  Aug  1958  to  Ronald  Earl  Hall 
M-  10  Dec  1959  to  Joan  Hale 
M  -  10  Sep  1965  to  Sharon  Lee  Wells 
M  -  15  Jun  1962  to  Allan  Evan  Matesen 
M  -  13  Jun  1968  to  Alan  Edward  Schulz 
M  -  1 1  May  1972  to  Marie  Brady 


CHILDREN:  (2)  WIFE,  AGNES  SIMONSEN 

(1)  Mary  Lou  B  -  15  Nov  1956 

(2)  Luann  Agnes  B  -  14  May  1959 


M  -  10  Oct  1980  to  Wayne  Versey 
M  -  07  Aug  1981  to  Ross  Dodds 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Tom,  Dallas,  Brigham  Dallas,  John 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Ann,  Helen,  Mary  Lou,  Agnes  (Simonsen),  Luann,  Rum 
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Brigham  Dallas  and  Winona  Lee  Murdoch 
Picture  taken  June  6,  1934  during  their  honeymoon  at  Moscow  Idaho. 


Brigham  Dallas  and  Agnes  Simonsen  Murdoch 


Brigham  Dallas  with  his  older  sister  Blanche 


249 


Editor's  note:  This  poem  was  written  by  his  son,  Dallas  Earl  Murdoch,  in  Songkhla,  Southern  Thailand, 
while  doing  dentistry  for  Volunteers  International.   It  was  first  presented  at  a  party  in  honor  of  Brigham 
Dallas'  75th  birthday  in  Shelley,  Idaho,  on  June  5,  1982. 


A  TRIBUTE  TO  MY  FATHER 

Among  the  morning  stars,  a  noble  son  was  he, 

His  first  estate  secure,  t'was  time  for  mortality. 

Through  faith  he'd  learned  and  kept  his  fathers  word. 

With  loved  ones  around,  his  covenants  were  secured, 

Farewells  were  given,  especially  to  some 

His  time  to  leave  for  earth  had  come. 

A  veil  was  placed,  the  breath  of  life, 

Dad  came  to  earth  to  face  his  mortal  strife. 

To  Brig  and  Luann  a  son  was  born,  the  second  child  of  ten, 

He  grew  and  learned  to  work,  to  hunt  and  fish  in  yonder  glen. 

He  went  to  Ashton  High  School  and  played  the  football  game, 

He  was  known  to  all  as  "Duke"  and  gained  some  all  star  fame. 

With  an  eye  to  the  stars  and  faith  in  himself,  destiny  drew  him  on, 
T'was  then  depression  time,  money  was  scarce  and  jobs  were  gone. 

But  off  to  college  he  did  go,  on  a  scholarship  and  a  dream, 

And  with  perseverance  and  hard  work,  he  was  able  to  make  the  team. 

In  the  class  of  thirty  four,  he  gained  the  parchment  prize, 

The  dreams  come  true,  the  battles  won,  when  a  fellow  really  tries. 

He  found  a  job  at  Midway  High,  but  still  was  not  complete, 

T'was  then  that  providence  stepped  in,  through  mutual  friends  they  meet. 

She  was  a  nurse,  a  lovely  girl,  her  name  Winona  Lee, 

Soon  they  were  wed,  in  the  temple  of  God,  for  time  and  eternity. 

For  what  God  hath  joined  together,  was  forever  meant  to  stay, 
Though  they  in  life  should  have  to  part,  somewhere  along  the  way. 

Now  joined  in  love,  they  worked  and  planned, 

For  what  they  desired  most,  a  family  grand. 

First  came  Ronald  and  Helen  two,  then  Dallas  made  it  thrice, 

Then  sorrow  came,  their  first  born  son,  was  called  to  paradise. 

Then  Thomas  Ray  and  Ann  Marie  and  finally  Ruth  Lorraine, 

Dad  taught  ag  at  Ucon  High  and  also  farmed  again. 

A  time  for  growth  soon  came,  some  extra  land  to  plow, 

The  lush  sweet  lands  of  Lima's  vale,  did  seem  to  call  him  now. 

The  spirit  spoke,  Dad  soon  was  made,  the  President  of  the  branch, 

The  family  grew,  a  happy  time,  living  on  the  ranch. 

A  seventh  was  born,  his  name  was  John,  the  family  seemed  complete, 

With  hogs  and  sheep  and  cows  and  chicks,  life  was  pretty  hard  to  beat. 
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The  winds  of  change,  they  blew  again,  in  search  of  something  new, 
To  grandfather's  farm,  in  old  Grant  Ward,  we  moved  in  fifty  two. 

To  mother  dear,  it  was  going  home,  for  this  she  was  content, 

Then  illness  came  and  called  her  home,  we  knew  not  what  it  meant. 

Dad  was  left,  with  a  family  of  six,  a  most  difficult  time  in  his  life, 

Though  united  forever,  it's  still  awfully  hard,  to  lose  your  companion  and  wife. 

He  was  father  and  mother,  to  children  six,  for  four  very  lonely  years, 

He  never  gave  up,  he  gave  it  his  best,  for  this  he  has  our  cheers. 

Then  into  his  heart,  came  a  feeling  of  peace,  he  knew  God  had  someone  in  mind, 

Introduced  by  a  friend,  Dad  and  Agnes  soon  found,  their  love  they  wished  to  bind. 

Soon  they  were  wed,  in  the  temple  of  God,  for  time  and  eternity, 

For  what  God  hath  joined,  was  meant  to  stay,  though  hard  the  times  may  be. 

Dear  mother  Agnes,  had  a  very  big  heart,  to  raise  a  family  of  six, 

She  carried  her  load,  she  gave  it  her  best,  though  at  times  what  a  difficult  fix. 

Some  left  home,  others  came  in  their  place,  as  promised  by  the  Lord, 

First  Mary  Lou  and  then  Luann,  by  their  parents  both  loved  and  adored. 

T'was  a  family  united,  though  mothered  by  two, 

When  someone  was  struggling,  the  rest  saw  them  through. 

As  the  children  grew  up  and  left  home,  to  Ricks  each  went  to  learn, 

The  boys  served  a  mission,  to  the  temple  all  wed,  each  in  their  own  turn. 

Dad  left  the  farm,  it  was  too  much,  t'was  time  for  them  to  part, 

He  sold  insurance  for  a  while  and  again  taught  ag  and  industrial  art. 

They  moved  to  Sugar,  then  on  to  Shelley  and  life  began  to  mellow, 

His  students  learned  and  gained  a  skill,  as  they  developed  a  fireplace  bellow. 

Dad  retired  from  teaching,  it  was  his  time  for  the  easy  chair, 

But  a  life  of  ease  was  not  his  style,  for  him  work  was  a  love  affair. 

He  decided  to  make,  what  he  loved  best,  a  product  in  which  he  had  pride, 

He  developed  the  model,  of  the  fireplace  bellow,  until  he  was  satisfied. 

Then  with  family  and  friends,  he  began  to  produce,  a  product  that  really  rates, 

Over  the  years  he's  sold  thousands  you  know,  throughout  the  United  States. 

So  happy  birthday  we  say,  to  a  wonderful  man,  who  has  lived  such  a  wonderful  life, 

To  the  Lord  he's  been  true,  in  all  he  has  done,  though  faced  with  a  world  of  strife. 

A  father  to  nine,  grandfather  to  more,  his  posterity  will  be  great, 

His  name  will  be  honored,  now  and  forever,  as  his  example  we  emulate. 

"Thou  has  been  faithful,  o'er  all  that  I  gave",  was  said  of  him  by  the  Lord, 

"When  your  time  has  come,  to  depart  mortal  life,  then  enter  into  thy  reward". 
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LIFE  HISTORY  OF  WINONA  LEE  MURDOCH 


John  Lee,  son  of  Neils  Peter  Neilson  Lee 
and  Marie  Larsen,  and  Eliza  Ann  Taylor, 
daughter  of  William  Andrew  Taylor  and 
Philomelia  Lake,  were  married  February  6, 
1901 .   They  were  residents  of  Harrisville, 
Weber  County,  Utah. 

They  moved  to  the  Snake  River  Valley  in 
Idaho  right  after  their  marriage.  John  had  spent 
several  summers  in  Idaho  with  his  brothers  prior 
to  his  marriage.   He  secured  a  farm  in  Garfield. 

Their  first  home  was  a  one-room  log  cabin 
with  a  dirt  floor.  It  was  located  across  the  road 
and  slightly  north  of  the  present  Garfield 
Church.  Their  first  winter  was  extremely  cold 
and  one  wonders  how  they  ever  survived.  Here, 
their  first  two  children  were  born.   The  soil  on 
this  farm  was  shallow  and  rocky  so  John  looked 
for  a  better  farm.   He  located  a  piece  of 
undeveloped  sagebrush  land  in  Grant  and  was 
able  to  buy  it. 

Here,  John  and  Eliza  spent  the  rest  of  their 
lives.  John  was  a  good  farmer  and  a  frugal  man 
and,  by  1908,  was  able  to  build  a  lovely  new 
home  for  his  family  to  reside  in.   It  was  a  black 
sandstone  rock  home  and  is  still  being  used 
today. 

In  this  home,  Winona  Lee  was  born,  August 
14,  1910.  Her  father  was  serving  a  mission  at 
the  time  in  the  eastern  part  of  the  United  States. 
He  happened  to  be  stationed  at  Winona, 
Minnesota  at  the  time  of  her  birth;  consequently, 
she  was  named  "Winona." 

Life  in  Grant  centered  around  the  Church. 
The  first  meeting  house  to  be  constructed  was  the 
"Recreation  Hall,"  built  in  1900.   Church 
meetings  were  held  there  until  the  new  building 
was  built  in  1918.   The  Garfield  and  Coltman 
communities  also  used  it  until  they  built  their 
own  meeting  houses.  For  years,  they  would  hold 
three-ward  reunions  because  they  all  knew  each 
other  so  well.   People  from  up  and  down  the 
valley  came  to  dances  in  the  Recreation  Hall.   It 
was  used  as  a  school  house  until  the  school  was 
built  in  1918. 

While  John  was  on  his  mission,  his  farm  was 
supervised  by  his  brothers,  Dave  and  Hyrum, 
who  lived  close  by.  They  did  a  good  job  for  him 
and  when  he  returned  home,  he  had  money  in  the 


bank. 

When  Winona  was  almost  eight  years  old, 
her  mother  died  in  childbirth  in  May  of  1918. 
The  new  baby  died,  also.  She  left  six  children. 
Winona  was  second  to  the  youngest.  Since  the 
family  grew  up  without  a  mother,  and  had  a  busy 
bishop  for  a  father,  life  was  necessarily  difficult 
for  them  on  the  farm  in  many  ways. 

Winona's  "mother-substitute"  was  Alice 
DaBell,  a  dear  friend  and  distant  relative  who 
lived  down  the  road.  Winona  kept  in  close 
contact  with  Alice  until  she  passed  away,  years 
after  Winona's  own  marriage. 

Her  good  friends  were  the  Gutzel  sisters, 
Sarah  and  Naomi.   She  continued  to  visit  them 
and  to  invite  them  and  their  families  to  Sunday 
dinners,  long  after  they  were  all  grown  up  and 
married. 

The  Grant  School  was  built  in  1918.  Here 
the  children  attended  elementary  school.  After 
eighth  grade,  they  went  to  Midway  High  School 
in  Lewisville.   A  horse-drawn  buggy  served  as  a 
school  bus. 

At  home,  the  family  lived  mostly  on  what 
they  produced  from  the  orchard,  the  garden  and 
the  animals.  The  apples  were  wrapped 
individually  in  paper  and  stored  in  the  cellar. 
Jams  and  preserves  were  stored  in  five-gallon 
crocks.   Pork  was  home  cured.  Beef  was  hung 
up;  a  piece  cut  off  as  needed.   The  ice  cream 
freezer  was  always  "going". 

They  attended  the  show  every  Saturday.   The 
ticket  was  fifteen  cents  and  they  were  given  ten 
cents  for  candy.  They  drove  around  in  a  white- 
top  surrey  with  isinglass  curtains  until  1920, 
when  they  bought  their  first  car. 

Electricity  arrived  in  1927.  Prior  to  then, 
kerosene  lamps  were  used.   Each  main  room  of 
the  house  had  a  stove.  The  furnace  was  installed 
when  the  house  was  remodeled  in  the  1930's. 
The  parlor  had  a  rug  in  it  which  was  taken  out 
and  shaken  once  a  year.  Water  was  heated  to 
wash  clothes  in  a  hand-operated  washing 
machine.  Someone  had  to  keep  turning  the 
handle  to  agitate  the  clothes.  When  electricity 
arrived,  the  washer  was  hooked  up  to  an  electric 
motor. 

John  Lee  was  a  conservative  man  who 
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always  paid  his  debts  and  always  had  enough 
money  to  get  along.   He  was  bishop  from  1913 
to  1930  and  always  felt  that  he  had  to  set  a  good 
example  for  the  ward  to  follow.   Consequently, 
so  did  the  children.  When  Winona  married,  he 
did  not  allow  her  to  have  a  wedding  reception. 
He  said  that  to  have  one  was  just  a  polite  way  of 
begging. 

Winona  was  a  teenager  during  the  "flapper" 
years  of  the  1920's.  She  very  much  enjoyed  the 
weekend  dances  at  Riverside  Gardens.   She  once 
tried  to  dye  her  hair  and  it  turned  orange,  much 
to  the  consternation  of  her  conservative  father! 
At  one  time,  she  became  seriously  ill  with 
typhoid  fever  and  all  her  hair  fell  out.  When  it 
grew  back,  it  wasn't  nearly  as  curly  as  it  had 
been. 

After  high  school,  she  attended  the  Idaho 
Falls  L.D.S.  Hospital  School  of  Nursing, 
graduating  in  1 93 1 .   One  of  her  classmates  was 
Veda  Higbee.   She  took  Veda  home  for  the 
weekend  occasionally.   Her  father  fell  in  love 
with  Veda  and  they  were  married  and  had  three 
sons:  Sterling,  Kent,  and  John.  They  were  later 
divorced  and  the  boys  lived  with  their  mother. 

After  graduation,  Winona  worked  as  a  nurse 
in  various  places.   Meanwhile,  Midway  High 
School  had  a  new  vocational  agriculture  teacher, 
Dallas  Murdoch.   Dallas  became  acquainted  with 
John  Lee  while  serving  on  some  committees  with 
him.   He  had  also  become  acquainted  with 
Winona's  brother,  Eldred,  at  the  University  of 
Idaho,  where  they  were  both  students  and 
members  of  the  Alpha  Zeta  Honorary  Fraternity. 
Dallas  had  noticed  a  picture  of  Winona  on 
Eldred 's  desk  from  time-to-time. 

He  started  teaching  at  Midway  in  1933.   He 
first  met  Winona  when  he  was  invited  to  the  Lee 
home  for  dinner  one  night,  before  Eldred 
returned  to  the  university  for  the  fall  semester. 
He  later  met  her  again  at  the  hospital  in  St. 
Anthony,  where  he  went  to  visit  his  brother 
Tom's  wife,  Alta.   She  had  just  given  birth  to  an 
infant  son  who  died  shortly  after  birth.   Winona 
was  her  nurse  and  Alta  introduced  her  to  the 
visitor. 

Later  that  fall,  at  Thanksgiving  time,  Dallas 
saw  Winona  at  a  dance  at  Riverside  Gardens. 
He  was  mere  with  another  girl,  but, 
nevertheless,  managed  to  make  a  date  with  her. 
They  had  infrequent  dates  after  mat,  but  a 


regular  correspondence,  due  to  the  fact  that 
Winona  was  a  public  health  nurse  at  Arco. 

In  Arco,  she  lived  with  a  cousin  and  his 
family,  Dr.  Edwin  Lee,  the  local  dentist.   In 
March  or  April,  Dallas  and  his  roommate  drove 
to  Arco  and  had  a  picnic  with  Winona  and  some 
other  people. 

Winona  made  a  trip  home  one  weekend  to 
attend  the  Midway  Junior  Prom  with  Dallas. 
That  same  week  a  very  interesting  thing 
happened.  The  principal,  Ralph  Waddoups, 
posted  on  the  bulletin  board  a  wedding 
announcement  that  had  been  published  that  week 
in  the  Rigby  Star.   It  announced  the  marriage  of 
Dallas  Murdock  and  Zelda  Young.  They  were 
married  in  Rigby  by  the  Justice  of  the  Peace. 
That  was  all  the  Midway  young  men  needed  to 
organize  a  chivaree!   After  much  protesting, 
Dallas  convinced  them  that  it  was  another  Dallas 
Murdock  (spelled  with  "k"  not  "h"),  and  their 
chivaree  was  postponed  a  couple  of  months. 

For  several  years,  there  were  mix-ups 
between  the  Dallas  Murdoch's.  The  wedding 
announcement  was  followed  by  an  early 
announcement  of  the  birth  of  a  baby  boy.   Dallas 
was  congratulated  for  being  a  boxing  champ,  for 
surviving  a  serious  hospitalization  and 
sympathized  with  for  losing  an  eye  in  a  trench 
cave-in.   Finally,  the  other  Dallas  Murdock 
moved  to  California  and  the  mix-ups  ended. 

Winona  terminated  her  employment  at  Arco 
when  school  was  out  and  worked  at  the  hospital 
in  Idaho  Falls  until  their  marriage  a  few  days 
later.   They  were  married  June  6,  1934,  in  the 
Salt  Lake  Temple.   Dallas's  brother,  Tom,  and 
his  wife,  Alta,  accompanied  them.   Dallas  was 
not  very  active  in  the  Church  when  they  met, 
although  he  had  been  raised  to  be.  Winona 
insisted  on  a  temple  marriage  so  he  prepared 
himself  to  be  worthy.   He  was  always  grateful 
that  she  insisted  on  "starting  off  right."  Since  her 
father  wouldn't  allow  them  to  have  a  wedding 
reception,  they  began  married  life  with  a 
minimum  of  worldly  goods. 

They  spent  their  honeymoon  driving  to 
Moscow,  where  Dallas  was  to  attend  a  two-week 
ag  teacher's  conference.   Following  their  return 
home,  they  lived  in  the  Grimmett  home  in 
Lewisville  for  the  summer.   Their  ultimate  aim 
was  to  rent  an  apartment  from  Marian  Agren  for 
the  school  year.   It  was  being  remodeled  and  was 
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to  be  finished  by  the  time  the  Grimetts  came 
home.   It  wasn't  ready  until  three  weeks  later. 
Consequently,  Dallas  lived  in  the  janitor's 
quarters  at  the  school  and  Winona  spent  the  three 
weeks  caring  for  her  sister  Ursula's  sick  children 
in  Coltman. 

They  eventually  got  together  again,  although 
temporarily.  Winona  was  in  great  demand  as  a 
special-duty  nurse  and  would  be  gone  a  week  or 
two  at  a  time  on  various  cases.   Dallas's  two 
sisters,  Tressa  and  Martha,  lived  with  them  in 
order  to  attend  high  school.  Dallas's  salary  was 
$1,200.00  per  year. 

During  the  summer,  a  group  of  Lewisville 
citizens  decided  to  chivaree  them,  since  they 
were  newly  weds.   Two  couples  were  chivareed 
mat  night.  They  were  forced  to  parade  through 
Lewisville  and  Rigby,  accompanied  by  the 
Lewisville  Town  Band.   Afterwards,  everyone 
garnered  at  their  home,  where  they  were 
persuaded  to  cook  oyster  stew  for  the  crowd. 
Since  they  didn't  have  enough  oysters  in  the 
house,  someone  talked  the  local  grocer  into 
opening  up  and  selling  them  some  more  and  the 
boys  milked  the  neighbor's  cows  at  midnight  to 
provide  enough  milk  for  the  stew. 

Their  first  son,  Ronald  Lee,  was  born  the 
next  April  23,  at  the  Idaho  Falls  LDS  Hospital. 
At  that  time,  they  had  an  opportunity  to  move 
into  a  better  home.   They  borrowed  $50.00  from 
John  Lee  and  furnished  it. 

They  had  only  been  in  their  new  home  thirty 
days  when  an  offer  came  from  Emmett  to  teach 
for  $400.00  a  year  more.   They  moved  June  30, 
and  spent  that  night  in  a  motel.   Dallas  started 
work  the  next  day.   They  lived  in  Emmett  two 
years.  Tressa  and  Martha  lived  with  mem  again 
in  order  to  attend  school.   They  rented  ten  acres 
and  a  nice  house  for  $10.00  a  month.   They 
rented  out  the  land  and  milked  a  Guernsey  cow. 
Life  was  good  there.   Helen  was  born  August  3 1 , 
1936,  at  Emmett  in  a  local  maternity  home. 

When  Winona  was  ready  to  come  home 
from  the  maternity  home,  Dallas  had  gone  to  the 
barber  shop  to  get  a  hair  cut.   They  called  and 
said  that  she  had  had  a  heart  attack  and  thought  it 
was  the  end.  She  felt  her  heart  had  stopped. 
However,  she  came  home  later  that  day  and  was 
fine.   She  always  told  Dallas  she  would  die  of  a 
blood  clot.  When  they  discussed  death,  she  said 
mat  she  would  die  before  him.   She  told  him 


what  to  do  with  the  children.   Dallas  said  that  she 
had  an  episode  something  like  this  one  other 
time.   Her  self-diagnosis  was  infallible.   (Sixteen 
years  later,  Winona  thought  she  had  a  tubal 
pregnancy  when,  instead,  it  was  a  ruptured 
appendix.   Dallas  said  he  tried  for  a  week  to  get 
her  to  the  doctor  before  she  finally  went.  More 
about  that,  later.) 

Dallas  was  again  offered  an  opportunity  to 
teach  for  more  money,  this  time  in  Ucon. 
Consequently  he  moved  his  little  family  back  to 
southeastern  Idaho.   There,  he  made  $2,050.00 
per  year,  plus  $50.00  per  month  travel  expenses. 

The  family  made  their  home  in  Rigby  mat 
first  year.  Dallas  Earl  was  born  there  October 
23,  1937.  Later,  they  then  moved  to  Ucon, 
renting  the  Robinson  home,  two  doors  east  of  the 
main  highway.  Shortly  thereafter,  tragedy  struck 
the  family.   On  a  blustery  day,  November  10, 
1938,  Ronald  crossed  the  main  highway  to  play 
with  a  friend.   On  his  way  home,  he  failed  to  see 
an  oncoming  truck  mat  struck  and  killed  him.  It 
was  a  very  sad  time  for  Dallas  and  Winona. 
Ronald  was  a  very  special  child  and  they  had 
anticipated  the  joy  of  raising  him  to  manhood. 
They  received  many  cards  and  letters  from 
friends  and  relatives  far  and  near.   As  the  family 
grew,  they  always  felt  that  Ronald  was  part  of 
them.  They  all  look  forward  to  seeing  him  some 
day  in  the  hereafter. 

The  next  spring,  they  moved  about  1-1/2 
miles  south  of  town  to  a  sixty-acre  farm  and  a 
little  two-room  house  with  no  well.  Here,  Dallas 
started  the  beginnings  of  his  purebred  Suffolk 
sheep  and  purebred  Duroc  hog  business.  He 
continued  to  teach.   He  bought  ninety  sheep  and 
some  hogs  with  the  insurance  money  received 
from  Ronald's  death. 

Shortly  thereafter,  with  a  loan  of  $500.00 
from  John  Lee,  he  purchased  his  first  farm,  two 
miles  south  of  Ucon.  It  consisted  of  eighty-four 
acres  and  a  five-room  log  house.   It  had  no  well 
and  the  "necessity  room"  was  down  a  path.   It 
was  heated  with  the  cook  stove  in  the  kitchen  and 
an  oil  stove  in  the  living  room.   The  only 
problem  was  that  the  family  who  sold  it  to  mem 
refused  to  move,  so  they  spent  the  first  summer 
in  a  tent  house.   It  had  two  rooms  and  it  leaked 
when  it  rained.   A  hired  man,  John  Biens,  lived 
in  one  room  with  his  family  and  the  Murdochs 
lived  in  the  other. 
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When  they  finally  moved  into  the  log  house, 
they  also  shared  it  with  a  hired  man  named 
Gilbert  Davis  and  his  wife.   They  lived  in  three 
rooms  and  he  and  his  wife  lived  in  the  other  two. 
Seventy  three  men  had  applied  for  the  job  since  it 
was  still  the  Depression  Days  (1939). 

Thomas  Ray  was  born  July  6,  1940.  Dallas 
was  at  summer  school  in  Ft.  Collins,  Colorado 
and  a  neighbor  drove  Winona  to  the  hospital  in 
Idaho  Falls.   By  now,  they  had  a  new  hired  man, 
Gilbert  Davies.   At  this  same  time,  his  wife, 
Eleanor,  had  a  baby  girl,  Bonnie  Rae.   The  two 
mothers  enjoyed  raising  their  babies  together. 

Later,  trenches  were  dug  and  water  was 
brought  from  a  shared  well  located  across  the 
road.  The  children  spent  an  enjoyable  summer 
playing  in  the  trenches  until  they  were  filled  in. 

Dallas  had  always  wanted  to  quit  teaching 
and  just  farm.   He  was  eventually  able  to  do  this 
about  the  time  that  Helen  started  first  grade, 
1942.   His  livestock  and  land  kept  him  busy.  He 
showed  his  registered  sheep  and  hogs  at  the  fairs 
and  in  the  purebred  sales. 

Winona  loved  her  profession  and  didn't  have 
to  be  coaxed  too  hard  to  return  to  it  from  time  to 
time.   She  did  special -duty  nursing  whenever  the 
need  arose.   She  also  occasionally  worked  the 
night  shift  at  the  hospital.  When  Helen  was 
about  nine  or  ten,  she  worked  from  1 1 :00  a.m. 
to  5:00  p.m.,  using  the  bus  for  transportation. 
During  the  summer,  Helen  was  the  babysitter. 
Winona  earned  $1 .00  an  hour  and  during  the 
school  year  she  paid  the  neighbor  $1 .00  per  day 
to  tend  her  preschool  children.   She  was  highly 
respected  in  her  work.  Years  later,  when  Helen 
was  a  student  nurse,  she  was  told  what  a  good 
nurse  her  mother  was. 

Ann  Marie  was  born  on  December  24,  1941, 
and  always  felt  short  changed  because  her 
birthday  and  Christmas  were  at  the  same  time. 

Dallas  eventually  determined  that  the  farm 
alone  was  not  going  to  provide  his  family  with 
the  necessary  income,  so  he  went  to  work  as  a 
traveling  salesman  for  the  Moorman  Feed 
Company.   He  became  a  district  manager  and 
was  away  from  home  a  lot.   He  rented  the  farm 
land  to  a  neighbor.   Winona  and  the  children  did 
the  chores  in  his  absence.   One  day,  when 
Winona  was  harrowing,  something  went  wrong 
and  she  was  "harrowed  under".   She  only 
suffered  scratches  and  bruises,  but  it  was  a 


frightening  experience  for  her  and  the  children. 
Another  time,  the  family  was  just  sitting  down  to 
dinner  and  heard  a  loud  roaring,  like  an  airplane. 
Dallas  Earl  hurried  inside  with  the  news  that  the 
house  was  on  fire,  just  above  the  fuel -oil  tank. 
They  were  able  to  put  the  fire  out  without  too 
much  trouble. 

While  at  Ucon,  the  home  was  adjacent  to  an 
irrigation  ditch.  It  was  fun  to  swim  in,  when  one 
knew  how  to  take  care  of  himself.   However, 
Winona  once  said  that,  at  one  time  or  another, 
she  had  to  pull  a  little  one  out,  just  on  the  verge 
of  drowning.   One  day,  Dallas  Earl  was  the  hero 
when  he  spotted  Ann  struggling  in  a  culvert.  He 
ran  and  told  Winona,  who  quickly  came  and 
pulled  her  out. 

The  ditch  also  served  as  a  place  of 
punishment  on  occasion.   Once,  when  Helen  was 
in  the  first  grade,  she  said  "shut-up"  to  her 
father.   She  immediately  found  herself  in  the 
cold  ditch  with  all  her  school  clothes  on.   It  was 
a  lesson  well  learned! 

During  the  40' s,  the  family's  church 
attendance  was  sporadic.  Sometimes  the 
children  went  with  their  father  and  sometimes 
with  their  mother.   Sometimes  they  were 
dropped  off  and  sometimes  they  didn't  go  at  all. 
Sometimes  they  all  went  together.   After  one 
"dry  spell",  the  children  were  directed  to  the  rear 
of  the  church  and  they  discovered  that,  in  their 
absence,  something  new  had  been  added  -  Junior 
Sunday  School!   After  that,  church  attendance 
seemed  to  be  more  regular  for  the  family,  at 
least  at  Sunday  School.   They  seldom  went  to 
Sacrament  Meeting. 

Winona  never  felt  at  home  at  Ucon.  She 
thought  many  of  the  ward  members  considered 
themselves  better  than  others.   Even  so,  the 
children  had  no  doubt  the  gospel  was  true. 
They  knew  right  from  wrong  and  what  to  do. 
They  tried  to  activate  the  "gentiles"  who  lived 
across  the  street.    Helen  remembers  taking 
Winona's  tithing  to  the  school  principal,  Mr. 
Simmons,  who  was  their  bishop. 

One  Sunday,  Helen  was  invited  to  go  to  the 
show  with  a  neighbor  girl.   She  thoroughly 
enjoyed  the  movie,  but  on  her  return  home, 
Dallas  Earl  met  her  at  the  door  saying,  "You 
can't  ever  go  to  the  show  on  Sunday  again"!     In 
her  absence,  the  subject  had  been  discussed  and  a 
policy  formed  that  was  to  remain  with  the  family 
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forever.   She  didn't  resent  it,  but  tucked  it  away 
for  future  reference. 

Ruth  was  born  on  May  7,  1945,  the  same 
day  that  the  war  ended  in  Europe.    School  was 
let  out  early  so  the  children  could  walk  to  a 
community  celebration  in  downtown  Ucon. 
Afterwards,  the  buses  took  the  children  home 
early.  When  the  Murdoch  children  arrived 
home,  they  discovered  that  their  parents  were  on 
their  way  to  Idaho  Falls.  Toward  evening, 
Dallas  came  home  and  informed  the  family  that 
they  had  a  new  baby  sister.   That  was  the  way  it 
always  was.   The  new  baby  was  always  a 
surprise  and  was  never  discussed  before  it  was 
born.  The  children  were  young  enough  to  never 
notice  their  mother's  changing  condition.  Only 
when  John  was  born  five  years  later  did  the 
family  know  that  a  new  member  was  expected. 
Even  then,  nothing  was  ever  said;  they  just 
"knew". 

Winona  was  an  unselfish  person.   If  the 
family  ever  had  the  opportunity  to  attend  a 
movie,  she  would  always  stay  home  with  the 
little  ones  so  all  the  older  children  could  go. 

In  the  spring  of  1948,  the  family  sold  their 
farm  at  Ucon  and  moved  to  Lima,  Montana,  in 
an  effort  to  expand.  They  would  have  more 
acres,  more  livestock  and  (hopefully)  more 
money. 

The  "new"  log  house  was  an  improvement 
over  the  one  at  Ucon,  except  that  it  had  only  one 
bedroom.  The  living  room  and  the  dining  room 
both  did  double  duty  as  bedrooms  when  the  need 
arose.   In  warm  weather,  the  boys  slept  in  a 
bunk  house.   The  house  would  have  been  better 
insulated  and  tighter,  had  not  young  Dallas  Earl, 
who  in  an  attempt  to  stop  a  truck  with  faulty 
brakes,  drove  it  into  the  northern  wall.   This 
caused  it  to  slope  inward,  pushing  Helen,  who 
was  sitting  on  the  sofa,  across  the  floor.   The 
wall  was  later  pushed  back  into  it's  proper  place, 
but  the  wind  blew  through  it  ever  after.  The 
"necessity  room"  was  still  down  a  path  and  there 
was  a  well.   One  of  the  first  things  Dallas  did 
was  to  dig  a  trench  and  get  water  into  the  house. 

The  family  moved  in  on  Saturday.  The  next 
morning,  they  drove  to  Lima  to  attend  church  at 
the  small  branch.   Somewhere  in  the  move,  the 
clock  was  lost  or  broken  and  they  had  to  guess  at 
the  time  to  arrive.   When  they  arrived,  it  was 
obvious  that  they  had  guessed  wrong  and  they 


were  late.   The  question  arose  as  to  whether  or 
not  they  should  go  in.   Dallas  announced,  that 
from  that  day  forward,  things  were  going  to  be 
different.  They,  as  a  family,  were  going  to  be 
100%  Latter-Day  Saints  and  the  number  one 
thing  on  the  list  was  for  them  to  attend  all 
meetings.  So  saying,  they  all  climbed  out  of  the 
car  and  attended  their  first  Sunday  School  at  the 
Lima  Branch,  late  though  they  were.  Opening 
exercises  were  going  strong  and  seven  new 
members  were  no  small  stir.  It  proved  to  be  a 
very  friendly  place  -  where  a  "strong,  faithful 
Mormon  family"  was  certainly  needed. 

Winona  was  very  happy  that  the  family  was 
finally  together  in  church  matters  and  strongly 
supported  her  husband  in  his  callings.  Dallas 
was  soon  called  to  be  Branch  President.  Winona 
served  as  a  counselor  in  the  Relief  Society  and  as 
a  Primary  teacher. 

Dallas  had  an  opportunity  to  prove  his 
resolve  of  faithfulness  that  very  first  Sunday. 
The  only  time  that  a  movie  was  shown  in  Lima 
was  on  Sunday  night  at  8:00.   It  was  the  custom 
of  the  young  people  of  the  branch  to  go  to  the 
show  right  after  Sacrament  Meeting.  If  the 
meeting  was  a  little  too  long,  they  were  known  to 
leave  before  it  was  over.  That  first  Sunday, 
Helen's  new  friend,  Shirlene,  invited  her  to 
attend  the  show  with  her.   Dallas  said,  "No." 
The  next  week,  he  again  said,  "No."   Helen 
remembered  what  the  family  had  told  her  when 
she  attended  the  Sunday  show  at  Ucon  and 
wasn't  surprised.   She  finally  just  quit  asking. 
She  would  have  been  disappointed  in  her  father 
had  he  not  kept  his  commitment  and  let  her  go. 
In  their  four  years  in  Montana,  no  one  ever 
attended  a  show  after  Sacrament  Meeting.  They 
seemed  to  survive  the  lack  of  culture. 

The  "Montana  chapter"  of  Dallas  and 
Winona's  family's  life  was  one  of  responsibility, 
development  and  testimony  building.  The  whole 
branch  had  a  great  feeling  of  "togetherness." 
The  family  had  a  first-hand  experience  with  the 
full-time  missionaries  and  frequently  had  them  in 
their  home.   This  was  a  good  experience  in  the 
lives  of  Dallas  Earl  and  Tom,  who  both  later 
served  missions,  as  did  John,  although  he  was 
too  young  to  be  directly  influenced  by  the  branch 
experience.   His  brothers  were  his  example. 

A  number  of  horses  went  with  the  ranch. 
Most  of  the  family  members  had  never  been 
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exposed  to  horses  before,  so  it  was  a  new 
experience.   They  were  all  work  horses  except 
for  one  saddle  horse  named  Lady.  The  former 
owner  cautioned  Dallas  that  she  was  full  of  spirit 
and  that  the  children  should  probably  stay  away 
from  her.   One  morning  before  breakfast,  they 
were  looking  for  seven-year-old  Tommy,  when 
they  discovered  him  riding  Lady  bareback, 
holding  on  to  the  mane  for  all  he  was  worth. 
Some  members  of  the  family  expected  him  to 
come  to  a  crashing  end,  but  they  were  able  to 
stop  the  horse  and  get  him  down  safely,  after 
which  he  was  given  some  good  advice. 

The  horses  were  used  for  farm  work.  Ten- 
year-old  Dallas  Earl  was  taught  to  use  them  for 
harrowing.   He  could  drive  them  in  the  field  all 
day  long,  but  when  it  came  time  to  return  home, 
the  horses  had  a  mind  of  their  own  and  would 
run  away  from  him.   Somehow,  he  escaped 
injury,  even  though  he  was  a  very  small  boy  at 
the  mercy  of  a  very  big  team. 

The  winter  of  1 948-49  was  recorded  in 
history  as  one  of  the  worst  ever  -  especially  in 
Lima,  Montana.   Dallas  had  increased  his  herd 
of  sheep  considerably  and  was  trying  hard  to 
complete  a  new  shed  in  which  to  lamb.  Winter 
struck,  the  ewes  started  lambing  and  the  shed 
wasn't  finished.   On  top  of  that,  a  branch 
member  died.   The  funeral  was  held  in  Idaho 
Falls  and  Dallas  was  asked  to  conduct.  What 
was  supposed  to  be  a  one-day  trip  turned  out  to 
be  about  a  week,  since  he  couldn't  get  home 
because  of  the  deep  drifting  snow.   At  any  rate, 
many,  many  lambs  died.  Winona  and  the 
children  checked  them  regularly  and  did  what 
they  could.   It  turned  out  to  be  a  rather  expensive 
winter. 

It  was  next  to  impossible  to  get  to  school  that 
winter.   The  main  road  to  town  was  drifted  in 
just  before  Christmas  and  wasn't  passable  until 
March  17.   The  back  road  was  over  twice  as 
long  and  full  of  drifts.   It  always  took  a  couple  of 
hours  to  go  the  six  or  seven  miles  to  town.  The 
children  would  walk  in  late  and  everyone  would 
laugh  at  them.   Somehow  they  survived.   The 
laughter  wasn't  as  bad  as  the  thirty-below-zero 
weather  that  they  sometimes  had  to  walk  home 
in.   Dallas  would  try  to  get  to  them  in  the  car, 
but  the  drifts  would  usually  delay  him.   Ann  was 
in  first  grade  and  had  it  the  worst.   Her  tears 
would  freeze  on  her  face  and  her  nose  would 


freeze.  When  she  finally  got  to  a  warm  room, 
her  nose  would  usually  swell  when  it  warmed  up. 

They  finally  got  smart  and  used  the  team  and 
wagon.  The  team  could  go  over  the  impassable 
regular  lane.  When  the  children  reached  the 
corner,  they  turned  the  team  around,  sent  it 
home,  and  got  on  the  bus.   At  night,  Dallas 
would  start  the  team  out  by  itself  and  it  would 
meet  the  children  at  the  corner.   They  had  to 
walk  a  little  ways,  because  he  wouldn't  take  a 
chance  that  the  team  would  reach  the  corner 
before  the  children. 

On  one  occasion,  after  missing  church  for 
several  Sundays,  Dallas  felt  it  important  that  they 
attend  church.   On  the  next  Sunday,  he  hooked 
up  the  team  and  wagon,  loaded  the  family  and 
drove  all  the  way  to  Sunday  School.   Helen  was 
very  embarrassed.   She  wanted  to  just  disappear 
and  had  a  hard  time  getting  all  the  straw  off  her 
wrinkled  clothes  for  a  suitable  entrance! 

The  next  two  or  three  winters  weren't  so 
bad.  The  drifts  were  still  there,  but  perhaps  the 
family  had  learned  to  cope  better. 

The  sheep  operation  never  did  recover  from 
that  first  disastrous  winter  and  Dallas  was  forced 
to  sell  most  of  his  flock  at  an  auction  to  satisfy 
his  creditors.   He  did  a  marvelous  job  of 
publicity  and  held  a  very  successful  sale  at  the 
Blackfoot,  Idaho  fairground.   The  bankers  were 
very  happy.  So  was  his  wife. 

Winona  kept  a  flock  of  chickens.  The  eggs 
paid  for  the  groceries.  The  children  had  to  feed 
them,  clean  the  coop  and  gather  and  wash  the 
eggs.  When  eggs  were  high,  they  brought 
$24.00  for  a  30-dozen  case.  When  they  were 
low,  they  brought  about  $13.00.  There  were  two 
grocery  stores  in  town.  Winona  would  go  to 
each  of  them  and  ask  what  they  would  pay.   She 
usually  sold  to  Merrill's,  but  sometimes  sold  to 
the  other  one. 

One  year,  there  was  a  chicken  disaster  in 
early  spring.   It  happened  about  six  weeks  after 
the  new  chicks  arrived.   They  were  housed  in 
some  pig  pens  in  the  field.   The  family  was  away 
from  home  and  Winona  kept  worrying  for  fear 
they  wouldn't  get  home  before  dark.  Sure 
enough,  they  didn't  get  home  in  time  and  the 
scared  chickens  piled  up  and  smothered.   The 
family  stayed  up  rather  late  that  night  plucking 
the  dead  chickens,  determined  to  at  least  save  the 
meat.   A  considerable  number  of  chickens  were 
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lost.  Winona  really  suffered  and  complained  for 
a  long  time  about  the  uselessness  of  such  a 
happening. 

John  was  born  January  14,  1950.   He  and 
Winona  both  lived,  due  to  modern  medicine  and 
a  miracle.   The  morning  following  Christmas 
day,  Winona  started  to  hemorrhage  and  have 
labor  pains.   Dallas  quickly  took  her  to  the  Idaho 
Falls  Hospital.  John  was  stubborn  and  not  ready 
to  come.  Things  settled  down  and  she  stayed 
with  her  brothers,  Eldred  and  Wells,  until  the 
baby  was  born.   On  the  night  of  the  14th,  she 
started  to  hemorrhage  again.   They  rushed  her  to 
the  hospital  where  John  was  delivered  by  an 
emergency  Caesarian  section.  It  took  them 
twenty  minutes  to  get  her  to  the  hospital  and  two 
hours  to  get  back  home,  due  to  the  blowing, 
drifting  snow.   Had  the  storm  come  any  earlier, 
things  may  have  been  quite  different.  The  family 
somehow  survived  Winona's  six-week  absence. 

A  grizzled  old  hired  man  named  Jim  Norris 
was  especially  happy  to  have  her  back.  One 
night  he  sat  down  to  a  dinner  prepared  by  Helen 
and  Dallas  Earl,  looked  things  over  and  promptly 
announced,  "I  can't  eat  this  stuff. "    He 
disappeared  to  the  bunkhouse  without  a  bite  of 
supper. 

Jim  never  took  a  bath.  One  Christmas, 
Winona  bought  him  a  new  pair  of  long  Johns, 
thinking  he  would  take  a  bath  before  putting 
them  on.   Instead,  he  just  put  them  over  his  old 
ones  and  never  did  take  a  bath!  Winona  was  so 
disappointed. 

During  their  years  in  Montana,  Winona 
became  an  "ex-officio"  doctor  in  the  community. 
The  nearest  doctor  was  fifty  miles  away  in 
Dillon.   The  druggist  even  sold  her  penicillin 
shots  without  a  prescription.  She  gave  them 
freely  to  anyone  in  the  community  who  seemed 
to  be  in  need  of  penicillin.  It  only  created  a 
problem  once.   Her  own  son,  Tommy,  cut  his 
foot  badly  with  an  ax  so  he  received  a  penicillin 
shot,  following  a  quick  trip  to  Dillon  for  stitches. 
He  immediately  broke  out  in  hives  and  spent 
several  miserable  days  recovering.   His  hives 
were  a  lot  worse  than  his  original  illness. 

One  Sunday  afternoon,  Dallas  Earl  and 
Tommy  invited  a  friend  from  town  to  join  them 
for  the  day.   They  took  a  walk  to  the  mountains 
west  of  their  home,  and  on  the  way  back,  they 
met  a  skunk.   All  the  details  aren't  known,  but 


when  they  returned,  it  was  evident  that  Tommy 
and  Merlin  had  come  a  little  too  close.  Winona 
was  unable  to  get  rid  of  the  smell  on  Tom's 
clothes  so  she  buried  them.  The  next  day, 
Tommy  went  to  school,  much  to  the  dismay  of 
the  teacher.  She  put  him  on  the  back  row  until 
she  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer;  then  she 
dismissed  him  for  the  day. 

When  the  children  were  ill,  Winona  took 
good  care  of  them.  It  seemed  that  a 
communicable  disease  hit  about  every  other  year 
and  they  would  spend  a  couple  of  weeks  in  bed. 
One  of  her  specialties  was  hot  lemonade.  It 
really  felt  good  on  a  sore  throat.   She  would 
swab  her  children's  throats  with  iodine  and  place 
a  wet  washcloth  around  their  throats  to  stop  a 
cough.  She  also  insisted  on  hot  salt  water 
gargles  for  sore  throats.   At  times,  their  chests 
were  rubbed  with  Vicks.   Hot  milk  toast  would 
soothe  an  upset  stomach. 

One  night,  Ruth  became  seriously  ill  with  a 
high  fever  and  a  stiff  neck.  Fearing  possible 
meningitis,  her  parents  rushed  her  100  miles  to 
Idaho  Falls  where  she  could  receive  medical 
attention.  Before  they  started  out,  Dallas  and 
Winona  laid  their  hands  on  Ruth's  head  and  gave 
her  a  blessing,  since  no  other  priesthood  bearers 
were  near  enough  to  give  assistance.  She  slept  in 
the  car  all  the  way  and  woke  up  at  her  Aunt 
Ursula's  home  in  Coltman.  She  was  cooler  and 
felt  better.   She  was  later  taken  to  the  doctor, 
given  a  penicillin  shot  and  told  that  all  would  be 
well. 

One  day,  a  traveling  salesman  came  to  call. 
Winona  traded  in  her  old  sewing  machine  that 
"clomp  clomped"  for  the  newest  and  grandest 
Singer  ever  built.  It  was  a  great  improvement 
over  the  old  one  and  really  zipped  along. 
Another  time,  another  salesman  came  along. 
This  time,  Winona  bought  a  vacuum  cleaner. 
Since  they  had  no  carpets,  it  was  mostly  used  to 
clean  upholstered  furniture  and  spray  wax  on  the 
floors  on  Saturday. 

Even  though  the  Montana  years  provided 
some  of  the  best  character-building  experiences 
possible  for  a  growing  family,  they  also  failed  to 
provide  some  of  the  necessities  of  life  -  like  good 
L.D.S.  dating  partners.   As  their  children 
became  teenagers  and  seemed  to  be  in  "  No- 
man's-land",  Dallas  and  Winona  decided  that 
perhaps  they  should  return  to  "civilization", 
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where  the  children  could  experience  a  more 
normal  existence. 

In  the  meantime,  Winona's  father,  John  Lee, 
had  passed  away.   His  eighty-acre  farm  was 
available.  Winona  thought  that  "going  home" 
would  be  the  perfect  solution  to  the  family's  need 
for  a  change  of  environment.   Consequently,  in 
October  of  1952,  the  family  again  moved. 

Dallas  gave  orders  to  the  family  members 
that  they  were  to  tell  no  one  of  the  impending 
move.   He  didn't  want  the  branch  members  to 
get  upset  or  to  go  to  a  lot  of  trouble  to  give  them 
a  farewell  party.   However,  the  branch  gave 
them  a  party  anyway  and  presented  them  with  a 
pretty  lamp. 

The  property  in  Montana  wasn't  sold  right 
away,  so  Dallas  rented  it  out.   Consequently,  he 
still  had  to  keep  in  touch  with  it  and  many  trips 
were  made  back  and  forth.   They  did  not 
purchase  John  Lee's  farm  when  they  moved 
there.   The  idea  was  to  buy  it  when  the  Montana 
property  was  sold,  so  they  initially  just  rented  it. 

The  house  was  the  nicest  the  family  had  ever 
had.  The  "necessity  room"  was  inside  and  there 
was  a  lawn!   There  was  also  a  sink  in  which  to 
do  dishes  and  lots  of  cupboard  space,  not  to 
mention  bookcases,  carpeting  and  three 
bedrooms!  The  house  hadn't  had  a  woman's 
touch  for  at  least  ten  years  and  had  been  vacant 
for  at  least  two  or  three,  so  it  required  some 
work.  Winona  went  down  a  week  early  and  did 
a  lot  of  cleaning.   Everyone  really  enjoyed  the 
new  surroundings. 

In  the  new  house,  the  girls  slept  in  an 
unfinished  room  upstairs.   The  first  night,  six- 
year-old  Ruth  went  to  bed  before  her  older 
sisters.   There  was  no  electricity  up  there  and 
she  was  frightened  by  herself.   There  was  an 
open  doorway  between  the  room  and  the 
unfinished  attic  and  she  imagined  all  sorts  of 
things  in  there.   Winona  told  her  a  story  and 
tucked  here  into  bed  and  left  a  burning  candle  by 
her  bedside. 

Two  months  after  arriving,  Helen  finally  got 
that  important  first  date  and  caught  a  bad  cold  at 
the  same  time.   She  could  hardly  breathe  the  day 
of  the  dance  and  her  lungs  hurt  really  bad.  She 
couldn't  talk  very  well  either.  Winona  said  she 
could  go  to  the  dance  if  she  would  stay  home 
from  school  and  rest,  agree  to  have  a  penicillin 
shot  (left  over  from  Montana)  and  wear  boots  to 


the  dance!  It  was  a  very  high  price  to  pay, 
especially  the  boots,  but  she  agreed.  Luckily, 
her  date  wasn't  too  sophisticated. 

Winona  was  really  happy  to  be  "home" 
again.   She  planned  how  she  could  go  back  to 
work  after  John  was  in  school  by  catching  the 
bus  that  passed  twice  a  day.  She  longed  to  return 
to  nursing. 

Life  for  the  family  went  on  quite  normally 
until  March.   Then  three  things  happened  to 
Winona,  almost  at  the  same  time.   She  opened 
the  refrigerator  one  day  and  a  can  of  catsup  fell 
out.   It  had  a  jagged  edge  on  it,  because  the  lid 
had  been  left  on,  and  it  cut  her  leg  rather  badly. 
About  the  same  time,  she  accidentally  fell  down 
the  basement  steps  and  sprained  her  ankle.   Right 
after  this,  she  developed  a  bad  abdominal  pain 
that  just  wouldn't  go  away,  so  she  went  to  the 
hospital.   Dallas's  mother,  Louannie,  came  to 
care  for  the  family.   After  Winona  had  been  in 
the  hospital  a  week,  she  was  operated  on  and 
they  discovered  that  they  should  not  have  waited 
a  week.   She  had  a  ruptured,  gangrenous 
appendix  and  subsequent  peritonitis.   During  the 
week  before  her  surgery,  she  shared  a  room  with 
a  senile  old  woman  who  needed  lots  of  nursing 
care.  The  nurses,  who  should  have  been  taking 
care  of  her,  never  seemed  to  get  there  soon 
enough,  so  many  times  Winona  would  get  out  of 
bed  and  provide  for  her  needs. 

After  her  surgery,  she  seemed  to  get  along 
quite  well,  in  spite  of  all  the  infection.  She  was 
to  come  home  from  the  hospital  on  Monday,  one 
week  after  surgery.   About  Friday  or  Saturday, 
she  started  to  have  severe  pains.  They  correctly 
diagnosed  her  problem  as  blood  clots  and 
immediately  started  medication  and  treatment.  At 
first,  she  seemed  to  respond  to  treatment  but  then 
her  condition  worsened. 

On  Sunday,  her  brother,  Arnold,  his  wife, 
Melba  and  Dallas  visited  her  in  the  hospital. 
Dallas  and  Arnold  administered  to  her.   Arnold 
and  Melba  then  left.  They  stopped  to  visit  the 
family  on  the  way  home  and  Melba  said,  "Your 
mother  is  very,  very  sick."   No  one  thought 
much  about  it.   After  all,  mothers  always  get 
well.   Tragedies  happened  to  "other  people." 

Dallas  remained  with  her.   The  pains  became 
more  and  more  severe.   With  her  doctor,  Steve 
Hatch,  and  Dallas  at  her  side,  she  gradually 
weakened  and  passed  away. 
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Needless-to-say,  the  family  was  stunned, 
heartsick  and  unbelieving.   They  were  the  "other 
people."  That  night,  upon  Dallas's  return  from 
the  hospital,  they  had  a  special  family  prayer  in  a 
circle,  all  holding  hands.   Then,  each  went  to  his 
lonely  bed.  They  appreciated  the  fact  that 
Grandma  Murdoch  was  there  to  lend  comfort 
and  assistance. 

Winona  left  six  living  sons  and  daughters. 
Her  sons  all  filled  missions  for  the  Church. 
Each  of  the  six  were  married  in  the  temple. 
They  are  grateful  to  their  parents  for  a  lifetime 
of  proper  teaching  and  example  and  are  trying  to 
do  the  same  for  their  children. 

In  doing  research  to  write  this  history, 
family  members  were  contacted  and  Melba  wrote 
the  following: 

"There  is  one  experience  that  stands  out  in 
our  relationship  with  her.   When  she  was 
critically  ill  at  the  hospital,  we  went  down  with 
Dallas  to  see  her.   When  we  found  out  her 
condition,  we  stayed  in  the  waiting  room  and 
talked  a  minute  with  Dallas.   He  went  to  her 
room  and  returned  in  a  minute  and  said  that 
Winona  wanted  to  see  us,  especially  Arnold. 
(For  a  period  of  time  Arnold  and  Wells  had  not 


been  speaking  to  each  other  over  a  disagreement 
concerning  the  purchase  of  a  calf.   The  family 
knew  about  it  and  felt  bad.)  We  went  into  the 
room  and  stood  by  her  bed.   Being  a  nurse,  she 
understood  the  seriousness  of  a  blood  clot.  She 
looked  at  Arnold  and  told  him  she  was  not  going 
to  live.   Before  she  left  this  earth,  she  wanted 
him  to  promise  to  make  tilings  right  with  his 
brother.  Wells.   She  said  she  didn't  want  to  meet 
her  mother  and  have  to  tell  her  of  mis  trouble  in 
the  family.   I  don't  recall  if  Arnold  made  a 
verbal  promise  then.   Death  was  near.   We  left 
and  she  died  shortly  thereafter.   She  was 
unselfish.   Peace  in  the  family  was  important  to 
her.   Her  last  thoughts  were  of  family  and 
others. 

Dallas  and  Eldred  helped  this  desire  of 
Winona's  to  be  fulfilled.    Forgiveness  did  not 
come  easily  and  it  took  time,  but  all  is  well  in  the 
family  today  and  1  am  grateful. 

I  pray  that  mis  incident  will  be  a  guide  and 
inspiration  to  Winona's  children  and 
grandchildren,  in  desiring  and  striving  for  peace, 
love,  units  and  strong  family  ties." 

Melba  Lee-  1977 


L  to  R:  Helen,  Brigham  Dallas  holding  Ann,  Tom,  Winona  (Lee),  and  Dallas 

Insert:  Ronald 
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Winona  as  a  young  girl 


Winona  Lee  Murdoch 
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Brigham  Dallas  and  Winona  (Lee)  Murdoch  with  son  Ronald 
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LIFE  HISTORY  OF  AGNES  SIMONSEN  MURDOCH 


Agnes  Simonsen  was  born  July  7,  1920,  in 
Randers,  Denmark,  at  her  parents  home.  She 
was  the  third  child  and  first  girl  born  to  Agnes 
Valborg  Jornstup  and  Simon  Neilsen  Simonsen. 
She  had  two  older  brothers,  Aksel  and  Neils,  and 
two  younger  sisters,  Ane  and  Segred.  She  was  a 
"blue"  baby,  but  didn't  receive  a  blood 
transfusion.  She  also  had  milk  allergies  and  was 
raised  on  goat's  milk.   She  walked  at  eight 
months  and  ran  to  keep  up  with  her  two  older 
brothers.  Her  father  died  when  she  was  two  and 
a  half  years  old.  He  loved  her  very  much  and 
they  had  a  close  relationship.  He  was  in  the 
hospital  for  rheumatic  fever  and  a  hernia 
operation  when  he  developed  a  blood  clot  and 
died  at  the  age  of  42  on  Dec.  24,  1922. 

Agnes  began  school  at  age  five,  attended  for 
eight  years  and  then  graduated.  At  the  age  of 
ten,  she  was  sent  out  to  be  a  mother's  helper,  to 
tend  children,  cook  and  clean,  etc.   There  was  a 
Mormon  lady  who  lived  upstairs  and  she  had  the 
missionaries  contact  Agnes 's  family.   They 
accepted  the  gospel  and  Agnes,  her  mother  and 
two  sisters  were  baptized  on  Apr.  12,  1932. 

World  War  II  began  in  1939  and  Germany 
invaded  Denmark  on  April  9,  1940.   This  was  a 
hard  time  for  everyone.   Nearly  everything  was 
rationed  and  there  was  not  much  to  go  around. 
Agnes  worked  in  a  rope  making  factory  with  her 
mother  for  seven  or  eight  years.   Her  mother 
died  of  cancer  on  Nov.  28,  1943.  She  was  59 
years  old.   In  those  days,  the  dead  were  not 
embalmed  and  Agnes  had  to  dress  her  for  the 
burial.  It  was  a  hard  thing  to  do. 

The  missionaries  left  during  the  war,  and, 
with  no  support  it,  was  hard  for  the  members  to 
stay  true  to  the  gospel.   The  people  in  Agnes 's 
home  town  were  not  living  the  gospel  at  all. 
This  was  a  really  hard  time  for  her  and  she  had 
some  really  great  trials.   It  became  too  much  and 
she  had  a  nervous  breakdown.   The  war  ended. 
She  quit  her  job  and  moved  to  Copenhagen  to  see 
if  people  there  lived  the  gospel  better.   Elder 
Ezra  Taft  Benson  visited  Copenhagen  with  food 
and  clothing  to  help  the  Danish  people.  Agnes 
met  him  and  was  given  a  quilt  and  canned  food. 

The  Danish  mission  was  reopened  and  she 
met  with  the  missionaries  again.   In  fact,  they 


came  for  lunch  daily  and  she  asked  many 
questions.  They  showed  her  where  to  find  the 
answers  in  the  Book  of  Mormon  and,  as  she  did, 
she  found  good  strong  members  who  helped  her 
regain  her  testimony.   In  the  small  Copenhagen 
branch  there  were  35  young  women  and  only  5 
young  men.  The  odds  of  finding  a  good  Latter- 
Day  Saint  husband  were  rather  slim.  Agnes  had 
several  marriage  proposals  but  her  desire  to  be 
married  in  the  temple  was  strong  and  these  men 
were  not  members  of  the  Church.  The  mission 
president  encouraged  her  to  come  to  America  to 
find  a  good  LDS  husband. 

The  mission  president  had  received  a  letter 
from  an  American  lady  looking  for  a  mother's 
helper.   Agnes  applied,  but  the  position  had 
already  been  filled.   This  lady  took  Agnes's 
picture  and  letter  to  Relief  Society  and  explained 
the  situation.   Another  lady,  whose  husband  was 
dying  of  kidney  disease,  stood  up  and  said,  "That 
girl  is  for  me."  That  lady  was  Rhoda  Hendricks 
of  Idaho  Falls,  the  mother  of  five  children. 
Rhoda  wrote  back  to  the  mission  president,  even 
though  her  family  and  friends  advised  her  not  to. 
In  the  mean  time,  Agnes  had  answered  an  ad  for 
a  housekeeper  from  Dr.  Murch,  a  Danish  doctor 
in  Kansas  City.   Neither  Rhoda  or  Dr.  Murch 
had  enough  money  to  sponsor  her,  so  the  Danish 
consulate  combined  their  money,  which  meant 
that  Agnes  would  have  to  work  for  both  of  them. 
It  took  three  and  a  half  years  before  it  was  her 
turn  to  immigrate  from  Denmark. 

Before  one  could  immigrate  from  Denmark 
in  those  days,  one  was  carefully  investigated  to 
make  sure  no  one  in  the  family  had  any  criminal 
record  or  any  history  of  contagious  illnesses. 

As  Agnes  prepared  to  leave,  she  found  it  was 
hard  to  say  goodbye  to  family  and  friends.  She 
had  to  leave  everything  behind  with  the 
knowledge  that  she  might  never  return  to  her 
homeland.   She  boarded  a  bus  on  Nov.  28,  1950, 
and  traveled  by  bus  and  ship  to  Oslo,  Norway. 
There  she  boarded  a  steam  ship  and  crossed  the 
Atlantic  Ocean.   It  took  12  days.  There  was  a 
bad  storm  one  day  and  the  ship  was  pitched  from 
the  crest  of  the  one  wave  one  minute  and  down       % 
to  the  bottom  of  the  next  wave  the  next  minute. 
It  was  like  being  surrounded  by  water  and  she 
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thought  that  they  might  drown. 

She  reached  New  York  City  on  Dec.  1, 
1950.   It  cost  a  fortune  in  tips  to  get  through 
customs  because  one  porter  would  move  her 
trunk  three  to  five  feet  and  ask  for  a  tip,  then 
another  porter  would  come  and  do  the  same. 
Finally,  she  got  to  a  taxi,  whose  driver  also 
charged  extra  for  the  trunk.   Since  she  had  been 
only  allowed  to  take  $50.00  with  her,  it  was 
quite  stupid.   The  taxi  took  her  to  the  Greyhound 
bus  station,  where  she  obtained  a  ticket  and 
traveled  to  Salt  Lake  City  in  four  days. 

It  was  a  long  bus  ride  from  sea  level  to  a 
high  altitude  and  ,to  make  it  worse,  she  could  not 
speak  or  read  English.  When  she  arrived  at  Salt 
Lake  City,  she  stayed  with  a  Danish  friend,  Tony 
Knudsen.   Agnes  had  breathing  problems  while 
adjusting  to  the  change  in  altitude.   She  stayed 
with  Tony  for  a  week.   Then  she  rode  the  bus  to 
Idaho  Falls,  Idaho  and  began  to  work  for  Rhoda 
Hendricks.  She  worked  for  two  months  when 
Mr.  Hendricks  died.   She  was  astonished  to  see  a 
burial  in  America  compared  to  one  in  Denmark. 
She  also  had  been  teaching  herself  how  to  read, 
little  by  little,  from  a  first  grade  reading  book. 

Agnes  took  out  her  temple  endowments  on 
June  15,  1951 .   She  next  went  to  Kansas  City  to 
work  for  Dr.  Murch.   He  had  four  children  from 
ages  eleven  months  to  twelve  years.   They  all 
spoke  Danish.   It  took  her  a  while  to  locate  the 
LDS  Church.   When  she  did,  it  took  two  hours 
by  foot  and  street  car  to  get  there.   She  stayed  in 
Dr.  Murch' s  employment  for  one  and  one  half 
years.  She  gave  him  a  Book  of  Mormon  and  he 
promised  that  it  would  not  collect  dust  on  the 
book  shelf.   He  also  said  she  had  left  a  strong 
influence  for  good  on  the  whole  family. 

Agnes  rode  the  train  to  Pocatello  and 
traveled  to  Idaho  Falls  where  she  worked  for 
Rhoda  again.   Rhoda  married  after  two  or  three 
months  and  no  longer  needed  Agnes 's  help.   Her 
next  job  was  as  a  cook  in  die  Billings,  Montana 
mission  home.   While  there,  she  got  to  serve 
Howard  W.  Hunter  when  he  stopped  on  church 
business.   She  worked  mere  two  years.   Rhoda' s 
brother,  Vernon  Johnson,  was  Agnes 's  bishop  in 
Idaho  Falls.   He  also  knew  Dallas  Murdoch,  a 
widower  with  6  children.   Bishop  Johnson  asked 
Agnes  if  she  minded  if  Dallas  wrote  to  her. 
They  wrote  until  Agnes  moved  back  to  Idaho 
Falls.  While  in  Idaho  Falls,  she  lived  with 


Maren  Mortensen,  a  Danish  girl,  and  worked  the 
night  shift  at  Potato  Growers  on  Utah  Ave.   She 
also  worked  at  Jack  and  Jean's  Bakery  while  she 
dated  Dallas.  They  were  engaged  at  Christmas 
time  in  1955,  and  married  Jan.  6,  1956  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  Temple.  They  have  two  daughters, 
Mary  Lou,  born  on  Nov.  15,  1956  and  Luann 
Agnes,  born  on  May  14,  1959. 

Agnes  has  served  in  the  Church  as  long  as 
she  has  been  a  member.  She  was  in  the  Young 
Women's  presidency  and  was  a  Gospel  Doctrine 
teacher  in  Copenhagen.  In  America,  she  has 
served  in  Primary,  Sunday  School,  Young 
Women  and  as  a  visiting  teacher.  She  began 
visiting  teaching  at  15  and  is  still  visiting  the 
sisters,  the  sick,  the  elderly  and  her  neighbors. 
When  she  visits,  she  brings  a  smile,  some 
flowers  or  a  loaf  of  bread  and  her  testimony. 

She  and  Dallas  have  done  the  temple  work 
for  her  parents  and  she  has  been  sealed  to  them. 
They  have  also  done  the  temple  work  for  455 
ancestors.   She  was  called  to  be  an  ordinance 
worker  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  June  1 1 , 
1986,  and  was  released  on  August  25,  1989, 
because  of  diminished  vision,  a  condition  that 
had  been  developing  for  some  time.   Dallas  was 
called  to  be  an  ordinance  worker  in  the  temple 
on  May  1 ,  1981 ,  after  serving  four  years  as  a 
scheduled  veil  worker.   He  continued  that  service 
until  June  6,  1997. 

In  their  later  years,  Agnes  and  Dallas  have 
shared  some  exciting  travel  experiences.   In  the 
spring  of  1973,  they  went  to  Europe  where  they 
visited  England,  Scotland,  Denmark,  France  and 
Italy.  They  also  visited  the  London  and  Swiss 
Temples  and  arrived  home  on  July  5th.  They 
participated  in  a  two  week  Church  History  tour 
in  July  of  1993,  sponsored  by  Ricks  College. 
While  on  this  tour,  they  attended  the  Washington 
D.C.  Temple.  They  have  attended  22  temples  in 
5  countries.   They  have  also  visited  Canada  twice 
and  Mexico  twice,  visiting  national  parks  while 
en  route.   In  October  of  1994,  with  their 
daughter,  Ruth,  and  her  husband,  Alan  Schulz, 
they  visited  El  Salvador  where  their  daughter, 
Helen,  and  her  husband,  Ronald,  were  serving  as 
mission  presidents  in  the  El  Salvador  San 
Salvador  East  Mission.   They  also  visited  Mexico 
on  tli is  trip  and  the  temples  in  Mexico  City  and 
Dallas,  Texas. 
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Agnes  Simonsen  Murdoch 


Brigham  Dallas  and  Agnes  Murdoch 
with  daughters  Mary  Lou  and  Luann 


i 
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Brigham  Dallas  and  Agnes  Murdoch  as  temple  workers  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  BRIGHAM  DALLAS  MURDOCH 

and  WINONA  LEE 

1  -  RONALD  LEE  MURDOCH.  Ronald  Lee  Murdoch  was  the  first  son  born  to  Brigham  Dallas 
Murdoch  and  Winona  Lee.   He  was  born  on  April  23,  1935,  at  the  Idaho  Falls  LDS  Hospital.   Soon  after 
his  birth,  the  family  moved  to  Emmett,  Idaho,  where  his  father  taught  vocational  agriculture,  and  his 
sister,  Helen,  was  born.   Later,  they  moved  to  Rigby,  where  his  father  taught  at  the  high  school  in  Ucon. 
His  brother,  Dallas  Earl,  was  born  there.  They  then  moved  to  Ucon,  renting  the  Robinson  home,  two 
doors  east  of  the  main  highway. 

In  the  fall,  on  Nov.  10,  1938,  there  was  a  terrible  accident.   Ronald  was  Vh  by  then.   He  had  a  little 
friend  who  lived  across  the  highway.  When  he  was  through  visiting,  the  mother  let  him  cross  the  street 
and  then  go  the  half  a  block  to  his  home.  On  this  day,  there  was  a  kind  of  a  blizzard  on  with  wind  and 
sleet.  As  Ronald  left  the  house,  the  wind  was  in  his  eye,  the  sleet  was  cutting  his  face  and  he  had  his  head 
down.   As  he  stopped  behind  a  car  to  look  for  traffic,  as  he  had  been  taught  to  do,  he  apparently  didn't  see 
any.  He  had  put  his  head  down  and  started  to  run  across  the  street  at  the  same  time  that  a  beer  truck  came 
along,  probably  traveling  faster  than  the  road  conditions  allowed.   Ronald  ran  into  the  rear  wheels  of  the 
truck.  It  threw  him  to  the  ground  and  severely  damaged  him.  He  was  hurried  to  the  LDS  Hospital  in 
Idaho  Falls  where  the  doctor  examined  him  and  pronounced  him  dead. 

His  death  was  a  very  severe  shock  to  his  family.  He  was  buried  two  days  later  in  the  Grant  Cemetery. 
The  reason  for  the  Grant  Cemetery  was  that  John  Lee,  his  grandfather,  was  the  custodian  of  the  cemetery 
and  arranged  for  a  burial  plot  for  him. 

It  was  hard  for  his  parents,  Dallas  and  Winona,  to  believe  that  he  was  gone.   He  was  at  an  age  where 
he  was  with  his  father  whenever  he  could  be  after  school.   His  mother  kept  some  of  his  special  clothing 
items  as  a  remembrance  of  him  in  her  cedar  chest.   Ronald  was  a  very  special  child  and  they  had 
anticipated  the  joy  of  raising  him  to  manhood.  Following  his  death,  they  received  many  cards  and  letters 
from  friends  and  relatives  far  and  near. 

In  their  family  prayers,  they  had  prayed  that  they  would  be  able  to  find  a  farm.   Ronald,  likewise 
prayed  for  the  farm.   After  his  death,  his  parents  received  a  settlement  from  the  company  that  owned  the 
truck  involved  in  the  accident.   Later,  they  were  able  to  obtain  a  farm  and  the  settlement  they  received 
made  it  possible.  As  the  family  grew,  they  always  felt  that  Ronald  was  part  of  them  and  they  all  look 
forward  to  seeing  him  some  day  in  the  hereafter. 


Ronald  Lee  Murdoch 
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2  -  HELEN  WINONA  MURDOCH  HALL.   Helen  was  born  at  Emmett,  Idaho,  on  August  31,  1936, 
the  daughter  of  Brigham  Dallas  Murdoch  and  Winona  Lee.   Her  father  was  a  vocational  agriculture 
teacher  and  her  mother  was  a  registered  nurse. 

Helen  has  fond  memories  of  her  Murdoch  relatives,  especially  Grandma  (Luann)  Murdoch.  Grandma 
taught  her  many  things  such  as:  a  daughter  always  shines  her  father's  shoes,  one  must  always  refer  to  his 
aunts  and  uncles  as  "aunt"  or  "uncle,  and  "We  never  say  anything  bad  about  anybody"  (especially  family 
members).   She  always  felt  like  a  guest  in  Grandma's  home,  never  like  she  was  being  babysat.   Helen 
spent  good  summer  time  with  her  cousins,  Mary,  Sharon,  Barbara  and  Geraldine,  those  who  were  close  to 
her  age,  and  enjoyed  overnighters  with  them  in  their  homes.   All  her  aunts  and  uncles  treated  her  as  if  she 
were  special.   The  love  shown  to  her  in  those  early  years  is  still  being  manifest  and  is  a  tradition  of  the 
Murdoch  clan. 

During  her  early  years,  the  family  moved  to  Rigby  and  then  to  Ucon.  When  she  was  about  four  years 
old,  her  father  decided  to  quit  teaching  and  go  into  farming  for  himself.   Their  first  farm  was  located  two 
miles  south  of  Ucon.   She  attended  Ucon  Elementary  School  until  the  spring  of  her  sixth  grade.   It  was  a 
nice  little  six  room  school  and  she  received  a  good  education  there. 

In  1948,  her  father  decided  to  expand  his  farming  operation,  so  they  moved  to  a  320  acre  ranch  at 
Lima,  Montana.  While  they  lived  at  Ucon,  the  children  had  always  attended  Sunday  School,  but  the 
parents'  attendance  was  very  sporadic.   The  family  very  seldom  ever  attended  Sacrament  Meeting. 

Her  parents  decided  that,  when  they  moved,  their  church  activity  would  increase.   They  were  warmly 
welcomed  into  the  branch  and  were  very  active.  Her  father  was  called  to  be  the  branch  president.   Her 
testimony  grew  in  that  small  branch  where  everyone  truly  felt  that  they  were  brothers  and  sisters.  One  of 
their  neighbors  was  Earl  Schofield,  who  served  as  a  counselor  in  the  branch  presidency. 

Helen  was  branch  organist  for  several  years.   One  year,  all  the  Young  Women  had  the  opportunity  to 
go  to  Butte  to  District  Conference  and  sing  "The  Holy  City"  as  part  of  the  services.  Helen  had  the 
opportunity  to  speak,  as  a  youth  speaker,  at  Conference  at  another  time.  She  was  scared  to  death,  but  the 
members  were  so  kind  to  her  afterwards,  that  it  was  a  real  breakthrough  in  her  life.   She  participated  in  a 
play  mat  the  branch  put  on  for  the  community  and  in  the  Gold  and  Green  Ball  floorshow.  She  and  her 
brother,  Dallas,  sometimes  attended  the  local  dances,  which  always  turned  into  drunken  ocassions. 

Lima  was  kind  of  a  wild  town.   Many  of  the  teenagers,  who  were  members  of  the  Church,  faded  into 
inactivity  as  they  got  older.  When  the  Murdoch  children  grew  into  their  teens,  their  parents  feared  that 
they  would  not  have  an  opportunity  to  date  and  mingle  with  active  members  of  the  Church.   In  order  to 
correct  that,  they  put  the  ranch  up  for  sale  and  moved  to  the  home  of  Helen's  deceased  maternal 
grandfather,  John  Lee,  at  Grant,  near  Rigby,  Idaho,  in  October  of  1952. 

Lucky  for  her  parents,  the  plan  worked.   The  children  dated  good  members  of  the  church  and  Helen 
eventually  married  from  among  them.   Her  future  husband,  Ronald  Earl  Hall,  born  on  Aug.  27,  1935  at 
Annis,  Idaho,  was  in  her  class.   At  commencement,  they  sat  next  to  each  other  on  the  stand.  She  gave  one 
of  the  commencement  addresses  and,  as  student  body  president,  he  gave  the  class  gift  to  the  school. 
However,  though  they  were  friends,  they  never  dated  until  they  went  to  Ricks  College. 

Tragedy  struck  the  family  six  months  after  they  moved  to  Grant.   Helen's  mother,  Winona,  died, 
leaving  her  husband  Dallas,  with  six  children  to  raise.   Helen  was  the  oldest  and  quickly  became  the  chief 
bread  maker  and  dishwasher.   She  always  said  that  after  she  was  married,  she  raised  her  second  family. 
Those  were  learning  years.   Her  father  married  Agnes  Simonsen  about  three  years  later  and  that  took  the 
pressure  off  Helen. 

She  majored  in  nursing  at  Ricks.   In  those  days,  they  attended  Ricks  for  two  quarters,  after  which  the 
students  transferred  to  the  Idaho  Falls  L.D.S.  Hospital  School  of  Nursing.   There  she  lived  in  the  nursing 
home  for  2  Vi  years  and  graduated  in  1957.   She  served  as  senior  class  president.   Meanwhile,  Ronald 
served  a  mission  in  Central  America. 

After  graduation,  she  worked  in  a  clinic  in  Salt  Lake  City.  The  next  spring,  Ronald  returned  home 
and  they  were  married  on  August  22,  1958,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   He  became  a  student  at  the 
University  of  Utah  and  she  kept  her  job  at  the  clinic  until  their  first  child,  Stephanie,  was  born.   They  were 
there  for  about  five  years.   During  that  time,  they  lived  in  married  student  housing  (and  loved  it)  and  had 
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three  more  children,  Stewart,  Gregory  and  Natalie.   Ronald  worked  and  went  to  school  and  they  were  no 
poorer  than  their  neighbors,  who  were  doing  the  same  thing.   She  served  in  the  ward  and  stake  Primary 
and  Ronald  served  in  many  callings,  including  counselor  in  the  bishopric  of  their  student  ward.   Their 
bishop  and  his  wife  had  the  goal  of  having  12  children  and  that  idea  just  sort  of  stayed  with  Ronald  and 
Helen. 

After  graduating,  Ronald  spent  1  Vi  years  in  professional  scouting  during  which  time  Kimberly,  their 
fifth  child,  was  born.   He  then  returned  to  the  U  of  U  to  complete  his  education  requirements  with  the  idea 
of  teaching  Seminary.   His  first  assignment  was  at  Bonneville  High,  at  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  So  the  Utah 
transplants  came  back  home  to  Rigby,  Idaho  in  1965.  Their  sixth  child,  Bradley,  arrived  shortly 
thereafter.   During  their  five  years  in  Rigby,  Lorilee,  Lisa,  and  Marsha  were  also  born.    While  living 
there,  Helen  served  in  the  Primary  and  Ronald  served  in  various  callings,  including  executive  secretary 
and  counselor  in  the  bishopric. 

He  enjoyed  teaching  at  Bonneville,  but  had  a  great  urge  to  farm  on  the  side  and  finally  found  "his 
farm"  at  Garfield,  just  out  of  Rigby.  They  were  there  for  2  Vi  years  during  which  time  their  10th  child, 
Brent,  was  born.   Helen  served  in  the  Primary  and  later  as  Relief  Society  president.   Ronald  served  as 
scoutmaster.   He  and  the  children  milked  26  cows,  "on  the  side" 

True  to  the  pioneer  instinct  within  him,  Ronald  continued  to  look  for  "greener  pastures."  He  found 
them  at  Rexburg.   In  1973,  they  and  a  partner  bought  the  BYU  600  acre,  250  cow,  grade  A  dairy  and 
moved  to  Burton.   Ronald  left  Seminary  and  became  a  full  time  and  a  half  farmer.   Steven,  their  1 1th 
child,  was  born  at  this  time.   After  15  months  there,  it  became  apparent  that  it  was  not  the  place  (neither 
did  Ronald  have  the  time)  to  raise  1 1  children,  so  they  sold  out  to  their  partner.   They  prayed  very  hard  to 
be  led  to  the  best  place  to  move  in  order  to  raise  their  children  in  a  wholesome,  friendly  atmosphere. 
Consequently,  they  moved  to  Hibbard.   They  had  a  home,  a  mortgage  and  no  job.   Their  former  partner 
later  sold  out  to  Ricks  College  and  what  was  their  farm  is  now  the  Ricks  College  Livestock  Center. 

A  few  months  later,  they  bought  the  R  &  B  Drive-Inn  in  Rexburg.  Their  12th  and  final  child,  Brian, 
joined  the  family  in  December  of  1975.   The  Teton  Dam  flood  came  on  June  5,  1976.   Their  home  was 
ruined  by  the  flood.   They  lived  in  two  trailers  for  two  years  while  their  new  home  was  being  built.   They 
(all)  did  much  of  the  labor  themselves,  under  the  direction  of  a  professional  builder,  and  they  moved  in  on 
August  1,  1978. 

Meanwhile,  they  sold  the  drive-inn  and  purchased  a  women's  clothing  store  in  St.  Anthony  which  they 
named  "Stephanie's",  after  their  oldest  daughter.   It  became  rather  apparent  that  Ronald  couldn't  work  in 
the  store,  so  it  just  sort  of  became  Helen's.   They  had  it  for  nearly  17  years  and  Helen  managed  it  from 
home  with  daily  telephone  communication  with  the  clerks.   She  worked  at  the  store  one  day  a  week  and 
did  the  book  work  at  home.   After  they  bought  it,  Ronald  became  Madison  County  Assessor  for  three 
years  and  then  went  to  work  for  the  state  as  a  property  appraiser.   During  a  budget  cut,  his  job  was 
eliminated.   Helen  went  back  into  nursing  at  Madison  Memorial  Hospital.   When  Ronald  later  went  to 
work  in  the  Bonneville  County  assessors' s  office,  she  cut  down  to  part  time  and  continued  to  work  for  a 
total  of  4  xh  years. 

It  became  apparent  to  her  that,  while  at  the  hospital,  her  mind  wasn't  on  her  home  and  family  like  it 
should  have  been.   She  continued  to  manage  the  store,  also.  Consequently,  she  finally  resigned  from  the 
hospital.   During  their  years  in  Hibbard,  she  served  as  a  Primary  teacher  and  president,  as  a  Relief 
Society  officer  and  teacher,  as  activities  chairman,  as  Young  Women's  president  and  as  bulletin  chairman. 
Ronald  served  in  many  callings,  especially  with  the  youth  and  received  his  Silver  Beaver  award  for  his 
work  in  scouting.   He  served  on  the  stake  high  council,  as  district  scouting  chairman,  and,  again,  as  a 
counselor  in  the  bishopric. 

Tragedy  struck  the  family  in  1986  when  their  son,  Bradley,  was  shot  in  the  spine  by  a  burglar  while  on 
his  mission  in  Argentina.   He  is  paralyzed  from  the  waist  down  and  uses  a  wheelchair.   Despite  his  being 
paralyzed,  he  graduated  from  BYU  with  high  honors,  is  married  to  a  beautiful  wife  and  has  two  lovely 
daughters.   Through  his  skills  as  a  computer  programmer,  Brad  has  been  fortunate  to  be  able  to  always 
support  his  family. 

In  July,  1993,  they  moved  to  El  Salvador  where  Ronald  was  called  to  serve  as  the  mission  president  of 
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the  El  Salvador  San  Salvador  East  Mission.  They  had  many  wonderful  experiences  and  enjoyed  guiding 
the  missionary  work  there.  Helen  was  in  charge  of  the  health  and  welfare  of  the  missionaries  and  also 
gave  health  lectures  to  the  women  in  the  branches.  She  trained  the  leaders  and  teachers  of  the  auxiliary 
organizations  also.  She  hosted  the  numerous  missionaries  and  others  who  passed  through  the  mission 
home  (hotel)  regularly.  At  times,  it  became  the  "mission  hospital",  as  sick  missionaries  went  there  to 

recuperate  from  serious  illnesses. 

They  have  been  blessed  with  six  sons  and  six  daughters  and  32  grandchildren.   Six  sons  and  four 
daughters  have  served  missions.   All  have  attended  Ricks  College,  where  all  have  graduated  from  and/or 
gone  on  to  higher  education.  One  son,  Brian,  is  stilll  a  student  there.    All  six  sons  have  achieved  the  rank 
of  Eagle  Scout  and  all  nine  children  who  are  married  have  been  married  in  the  temple. 

In  August  of  1996,  they  went  to  the  People's  Republic  of  China  to  teach  English  at  the  University  of 
Science  and  Technology  in  Hefei,  a  city  300  miles  inland  from  Shanghai.   They  accepted  this  assignment 
through  the  David  M.  Kennedy  Center  of  International  Studies  at  BYU.   They  participated  in  a  program 
of  the  Church  in  which  members  can  build  relationships  with  the  Chinese  people  in  anticipation  of  the  day 
when  missionaries  will  some  day  be  allowed  to  preach  there.   However,  they  were  not  allowed  to  teach 
the  gospel.  They  found  the  Chinese  people  to  be  very  warm  and  friendly  and  highly  moral  in  their 
values, despite  what  the  news  media  says. 

Ronald  is  currently  serving  as  president  of  the  MTC  in  Guatemala.   The  MTC  serves  all  the 
missionaries  who  come  from  the  Central  American  countries.   They  went  there  in  January  of  1998  and  are 
happy  to  be  serving  in  this  new  assignment. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stephanie  Ann 

(2)  Stewart  Douglas 

(3)  Gregory  Alan 

(4)  Natalie  Kay 

(5)  Kimberly  Jean 

(6)  Bradley  Clayton 

(7)  Lorilee 

(8)  Lisa  Marie 

(9)  Marsha  Lynn 

(10)  Brent  Richard 

(11)  Steven  Michael 

(12)  Brian  Curtis 


B-21  Jun  1959 
B-  16  May  1960 
B- 24  May  1961 
B- 02  Sep  1962 

B-  14  Jan  1964 
B-  16  Apr  1965 
B-  19  May  1967 
B- 28  Apr  1969 
B- 09  Jun  1970 
B- 07  Jan  1972 
B- 09  Mar  1974 
B-  19  Dec  1975 


M  -  21  Oct  1983  to  Dale  Brian  Gibson 

M  -  24  Aug  1984  to  Pearl  Yvonne  Yorks 

M  -  15  Jul    1983  to  Kirk  Thomas  Gunnell  (div) 

M  -  12  Feb  1998  to  Bruce  Godby 

M  -  16  May  1987  to  Alan  John  Blackham 

M  -  29  Jun   1989  to  Sarah  Lallatin 

M  -  22  Aug  1990  to  William  Trent  Richardson 

M  -  28  Apr  1990  to  Bret  Curtis  Banks 

M  -  19  Aug  1995  to  John  Nathan  Larsen 

M  -  21  Sep  1995  to  Rebecca  Dibb 


Ronald  and  Helen  (Murdoch)  Hall 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Stewart,  Natalie,  Kimberly,  Brian,  Stephanie 

Middle:  (L  to  R)  Gregory,  Marsha,  Lorilee,  Lisa 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Steven,  Bradley,  Ronald  Hall,  Helen  (Murdoch),  Brent 


1  -  Stephanie  Ann  Hall  Gibson.  Stephanie  was  born  in  Salt  Lake  City  Utah  on  June  21,  1959.  This 
day  held  special  significance  for  her  father,  as  it  was  also  Father's  Day.   Her  elementary  school  years 
were  spent  in  Rigby,  Idaho.   She  attended  Madison  High  School  in  Rexburg,  Idaho  where  she  served 
on  the  Seminary  Council.   She  also  enjoyed  singing  in  the  Bel  Cantos  choir  and  participated  in  Pep 
Club.   She  graduated  with  honors  in  1977,  receiving  an  academic  scholarship  to  Ricks  College.   She 
graduated  from  Ricks  College  in  1979  with  a  degree  in  Clerical  Office  Training.   In  March  of  1981 
she  began  service  in  the  Taiwan  Kaohsiung  Mission,  where  she  served  until  September,  1982.   Her 
pre/post  mission  years  were  spent  working  in  Salt  Lake  City.  It  was  there  she  met  her  husband,  Dale 
Brian  Gibson  (of  Las  Vegas,  Nevada),  at  the  singles  ward  they  both  attended.   He  was  born  on  May  2, 
1957.   They  were  married  October  21 ,  1983,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

Stephanie  has  served  in  many  areas  of  the  Relief  Society,  Young  Women  and  Primary 
organizations  throughout  the  years.   Dale  served  a  mission  to  El  Salvador  1976-1978  and  has  served  as 
a  Blazer  leader,  Sunday  School  president  and  teacher,  Elder's  quorum  counselor,  Bishop's  counselor 
and  High  counselor.   They  now  reside  in  Santa  Clara,  Utah.  Dale  is  owner  of  Gibson  Dental 
Laboratory,  Inc.  in  nearby  St.  George.   They  are  the  parents  of  eight  children,  six  boys  and  two  girls. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brian  Mark 

(2)  Aleisha  Diane 

(3)  Eric  Thomas 

(4)  Scott  Ryan 

(5)  Jeffrey  Curtis 

(6)  Kevin  Clark 

(7)  Michele  Elizabeth 

(8)  Stephen  Douglas 


B-21  Dec  1984 
B- 04  Mar  1986 
B  -  17  Aug  1987 
B- 20  Sep  1988 
B- 25  Oct  1990 
B- 28  May  1992 
B-  30  Dec  1993 
B- 22  May  1997 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Eric,  Dale,  Michelle,  Stephanie  (Hall)  Gibson,  Brian 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Aleisha,  Jeffrey,  Kevin.  Scott 
Far  right:  Stephen  Gibson 

2  -  Stewart  Douglas  Hall.  Stewart  was  born  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  May  16,  1960.   His  elementary 
years  were  spent  in  Rigby,  Idaho.   He  attended  Madison  High  School  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  where  he 
enjoyed  participating  in  sports.   He  also  earned  his  Eagle  Scout  Award.   He  graduated  from  Madison 
High  with  honors  in  1978.   He  later  graduated  from  Ricks  College  and  Brigham  Young  University 
with  a  degree  in  Design  Engineering  Technology.   He  also  studied  Japanese. 

He  served  a  two-year  LDS  mission  to  Okayama,  Japan.   He  currently  works  for  the  Sony 
Corporation  in  San  Diego,  California.   His  knowledge  of  the  Japanese  language  has  made  it  possible 
for  him  to  return  many  times  to  Japan  for  business  purposes 


Stewart  Douglas  Hall 
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3  -  GregOT)  Alan  Hall.   I  was  horn  May  24,  1961  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  where  I  spent  my  first 
three  or  tour  yean.    My  main  purpose  m  lite  at  thai  time  was  to  play  as  mueh  as  possible,  and  get  into 
trouble  occasionally.    I  remember  watching  movies  at  the  drive-in  theater  over  our  baek  fenee. 
During  my  early  years  in  Salt  Lake,  I  remember  two  things  in  partieular  that  stand  out  in  my  mind  to 
this  da\ ,  even  though  I  was  probably  three  years  old  at  the  time. 

When  I  was  young,  my  older  brother  Stewart  and  I  always  had  the  same  toys  sinee  we  were  only 
one  year  apart  in  age.    1  remember  both  of  us  having  identical  toy  trucks.   We  played  with  these 
trucks  all  the  time.  One  day,  while  I  was  off  playing  somewhere  else,  my  truck  was  flattened  by  a  ear. 
Boy,  was  1  sad'   Stewart  still  had  his  truck,  but  1  didn't  have  one  to  play  with  anymore.   He  kept 
playing  with  his  truck  and  I  eventually  found  other  things  to  do. 

Many  years  later,  after  I  had  married  and  had  a  family  of  my  own,  Stewart  came  to  stay  with  us 
for  a  few  days.   One  night  we  were  reminiscing  about  our  early  years,  and  somehow,  the  subject  of 
the  trucks  came  up.  He  told  me  men,  that  the  truck  that  had  been  smashed  was  actually  his,  and  that  he 
had  told  me  that  it  was  my  truck  instead  so  that  he  could  still  have  one!   We  laughed  and  laughed,  and 
quickh  forgave  each  other  for  these  brotherly  deceptions. 

The  other  thing  that  I  remember  at  that  young  age  was  something  /  did,  which  goes  to  prove  that 
sometimes  you're  innocent,  (as  in  the  truck  episode)  and  sometimes  your  not.   One  day  I  found  a 
hatchet,  so  I  decided  to  use  it  on  the  car.   This  was  back  in  the  days  when  the  inside  roofs  of  ears  were 
made  with  an  inch  or  so  of  soft  material.   I  chopped  and  hacked  the  inside  of  the  roof  apart,  but  for 
some  reason,  I  don't  remember  anything  about  what  happened  when  my  parents  found  out.   Perhaps 
it's  just  as  well,  since  I  don't  think  that  that  would  be  a  very  fond  memory!  Despite  the  occasional 
prank  or  more  serious  offence,  I  was  really  quite  a  quiet,  gentle  child. 

When  I  was  about  four  years  old,  my  family  moved  to  Idaho  where  I  spent  the  rest  of  my  growing 
years.   After  living  in  two  homes  in  the  town  of  Rigby  for  about  four  or  five  years,  we  moved  to  our 
first  farm  where  my  siblings  and  I  started  our  childhood  careers  milking  lots  of  cows  and  working 
hard.   I  was  always  jealous  when  my  Murdoch  cousins  would  go  on  their  annual  camping  trip,  since 
we  didn't  go  very  often  because  of  our  farm  responsibilities,  but  I  wouldn't  trade  my  lessons  learned 
on  the  farm  for  anything  in  the  world.   We  lived  on  three  different  farms  in  Rigby  and  Rexburg  while 
I  was  growing  up,  where  we  had  lots  of  space  to  run  and  play,  good  neighbors  to  help  when  needed, 
and  enough  work  to  do  to  keep  us  out  of  trouble.   I  attended  Elementary  school  in  Rigby  and  Burton 
(Rexburg),  and  Madison  Junior  and  Senior  High  Schools  in  Rexburg.   I  was  rather  small  during  my 
High  School  years,  so  I  didn't  participate  much  in  team  sports,  but  thoughout  High  School,  I  ran  cross 
country,  track,  and  found  my  niche  in  wrestling. 

My  father  was  always  into  scouting,  and  never  gave  up  on  his  wish  to  see  each  of  his  boys  become 
Eagle  Scouts.   Because  of  his  and  my  mother's  encouragement,  I  passed  off  my  last  required  merit 
badge  to  earn  my  Eagle  at  10:00pm  the  night  before  I  turned  eighteen.   I  have  always  been  proud  of 
that  accomplishment,  even  though  I  procrastinated  until  the  eleventh  (or  in  this  case,  the  tenth)  hour. 

I  served  a  mission  to  Coventry,  England  in  1980  -  1982,  and  had  a  great  learning  and  growing 
experience.   While  there,  I  was  able  to  touch  many  lives,  and  was  also  touched  by  many  wonderful 
people.  There  I  learned  the  importance  and  value  of  patience,  and  learned  the  importance  of  having 
the  Spirit  and  the  love  of  the  Savior  in  my  life. 

While  attending  Ricks  College  in  1983,  I  met  my  lovely  wife,  Pearl  Yvonne  Yorks.  We  were 
married  August  24,  1984  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   Pearl  is  from  Lewistown,  Pennsylvania.  She 
joined  the  church  when  she  was  fourteen  years  old,  and  came  to  Ricks  College  because  she  didn't  want 
to  lose  the  influence  of  the  church  in  her  life.   Through  some  wonderful  things  that  happened,  she  was 
able  to  come  out  West  and  destiny  took  care  of  the  rest.  I  am  grateful  for  her  life,  and  the  love  she 
gives  to  our  family.   We  have  made  our  home  in  Pleasant  Grove,  Utah  where  I  am  employed  in  the 
software  industry  as  a  software  applications  developer.  I  have  been  able  to  serve  in  the  Church  in 
various  positions;  in  the  Elder's  Quorum,  in  the  Primary,  as  Membership  and  Financial  clerk,  in  a 
stake  mission  presidency,  and  as  a  counselor  in  a  bishopric.  Pearl  has  served  in  the  Primary  as  a 
teacher  and  counselor,  in  the  Young  Women's  program,  as  a  teacher  in  the  Relief  Society  and  as  the 
homemaking  counselor  in  the  Relief  Society  presidency.  Pearl  and  I  have  five  beautiful  children,  two 
boys  and  three  girls. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Christopher  Jon  B  -  22  Feb.  1986 

(2)  Ashley  Kay  B  -  17  Jan.  1988 

(3)  Michael  Scott  B  -  30  Jul.  1990 

(4)  McKenzie  Brooke  B  -  29  Apr.  1993 

(5)  Rebecca  Yvonne  B- 02  Oct.  1997 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Ashley,  Greg,  Chris 
Front:  (L  to  R)  McKenzie,  Pearl  (Yorks)  holding  Becki,  and  Michael 


1  -  Christopher  Jon  Hall.   Chris  was  born  February  22,  1986  in  Provo,  Utah.   His  first  love  was 
balls  -  of  any  kind.   He  was  walking  when  he  was  eight  months  old,  and  through  his  growing 
years  has  continued  to  show  his  talents  in  the  sports  he  loves  most  -  basketball  and  baseball.  He 
has  played  in  city  baseball  leagues  for  the  past  three  years.   This  past  year,  he  led  his  baseball 
team  to  the  state  tournament  with  a  batting  and  on-base  average  of  almost  .800  for  the  season. 
He's  also  our  home-run  hitter.   Chris  is  now  in  the  7th  grade.   He  tried  out  for,  and  made  the  7th 
grade  (A)  basketball  team  this  year. 

His  second  most  favorite  thing  is  his  baby  sister  Becki.   Chris  has  appointed  himself  Becki's 
guardian  and  playmate,  and  spends  more  time  with  her  than  he  does  his  homework.   Like  the  rest 
of  us,  Chris  feels  that  Becki  has  a  very  special  purpose  in  our  family,  and  makes  it  his  personal 
responsibility  to  keep  her  happy. 

Chris  honors  his  priesthood,  and  enjoys  fulfilling  his  responsibilities  as  a  deacon  and  scout. 
He  feels  that  he  will  be  a  good  missionary  and  has  shared  the  gospel  with  his  friends. 

2  -  Ashley  Kay  Hall.  Born  January  17,  1988  in  Provo,  Utah,  Ashley  is  our  strawberry  blonde. 
At  an  early  age,  it  was  apparent  that  she  understood  the  world  around  her  in  a  way  that  was  well 
beyond  her  years.   She  is  a  very  good  student,  and  takes  her  education  seriously  for  one  who's 
only  ten  years  old. 

Ashley's  favorite  past  time  is  reading.   She  has  already  completed  reading  some  of  the  books 
from  the  "Work  and  the  Glory"  series,  and  enjoys  reading  about  her  Murdoch  ancestors.  She  also 
writes  well  and  likes  to  cook,  although  some  of  her  projects  in  the  kichen  don't  always  turn  out  the 
way  she  planned.   Ashley  makes  friends  easily,  and  will  go  out  of  her  way  to  make  someone  feel 
welcome  and  needed.  She  loves  the  gospel  and  has  a  tender  heart. 
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3  -  Michael  Scott  Hall.   Michael  was  born  July  30,  1990  in  Provo,  Utah.   He  has  always  been 
small,  but  as  someone  once  said  about  President  Spencer  W.  Kimball:  "Dynamite  comes  in  small 
packages!"   This  is  true  of  Michael  also.    He  is  very  determined. 

As  a  toddler,  once  he  learned  to  walk  and  get  around  on  his  own,  he  was  unstopable.   He 
wouldn't  stay  in  his  crib,  and  more  times  than  not,  climbed  out  as  soon  as  he  was  put  in  bed. 
When  he  was  1  1/2  years  old,  he  broke  his  leg  by  falling  from  his  crib  while  climbing  out,  and 
when  he  was  five,  he  broke  his  arm  when  he  jumped  from  the  top  bunkbed. 

Michael  lives  life  in  a  big  way.   He  plays  hard,  he  studies  hard,  and  he  thinks  about  working 
hard.    He  will  try  anything  at  least  once,  and  succeeds  at  almost  everything  he  does.    His  smile  is 
infectious.    He  has  won  many  a  lady's  heart  with  his  charming  personality  and  smile. 

4  -Mckenzie  Brooke  Hall.   Born  April  29,  1993  in  American  Fork,  Utah,  McKenzie  is  our  little 
singer.   Since  her  birth,  McKenzie  has  been  a  happy,  loving  child,  and  often  serenades  us  with  the 
latest  song  she  has  learned  or  made  up  herself.   She  also  loves  to  dance,  and  often  takes  her  dad 
by  the  hand  and  dances  to  her  favorite  music. 

Like  her  sister  Ashley,  she  understands  her  environment  very  well,  and  often  asks  questions  or 
says  things  that  would  normally  be  said  by  someone  much  older  than  herself.   Her  favorite  things 
to  do  are  reading,  coloring,  and  spending  time  with  Mom. 

5  -  Rebecca  Yvonne  Hall.    Rebecca  was  born  October  2,  1997  in  American  Fork,  Utah.   She  is 
the  only  baby  in  our  family  to  be  born  with  dark  hair.   Like  her  sisters,  she  is  a  very  well 
mannered  baby.   Her  smile  will  melt  any  heart,  and  her  favorite  game  is  "Where's  Becki?"  She 
celebrated  her  1st  birthday  by  "touching  out",  instead  of  "blowing  out",  the  candle.   Consequently, 
she  doesn't  like  fire  much  now.   Since  her  birth,  Becki  has  been  a  true  joy  for  our  family. 


4  -  Natalie  Kay  Hall  Godby.  Natalie  was  born  on  September  2,  1962,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  the 
fourth  child  in  her  family.   She  grew  up  in  Rigby  and  Rexburg,  Idaho.   She  attended  Ricks  College 
and  graduated  from  Idaho  State  University  in  1983,  majoring  in  Radiographic  Science.   She  married 
Kirk  Thomas  Gunnell  of  Pocatello,  Idaho  on  July  15,  1983  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  They  were 
divorced  in  1997.   She  married  Bruce  Godby  February  12,  1998.   She  has  served  faithfully  in  the 
organizations  of  the  Church,  including  Sunday  School,  Primary  and  Young  Women.   Natalie  has 
worked  as  a  radiographic  technologist  for  the  past  14  years  and  currently  works  at  Madison  Memorial 
Hospital  as  a  technician  and  a  mammagraphy  specialist. 

CHILDREN:  (1)  KIRK  THOMAS  GUNNELL 

(1)  Matthew  Kirk  B  -  22  Mar  1987 

(2)  Lindsey  Michelle  B  -  06  Dec  1989 

(3)  Sierra  Renee  B-21  Jul  1991 

CHILDREN:  (2)  BRUCE  GODBY 

(1)  Andrea  Marie  Godby  B  -  13  Feb  1986 

(2)  Aubrey  RoseMarie  Godby  B  -  13  Apr  1988 

(3)  Daniel  Niel  Godby  B  -  12  Aug  1990 


Matthew,  Sierra,  Natalie  (Hall)  Godby,  and  Lindsey 
Not  Pictured:  Bruce,  Andrea,  Aubrey,  and  Daniel 
Godby 
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5  -  Kimberly  Jean  Hall  Blackham.  Kimberly  was  born  January  14,  1964  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  to 
Ronald  and  Helen  Hall  -  the  fifth  of  what  would  become  12  children.  The  family  soon  moved  to 
Idaho.  They  lived  in  Rigby  until  1972  when  they  moved  to  Rexburg.   The  family  lived  on  a  farm  so 
they  all  grew  up  milking  cows,  feeding  animals  and  watching  out  for  each  other. 

Kimberly  attended  Madison  High  School  and  was  involved  in  the  music  and  drama  departments 
and  enjoyed  being  in  several  stage  productions  and  concerts  during  that  time.   Two  weeks  after 
graduation  in  1982,  she  was  immersed  in  the  nursing  program  at  Ricks  College.   In  1984,  She 
graduated  with  her  RN  Degree  and  went  to  work  at  the  hospital  in  Rexburg. 

In  January  of  1985,  She  served  a  health  and  proselyting  mission  in  Quito,  Ecuador.   After 
returning  in  July  of  1986,  She  moved  to  Provo,  Utah  and  worked  at  Utah  Valley  Hospital  while 
attending  BYU. 

She  married  Alan  John  Blackham  -  a  former  high  school  friend  -  May  16,  1987.   They  lived  in 
Provo  and  Alan  attended  BYU.   Kimberly  continued  to  work  at  Utah  Valley  Regional  Medical  Center. 
They  had  2  children  -  Shalyn  and  Andrew  -  before  Alan  graduated.   He  worked  at  Central  Bank  as  an 
Assistant  Internal  Auditor  and  was  offered  a  position  in  the  Trust  department  upon  graduation.   He 
accepted  the  position  and  they  stayed  in  Provo.  Tony  was  born  in  1991 ,  being  the  third  of  three  under 
the  age  of  three.   The  next  year  was  pretty  busy  with  kids  and  a  husband  in  the  bishopric.   In  1993, 
they  moved  to  Orem  and  Alex  was  born  the  next  year  on  April  22.   After  having  three  boys  in  a  row, 
they  were  thrilled  to  have  Kalista  in  July  of  1996. 

Kimberly  has  continued  working  as  a  nurse  one  day  a  week  and  Alan  continues  working  at  Central 
Bank.  They  both  serve  actively  in  various  church  callings. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Shalyn 

(2)  Andrew  John 

(3)  Anthony  James 

(4)  Alex  Jeremy 

(5)  Kalista 


B  -  04  May  1 988 
B- 28  Oct  1989 
B-  18  Jan  1991 
B-22  Apr  1994 
B-  03  Jul  1996 


Shalyn,  Alex,  Kimberly  (Hall)  Blackham  holding  Kalista,  Alan,  Tony,  Andrew 


6  -  Bradley  Clayton  Hall.  Brad  was  born  April  16,  1965,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  during  which  time 
the  family  lived  in  Rigby.  When  he  was  four  years  old,  his  family  moved  to  Garfield,  a  farming 
community  just  outside  of  Rigby,  where  they  lived  until  he  was  seven.   Then  they  purchased  a  600 
acre  dairy  farm  in  Burton,  which  is  just  west  of  Rexburg.   A  year  later  the  family  moved  to  Hibbard, 
a  few  miles  away.  In  1976  the  nearby  Teton  Dam  failed,  flooding  the  entire  area  and  destroying  the 
family  home.  They  rebuilt  it  themselves,  but  it  wasn't  completed  until  1978. 

Brad  attended  Madison  High  School  and  graduated  with  high  honors  in  1983.   He  won  district 
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titles  in  Expository  Speech  and  Original  Tall  Tales  and  the  state  championship  and  runner-up  in 
Original  Tall  Tales.    He  led  his  school  to  their  first  state  title  in  the  KID  radio  scholastic  tournament. 
He  was  also  an  Eagle  Scout. 

He  attended  Ricks  College  tor  a  year,  then  served  in  the  Argentina  Cordoba  Mission  from  1984  - 
1986.   While  he  was  serving,  missions  were  extended  from  eighteen  months  to  two  years.   He  chose  to 
serve  an  extra  six  months.   On  March  9,  with  only  six  weeks  of  his  mission  remaining,  he  surprised  a 
burglar  in  his  apartment  and  was  shot.   He  was  paralyzed  from  his  waist  down.   M.  Russell  Ballard,  a 
member  of  the  Twelve  Apostles,  was  in  Argentina  at  the  time.   He  flew  to  Cordoba  to  give  Brad  a 
blessing  and  to  make  arrangements  for  his  transportation  back  to  the  United  States.   Thanks  to  his 
efforts.  Brad  survived  and  was  able  to  return  home  more  quickly  than  was  otherwise  expected. 

He  was  flown  to  the  University  of  Utah  Medical  Center  for  rehabilitation.   He  was  released  in 
June  and  returned  to  Hibbard  to  resume  his  studies  at  Ricks  College. 

He  graduated  Summa  Cum  Laude  as  the  Valedictorian  of  the  Natural  Sciences  Department  in  1987 
and  was  named  as  a  Spori  Scholar,  an  award  presented  to  the  seven  finest  students.   He  then  went  on 
to  BYU,  where  he  majored  in  Computer  Science  with  a  minor  in  English.   While  there,  he  was  a 
winner  in  the  Mayhew  Creative  Writing  Contest  and  was  named  the  alternate  for  the  Maeser 
Scholarship,  the  highest  academic  award  presented  by  each  college  of  the  university.   He  graduated 
Summa  Cum  Laude  in  1989. 

In  June  of  that  year,  he  married  Sarah  Lallatin  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   Sarah  was  born  in 
Casper,  Wyoming,  September  2,  1964.   She  graduated  from  Pocatello  High  School  and  served  a 
mission  in  Seville,  Spain  from  1986  to  1988.   She  and  Brad  met  at  BYU,  where  she  graduated  with  a 
Bachelor  of  Science  Degree  in  1990.  Two  weeks  after  their  marriage,  he  began  his  career  with 
WordPerfect  Corporation  as  a  computer  programmer.   He  and  Sarah  built  a  home  in  Lindon,  Utah, 
which  he  designed  to  be  accessible  for  his  wheelchair.   They  moved  there  in  September  of  1993. 
After  much  fasting  and  many  prayers  on  their  behalf,  their  first  child,  Vanessa  Bradleigh,  was  born 
April  14,  1995.   Another  wonderful  blessing,  Victoria  Jane,  was  born  August  3,  1997. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Vanessa  Bradleigh 

B-  14  Apr  1995 

(2)  Victoria  Jane 

B- 03  Aug  1997 

Sarah  (Lallatin),  Victoria,  Vanessa,  and  Brad 
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7  -  Lorilee  Hall  Richardson.   Lorilee  was  born  May  19,  1967,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.   She  attended 
schools  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   Lorilee  received  an  Associates  Degree  from  Ricks  College  and  then  went 
on  to  work  as  an  executive  secretary  in  the  corporate  office  of  Murdock  Travel  in  Salt  Lake  City. 

She  served  a  mission  in  the  Belo  Horizonte  Brazil  Mission.   On  August  22,  1959,  five  months 
after  returning  home,  she  married  William  Trent  Richardson  from  Brigham  City,  Utah.   They  had  met 
nearly  two  years  before  while  serving  in  the  same  Brazilian  mission.   Trent  was  a  student  at  Ricks 
College,  so  they  met  again  in  Rexburg. 

They  reside  in  Salt  Lake  City  where  Lorilee  is  a  homemaker  and  Trent,  having  received  his 
degree  in  Marketing  from  the  University  of  Utah  in  June,  1995,  is  working  in  the  health  care  industry. 
They  are  the  parents  of  four  children.    They  have  been  continuously  involved  in  serving  in  the  various 
auxiliaries  of  the  Church. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Staci  Lynn 

(2)  Malissa  Kay 

(3)  William  Trent  Jr. 

(4)  Katherine 


B-  13  Aug  1991 
B-  19  Dec  1992 
B- 27  May  1994 
B-  11  June  1996 


Back:  (L  to  R)  William  Jr.,  Trent 
Front  (L  to  R)  Staci,  Lorilee  (Hall)  Richardson,  Katie,  Malissa 


8  -  Lisa  Marie  Hall  Banks.  Lisa  was  born  on  April  28,  1969,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  the  eighth  of 
twelve  children.   Her  fondest  memories  of  childhood  are  of  growing  up  on  the  farm  in  Hibbard,  Idaho 
which  her  father  bought  in  1975.   This  gave  her  and  her  other  brothers  and  sisters  many 
responsibilities  such  as  milking  cows,  (which  began  at  5:30  A.M.),  feeding  livestock,  moving  pipe, 
hauling  hay,  and  planting  and  weeding  a  very  large  garden. 

The  grade  schools  she  attended  were  Hibbard,  Burton  and  Washington,  followed  by  Madison  Jr. 
High  and  Madison  High  School.  While  Lisa  was  in  the  3rd  grade,  she  participated  in  the  Elks  Club 
Basketball  Hoop  Shoot  Contest  and  won  2nd  place  in  the  region  which  included  Madison,  Rigby  and 
Bonneville  counties.  This  began  her  love  for  sports,  so  while  attending  junior  and  senior  high  school, 
she  participated  on  the  tennis,  track,  volleyball,  basketball  and  cross  country  teams.   Basketball  was 
her  favorite  sport  and  she  was  voted  the  most  valuable  player  while  on  the  Junior  Varsity  team. 

In  addition  to  sports,  Lisa  has  also  had  a  flare  for  music.   After  already  beginning  piano  lessons  in 
the  4th  grade,  she  came  home  from  school  one  day  and  announced  to  her  mother  she  was  going  to  take 
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violin  lessons.  This  allowed  her  to  perform  in  school  concerts  and  musicals  and  later  to  become  a  two 
year  member  of  the  Ricks  College  Symphony  Orchestra.  She  now  enjoys  playing  for  sacrament 
meetings,  missionary  farewells,  wedding  receptions  and  anywhere  else  occasion  permits.   While 
studying  the  violin,  she  persevered  at  the  piano,  dutifully  waking  every  morning  at  5:30  (which  in  turn 
woke  everyone  up  so  they  could  go  out  and  do  the  chores)  and  practiced  an  hour  before  breakfast. 
Her  mother,  Helen,  began  as  her  teacher  for  five  years,  then  in  high  school,  she  studied  piano  from 
Janine  Black  and  Betty  Oldham,  both  of  Hibbard.   Her  lessons  ended  with  a  senior  recital  at  the  end  of 
her  senior  year  in  high  school.   Lisa  is  very  grateful  to  her  teachers  and  especially  to  her  mother  who 
patiently  taught  her  through  all  those  years  of  both  violin  and  piano  lessons. 

During  her  first  year  at  Ricks  College,  she  decided  to  study  nursing.  Although  she  was  employed 
by  Dr.  Craig  Heiner  as  a  medical  assistant,  she  decided  being  a  nurse  was  not  her  forte,  so  she 
finished  out  the  next  year  and  graduated  in  1990  with  an  Associate  Degree  in  Arts  and  Sciences.  In 
1989,  while  at  Ricks  College,  she  had  the  opportunity  to  be  a  cast  member  in  the  Hill  Cumorah 
Pageant,  located  in  Manchester,  New  York.   Her  role  in  the  pageant  was  to  be  one  of  King  Noah's 
concubines,  which  was  very  interesting,  to  say  the  least.  Her  assignment,  while  attending  the  pageant, 
was  to  be  a  tour  guide  at  the  Historic  Grandin  Building  where  Joseph  Smith  published  the  Book  of 
Mormon.  Other  sites  she  had  the  opportunity  to  see  were  the  Smith  Home  and  the  Sacred  Grove. 

In  February,  1989,  she  met  her  husband,  Bret  Curtis  Banks,  who  was  also  a  student  at  Ricks 
College.  He  is  from  Hawkins,  Texas,  a  small  town  two  hours  east  of  Dallas.  They  both  graduated  in 
1990  and  two  days  later,  on  her  21st  birthday,  they  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  They  now 
reside  in  Provo,  Utah,  where  Bret,  after  working  for  Swan's  Carpet  Cleaning  for  six  years  as  a  carpet 
cleaner,  has  recently  been  promoted  as  supervisor  over  the  entire  business  to  which  he  is  very  grateful. 
Lisa  has  enjoyed  various  callings  in  the  Church  and  is  now  serving  as  Young  Women's  secretary.  Bret 
is  the  Deacons'  Quorum  advisor.   They  are  the  parents  of  three  children. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jessica  Marie 

(2)  Shawn  Wesley 

(3)  Rachel  Dawn 


B-31  Jan  1992 
B -  12  Apr  1994 
B-  24  Jul  1996 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Bret,  Lisa  (Hall)  Banks,  and  Jessica 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Shawn  and  Rachel 
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9  -  Marsha  Lynn  Hall  Larsen.  Marsha  was  born  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  June  9,  1970.   Her  brother, 
Brad,  cried  when  she  was  born  because  she  was  not  a  boy.   She  made  up  for  it  by  being  a  tomboy  who 
could  out  arm  wrestle  any  boy  her  age,  until  the  fifth  grade.   In  fifth  grade,  she  was  taught  by  John 
Murdoch,  who  is  her  uncle,  and  he  became  #  1  on  her  favorite  teachers  list.   Her  friends  still  comment 
on  what  a  fun  teacher  he  was.  She  attended  Madison  Junior  High  where  she  was  on  the  basketball, 
volleyball,  gymnastics  and  track  teams.   At  Madison  High,  she  was  a  junior  varsity  cheerleader  and 
was  a  member  of  the  cross  country  and  track  teams.  She  had  the  usual  six  or  so  years  of  piano  lessons 
and  finished  with  a  senior  recital.  She  attended  Ricks  College  and  received  a  nursing  degree.  While  a 
student  at  Ricks,  she  participated  in  the  Jerusalem  Study  Abroad  program  through  BYU  for  three 
months  and  was  able  to  do  clinical  work  at  the  Hadassah  University  Hospital  in  Jerusalem.   After 
graduating,  she  worked  for  six  months  at  Madison  Memorial  Hospital,  the  same  hospital  where  she 
was  born.  While  a  nurse  there,  she  was  able  to  assist  in  the  delivery  of  her  niece,  Staci,  and  also  to 
attend  to  the  needs  of  her  sister,  Lorilee,  as  her  postpartum  nurse- 
Marsha  served  a  mission  in  Des  Moines,  Iowa.   She  moved  to  Provo  after  her  return  and  works  as 
a  home  health  nurse.   She  married  John  Larsen  from  Vancouver, Washington  on  August  19,  1995,  in 
the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   They  are  currently  residing  in  Provo.   John  graduated  in  August,  1997, 
Summa  Cum  Laude,  with  a  Master's  Degree  in  accounting,  and  works  for  Squires  in  Provo.  Their 
first  child,  Curtis  John,  was  born  November  17,  1997. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Curtis  John 


B- November  17,  1997 


John,  Marsha  (Hall)  Larsen,  and  Curtis 
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10  -  Brent  Richard  Hall.    Brent   was  born  January  7,  1972,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.    A  huge  snowstorm 
hit  Rexburg  al  the  same  tunc,  forcing  he  and  his  mother  to  spend  extra  time  in  the  hospital.   When 
ncus  of  his  arm  ,1  lm  home,  his  brother  Brad  cheered  because  after  three  sisters  in  a  row,  he  finally 
had  a  little  brother 

Brent  attended  schools  in  Rexburg.    While  in  high  school,  he  participated  on  the  football, 
basketball  and  baseball  teams.    He  was  a  member  oi  the  National  Honor  Society  and  was  involved  in 
student  government.    He  was  also  active  in  scouting,  where  he  earned  his  Eagle  Award. 

He  attended  Ricks  College  and  later  was  called  to  the  California  San  Diego  Mission.   He 
graduated  from  Ricks  in  the  spring  oi  1994,  and  from  BYU  in  the  spring  of  1997  with  a  Bachelor 
Degree  in  Communications. 

On  September  21 .  1995.  he  married  Rebecca  (Becky)  Dibb  of  Bountiful,  Utah,  in  the  Bountiful 
Temple.   She  graduated  from  BYU  in  1997  with  a  Bachelor  Degree  in  Secondary  Education  and 
secured  a  position  teaching  math  at  Pleasant  Grove  High  School.   Their  daughter  Monica  Leigh  was 
born  July  14,  1997. 

They  now  make  their  home  in  San  Diego,  California  where  Brent  is  pursuing  a  Master's  Degree 
in  Marriage  and  Family  Counseling  at  San  Diego  State,  while  Becky  is  employed  as  a  tutor. 


CHILDREN: 
(1)  Monica  Leigh 


B-  July  14,  1997 


Brent,  Rebecca  (Dibb),  and  Monica 
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1 1  -  Steven  Michael  Hall.   Steven  was  born  March  9,  1974,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   Being  the  eleventh 
child,  there  was  no  shortage  of  big  brothers  and  sisters  to  play  with  him.   Steven  had  a  wonderful 
childhood  living  in  Hibbard,  Idaho,  where  he  completed  elementary  school. 

Not  to  be  outdone  by  his  older  brothers,  Steven  also  participated  in  high  school  football,  basketball 
and  baseball.   He  was  voted  second  team  All-State  tight  end  by  the  Sportswr iters  of  Idaho.   He  also 
achieved  the  rank  of  Eagle  Scout.  It  was  in  high  school  that  he  acquired  an  avid  interest  in  hunting  and 
fishing.  During  the  winter  months,  he  and  his  friends  spent  many  hours  hunting  rabbits  in  the  sage 
brush. 

After  attending  one  year  at  Ricks  College,  Steven  was  called  to  the  Chile  Santiago  South  mission. 
He  completed  his  mission  in  June  of  1995.  He  graduated  from  Ricks  College  with  an  Associate 
Degree  in  Interpersonal  Communication  in  1996  and  is  continuing  his  studies  at  BYU.   He  is  involved 
in  network  marketing  and  is  practicing  his  communication  skills  as  he  directs  informational  and 
training  meetings. 


Steven  Michael  Hall 


12  -  Brian  Curtis  Hall.  Brian  was  born  December  19,  1975,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   Brian  had  a  very 
easy  life.   All  he  had  to  do  was  fuss  a  little  and  13  people  were  there  to  help  him.   In  June  of  1976,  his 
home  was  destroyed  by  the  Teton  Dam  flood  and  he  and  his  brother,  Bradley,  spent  six  weeks  with 
their  Uncle  Dallas  and  Aunt  Joan  Murdoch  in  Grace,  Idaho. 

Brian  attended  schools  in  Hibbard  and  Rexburg.   He  enjoyed  sports  and  spent  a  lot  of  time  playing 
Little  League  football  and  baseball  and  high  school  baseball.   He  earned  his  Eagle  scout  award.  During 
his  junior  year,  his  father  was  called  to  serve  as  a  mission  president  in  El  Salvador.   Brian  had  the 
privilege  of  moving  there  with  his  parents,  where  he  finished  his  senior  year  at  Escuela  Americana,  an 
English  speaking  school.   He  really  enjoyed  his  year  there  and  had  many  friends,  both  in  and  out  of 
the  Church  and  both  "Gringo"  and  Latin.    He  was  always  eager  to  share  the  gospel  and  gave  away 
many  Books  of  Mormon  to  teachers  and  friends.   Once  he  was  assigned  to  give  a  term  report  on 
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"What  Mormon  Missionaries  Do."   It  was  so  interesting  to  the  class  and  there  were  so  many  questions, 
that  finally,  the  teacher  had  to  tell  the  students  that  they  would  have  to  continue  their  questioning  after 
class. 

Brian  returned  to  Madison  High  School  to  graduate  with  his  class  and  two  weeks  later,  June  15, 
1994,  reported  to  the  MTC  to  commence  his  mission  to  the  Chile  Santiago  North  Mission.   He 
returned  to  El  Salvador  just  5  days  before  his  parents  were  released  and  they  traveled  home  together. 
His  is  currently  attending  Ricks  College  where  he  is  preparing  to  enter  the  Church's  Seminary 
program. 


Brian  Curtis  Hall 


3  -  DALLAS  EARL  MURDOCH.  Dallas  Earl  Murdoch  was  born  on  Oct.  23,  1937  in  Rigby,  Idaho.  He 
attended  elementary  school  in  Ucon.  When  he  was  in  the  fifth  grade,  his  family  moved  to  Lima,  Montana, 
where  he  attended  the  fifth  to  the  ninth  grades.  In  October  of  1952,  his  sophomore  year,  the  family  moved 
to  his  Grandfather  Lee's  farm  in  Grant,  Idaho.  He  attended  Rigby  High  School  where  he  graduated  with 
honors  in  May  of  1955.  That  fall,  he  attended  Ricks  College  where  he  majored  in  engineering  and  also 
participated  in  the  symphony  orchestra  and  the  marching  band.  While  at  Ricks,  he  met  and  fell  in  love 
with  Joan  Hale,  the  daughter  of  Clayton  and  Clara  Hale  of  Pocatello.   She  was  a  nursing  student  and 
graduated  from  the  LDS  Hospital  School  of  Nursing  in  Idaho  Falls  in  1958. 

After  completing  two  years  at  Ricks,  he  left  in  November  of  1957  to  serve  in  the  Northern  California 
Mission.   He  served  in  Livermore,  San  Jose  and  San  Francisco.   During  the  last  ten  months  of  his  mission, 
he  was  the  leader  of  the  San  Francisco  District.   He  returned  home  at  Thanksgiving  of  1959.  On  Dec.  10, 
just  two  weeks  later,  he  and  Joan  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   Following  their  marriage,  he 
enrolled  in  the  winter  term  at  Brigham  Young  University,  majoring  in  dentistry.   In  September  of  1960,  he 
and  Joan  moved  to  Seattle,  Washington  where  he  entered  the  University  of  Washington  School  of 
Dentistry.  Their  first  child,  Kathleen,  was  born  on  March  11,  1961 .   Their  second  child,  James  Dallas, 
was  born  on  Nov.  23,  1962. 

Dallas  graduated  from  dental  school  in  June  of  1964.   Following  graduation,  they  moved  to  Grace, 
Idaho  where  they  have  since  made  their  home.   He  practiced  in  Grace  from  1964  to  1972.   He  then  joined 
a  group  practice  in  Soda  Springs,  Idaho.  While  there,  he  became  involved  in  developing  a  software 
program  for  medical  and  dental  offices.  Later,  in  1985,  he  formed  EASYWAY  Software,  Inc.  for 
continued  development,  marketing  and  support  of  the  software.  In  1990,  he  moved  his  practice  and 
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software  company  back  to  Grace.   The  software  is  now  marketed  in  30  states,  with  over  800  offices  using 
it.    Dallas  and  Joan  adopted  three  additional  children.   They  are  Karen,  who  was  born  in  Pocatello  on 
May  9,  1968;  David,  who  was  born  in  Idaho  Falls  on  March  22,  1972;  and  Sheydene,  who  was  born  at 
Fort  Yates,  North  Dakota  on  April  24,  1975. 

While  Dallas  and  Joan  have  lived  in  Grace,  he  has  served  as  Elders  Quorum  President,  Stake  Mission 
President,  high  councilor,  Deacon's  Quorum  advisor,  and  scoutmaster;  and  currently  is  serving  as  a  stake 
missionary  and  Ward  Mission  Leader.   He  was  president  of  the  James  and  Mary  Murray  Murdoch  Family 
Organization  during  the  time  they  prepared  the  James  and  Mary  Murray  Family  History  book  for 
publication.   He  has  also  served  as  editor  in  the  publication  of  "The  Brigham  and  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch 
Family  History".   He  has  served  for  six  years  on  the  Grace  District  School  Board  and  has  served  on  the 
Grace  Chamber  of  Commerce.   He  has  also  served  in  scouting  as  chairman  of  the  Caribou  District,  FOS 
District  Chairman,  as  scoutmaster  and  Blazer  leader  and  has  received  Caribou  District  Award  of  Merit  and 
the  Tendoy  Council  Silver  Beaver  Award.  Joan  has  served  as  Stake  Young  Women  President  and  as  a 
counselor  in  the  stake  and  ward  Relief  Society  and  on  the  Caribou  County  Hospital  Board.   She  currently 
serves  with  him  as  a  stake  missionary  and  also  is  a  teacher  in  the  Relief  Society. 

They  went  to  Thailand  in  May  of  1982  as  representatives  of  the  BYU  Academy  of  Dentistry  to  do 
volunteer  dentistry  for  the  Vietnam  refugees  that  were  coming  into  that  country.   In  April  of  1995,  they 
went  to  Tonga  for  several  weeks  on  a  similar  mission,  this  time  representing  Deseret  International.   He  is 
currently  is  on  the  advisory  board  for  Deseret  International.   During  the  time  they  have  lived  in  Grace,  he 
has  been  the  developer  of  two  subdivisions:  Monte  Vista  Estates  and  Burton  Canyon  Estates. 

He  feels  that  serving  as  editor  for  the  Murdoch  family  during  the  publication  of  these  two  family 
history  books  has  been  an  excellent  opportunity  for  him  to  become  better  acquainted  with  bom  his  living 
relatives  and  his  ancestors  who  have  blessed  us  all  with  such  a  rich  heritage. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kathleen 

(2)  James  Dallas 

(3)  Karen 

(4)  David  Clayton 

(5)  Sheydene 


B-  11  Mar  1961 
B  -  23  Nov  1 962 
B- 09  May  1968 
B-22  Mar  1972 

B- 24  Apr  1975 


M  -  30  Mar    1984  to  Brian  John  Anderson 
M  -01  June  1984  to  Maili  Stone 
M  -  14  Aug    1987  to  Tony  Wayne  Steffenson 
M  -  16  Aug    1993  to  Misty  Dawn  Sykes  (Div) 
M  -  02  Sept  1995  to  Traci  Kern 


Dallas  Earl  and  Joan  (Hale)  Murdoch 
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1  -  Kathleen  Murdoch  Anderson.   Kaihy  was  born  on  March  1 1,  1961  in  Seattle  Washington,  and 
attended  schools  in  Grace,  graduating  from  high  school  in  1979.  She  attended  Ricks  College, 
majoring  in  nursing,  where  she  graduated  in  1981.    While  at  Ricks,  she  served  as  ward  Relief  Society 
President.     In  April  of  1982,  she  entered  the  MTC  tor  service  in  the  Dallas,  Texas  Mission. 
Following  her  return  home  from  her  mission,  she  met  Brian  Anderson,  of  Logan,  Utah.   He  had 
recently  returned  from  serving  a  mission  in  Chili.   They  were  married  in  the  Logan  Temple  on  March 
30,  1984.   They  are  parents  of  five  children.   She  is  employed  as  a  home  health  nurse.  Brian  worked 
with  his  father  in  the  Anderson  Seed  and  Garden  Store  in  Logan,  and  attended  Utah  State  University, 
majoring  in  computer  science. 

They   moved  to  Pleasant  Grove  in  May  of  1997,  where  he  is  employed  by  a  software  company 
and  plans  to  continue  his  schooling.   She  served  in  the  Primary,  Young  Women  and  Relief  Society 
while  she  was  in  Logan.   They  bom  have  served  as  stake  missionaries  and  Brian  has  also  served  as  a 
counselor  in  an  Elders  Quorum  presidency  and  is  presently  a  ward  clerk. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Heather 

(2)  Stephan  Brian 
I 3 1   Brent  John 

(4)  Richard  Alexander 

(5)  Natalie  Brianne 


B-  12  July  1985 
B- 30  July  1987 
B-  14  Sept  1989 
B-01  Jan  1993 
B-22  Feb  1998 


Brent,  Heather,  Kathy  (Murdoch)  Anderson, 
Brian,  Richard,  and  Stephan  (Not  pictured  -  Natalie) 
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2  -  James  Dallas  Murdoch.  Jim  was  born  on  November  23,  1962,  in  Pocatello,  Idaho.   He  attended 
school  in  Grace,  graduating  from  high  school  in  1981 .  While  in  high  school,  he  was  All  State  in  both 
football  and  basketball  and  also  served  as  Junior  Class  President  and  was  Seminary  president  during 
his  senior  year.  He  was  also  an  Eagle  Scout.   He  attended  BYU  for  one  semester  and  then  served  in 
the  Boston  Massachusetts  Mission  where  he  served  as  a  zone  leader.   After  his  mission,  he  returned  to 
BYU.  He  married  Maili  Stone  on  June  1 ,  1984,  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.   Following  graduation  from 
BYU,  he  joined  his  father  in  EASYWAY  Software,  Inc.  and  is  presently  Vice-President  and  General 
Manager.  He  has  served  as  Elders  Quorum  President  and  as  a  counselor  in  several  bishoprics.  Jim 
and  Maili  make  their  home  in  Grace,  Idaho  and  are  the  parents  of  four  children. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michael  James 

(2)  Scott  Dallas 

(3)  Julie 

(4)  Jason  Paul 


B- 20  Dec  1986 
B-  13  Apr  1990 
B- 09  Apr  1994 
B- 26  Jul  1996 


Scott,  Jim,  Julie,  Maili  (Stone),  Jason,  and  Michael 
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3  -  Karon  Murdoch  Steffenson.   Karen  was  horn  on  May  9,  1968,  in  Pocatello,  Idaho.  She  attended 
Grace  Schools  and  graduated  from  Grace  High  School  in  1987.   She  married  Tony  Steffenson  on  Aug. 
14.  1987.   Tony  had  served  a  mission  in  Argentina.   They  make  their  home  in  Ogden,  Utah,  where 
Tony  was  employed  by  Shopko  but  currently  works  tor  J.  W.  Brewer  Tire  Company.   They  are  the 
parents  of  two  children. 


CHILDREN. 

(1)  Barry  Wayne 

(2)  Camillia  Lynn 


B-  11  Dec  1990 
B-04  Dec  1992 


Karen  (Murdoch)  Steffensen,  Tony,  Camillia,  and  Barry 


4  -  David  Clayton  Murdoch.   David  was  born  on  March  22,  1972,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.   He 
attended  schools  in  Grace,  Idaho  where  he  graduated  from  high  school.   As  a  young  man  he  was  active 
in  scouting  and  achieved  the  rank  of  Life  Scout.   In  1985,  he  attended  the  National  Scout  Jamboree  in 
Virginia.   On  August  15,  1993,  he  married  Misty  Sykes.  They  have  one  daughter  but  were  later 
divorced.   He  married  Tracy  Kern  on  Sept.  2,  1995. 

Traci  was  born  in  Portland,  Oregon  on  October  30,  1973.  When  she  was  two,  her  family  moved 
to  Buhl  where  her  father  owned  a  construction  company.   She  attended  schools  in  Buhl  where  she 
graduated  from  high  school  in  May  of  1992.   She  and  David  presently  live  in  Buhl  where  Traci  keeps 
the  books  for  Lawrence  Distributing,  a  company  that  distributes  newspapers  in  the  Magic  Valley  area. 
David  is  a  contract  hauler,  taking  the  USA  Today  from  Twin  Falls  to  Boise.  They  live  in  Buhl  with 
their  two  children. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Keshia  Dawn 

(2)  David  James 


B- 05  June  1994 
B-  13  May  1995 


285 


David,  Traci  (Kern),  Keshia  and  David  James 


5  -  Sheydene  Lee  Murdoch.  Shey  was  born  at  Fort  Yates,  North  Dakota,  on  April  24,  1975.   Her 
parents  were  members  of  the  Sioux  Tribe.   At  the  age  of  two,  she  came  to  live  with  Dallas  and  Joan 
and  was  adopted  by  them  when  she  was  twelve  years  old.   She  attended  schools  at  Grace  and 
graduated  from  high  school  in  1993.  She  is  an  excellent  basketball  player  and  was  one  of  the  leading 
scorers  for  the  Grace  High  girls  team.  She  has  attended  Ricks  and  Utah  State  University.  She  has 
also  lived  in  Pocatello  and  worked  at  a  nursing  home  as  a  CNA.   During  the  summer  months  of  1997, 
she  and  her  friend,  April  Mackes,  worked  in  California. 


Sheydene  Lee  Murdoch 
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4  -  THOMAS  RAY  MURDOCH.   I  was  born  of  goodly  parents  on  July  6,  1940,  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
L.D.S.  Hospital  to  Brigham  Dallas  Murdoch  and  Winona  Lee.   I  lived  in  the  following  places:   Ucon, 
Grant,  Roberts,  Sugar  City,  Lorenzo,  Idaho  Falls,  Moscow  and  Woodville,  all  in  Idaho,  and  Lima, 
Montana. 

I  attended  school  in  Ucon,  Lima,  Lewisville,  Rigby,  Ricks  College  and  at  the  University  of  Idaho.  I 
also  served  a  mission  for  the  L.D.S.  Church  from  1961  to  1963,  serving  in  the  Canadian  Mission  at 
Toronto,  Ontario,  Canada. 

I  married  Sharon  Lee  Wells  on  September  10,  1965  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  We  have  six  children, 
Ray  Dallas  Murdoch,  born  August  23,  1967,  Rachelle  Lee  Murdoch  Siems,  born  August  19,  1969,  Ryan 
Kent  Murdoch,  born  March  27,  1972,  Roger  Thomas  Murdoch,  born  May  23,  1975,  Royce  John 
Murdoch,  born  August  15,  1976  and  Rod  Tyler  Murdoch,  born  March  29,  1980. 

I  worked  from  1965  to  1987  for  Sears  Roebuck  and  Company.  I  began  working  for  the  Shelley 
School  District  in  1988.   I  have  always  enjoyed  farming  and  livestock.  I  still  enjoy  raising  a  few  cattle 
each  summer  on  our  pasture.   I  have  always  enjoyed  the  out-of-doors,  hunting,  fishing,  camping  and  wood 
cutting.   I  enjoy  sports,  playing  basketball,  football  and  softball.   Now  I  watch  it! 

I  appreciate  the  opportunity  to  be  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints.   It  has 
been  a  privilege  to  serve  in  various  callings  in  the  church  during  my  life  time.  Currently  I  am  serving  as 
bishop  of  the  Woodville  Ward.    The  Church  is  the  anchor  of  truth  that  will  lead  us  back  to  Heavenly 
Father's  presence. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ray  Dallas  B 

(2)  Rachelle  Lee  B 

(3)  Ryan  Kent  B 

(4)  Roger  Thomas  B 

(5)  Royce  John  B 

(6)  Rod  Tyler  B 


23  Aug  1967 
19  Aug  1969 
27  Mar  1972 
23  May  1975 
15  Aug  1976 
29  Mar  1980 


M  -  1 1  Jan  1991  to  Becky  Dee  Kelley 
M  -  09  Jun  1989  to  Quentin  Delos  Siems 
M  -  10  Nov  1990  to  Sheri  Elisabeth  Pettingill 
M  -  13  Sep  1996  to  Lori  Allbright 


Thomas  and  Sharon  Lee  (Wells)  Murdoch 
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1  -  Ray  Dallas  Murdoch.  Ray  was  born  on  August  23,  1967,  to  Thomas  Ray  and  Sharon  Lee  Wells 
Murdoch  in  Moscow,  Idaho.  He  attended  and  graduated  from  Shelley  High  School.  He  also  attended 
Ricks  College.  Ray  served  a  mission  for  the  L.D.S.  church  from  March  1988  to  1990,  serving  in  the 
California  Sacramento  Mission. 

He  married  Becky  Dee  Kelley  on  January  11,  1991  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   They  are  blessed 
with  three  beautiful  children,  Brittney  Dee,  Jake  Ray  and  Kaden  Neil. 

Ray  is  a  journeyman  electrician,  a  wonderful  father  and  husband  and  has  served  in  various 
positions  in  the  Church. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brittney  Dee 

(2)  Jake  Ray 

(3)  Kaden  Neil 


B- 20  Nov  1992 
B-  15  Apr  1994 
B- 05  May  1996 


Ray,  Becky  (Kelley),  Brittney,  Jake,  and  Kaden 
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2  -  Rachelle  Lee  Murdoch  Siems.  Rachelle  was  born  August  19,  1969,  to  Thomas  Ray  and  Sharon 
Lee  Wells  Murdoch  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  She  attended  and  graduated  from  Shelley  High  School  and 
attended  Ricks  College.  She  married  Quentin  Delos  Siems  on  June  9,  1989.   They  are  blessed  with 
two  beautiful  daughters,  Danee  Rachelle  and  Andie  Jo.   Rachelle  is  a  wonderful  mother  and  wife. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Danee  Rachelle 

(2)  Andie  Jo 


B-25Jun  1993 
B- 04  Mar  1997 


Quentin,  Rachelle  (Murdoch)  Siems, 
Danee,  and  Andie 


3  -  Ryan  Kent  Murdoch.  Ryan  was  born  March  27,  1972,  to  Thomas  Ray  and  Sharon  Lee  Wells 
Murdoch  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  He  attended  and  graduated  from  Shelley  High  School.  Ryan  married 
Sheri  Elisabeth  Pettingill  on  November  10,  1990,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   They  are  blessed  with 
three  beautiful  daughters,  Amanda  Louise,  Kateland  Elisabeth  and  Shelby  Lucille. 

Ryan  works  construction  and  is  a  good  provider  and  hard  worker  for  his  family.  He  has  held 
various  positions  in  the  Church. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Amanda  Louise 

B-  16  Jan  1992 

(2)  Kateland  Elisabeth 

B-  16  Jul  1993 

(3)  Shelby  Lucille 

B- 04  Sep  1996 

L  to  R:   Ryan,  Kateland, 
Amanda,  Sheri 
(Pettingill)  holding  Shelby 
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4  -  Roger  Thomas  Murdoch.  Roger  was  born  on  May  23,  1975,  to  Thomas  Ray  and  Sharon  Lee  Wells 
Murdoch  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  He  attended  and  graduated  from  Shelley  High  School.  He  plans  to 
further  his  education  by  attending  Idaho  State  University.  Roger  served  a  mission  for  the  L.D.S.  Church 
from  July,  1994  to  1996,  serving  in  the  Mississippi  Jackson  Mission.  Roger  married  Lori  Allbright  on 
September  13,  1996  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 


Roger  and  Lori  (Allbright)  Murdoch 


5  -  Royce  John  Murdoch.  Royce  was  born  August  15,  1976,  to  Thomas  Ray  and  Sharon  Lee  Wells 
Murdoch  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  He  graduated  from  Shelley  High  School.  Royce  served  a  mission  for  the 
L.D.S.  Church  in  the  Alaska  Anchorage  Mission,  during  which  time  he  served  as  an  AP.  He  returned 
home  in  October  of  1997.  He  plans  to  further  his  education. 


Royce  John  Murdoch 
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6  -  Rod  Tyler  Murdoch.    Rod  was  born  March  29,  1980,  to  Thomas  Ray  and  Sharon  Lee  Wells 
Murdoch  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.   He  is  a  senior  at  Shelley  High  School. 


Rod  Tyler  Murdoch 


5  -  ANN  MARIE  MURDOCH  MATESEN.  Ann  Marie  Murdoch  Matesen  was  born  on  December  24, 
1941,  at  the  L.D.S.  Hospital  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.   She  lived  at  Ucon,  Idaho,  for  the  first  five  years  of 
her  life.   At  age  six,  Ann  moved  to  Lima,  Montana,  with  her  family,  where  she  attended  elementary 
school  until  October  of  the  fifth  grade.   Then  the  family  moved  to  the  John  Lee  home  at  Grant,  Idaho. 
Ann  attended  the  fifth  and  sixth  grades  at  the  Grant  Elementary  School,  the  seventh  grade  at  the  Lewisville 
Elementary  School  and  grades  eight  and  nine  at  the  new  Midway  Junior  High  School.   The  following 
summer,  the  family  moved  to  Roberts,  Idaho.  Ann  attended  Rigby  High  School  her  sophomore  year. 
The  last  two  years  of  high  school  were  at  Roberts  High  School  where  she  graduated  in  1960.   She  attended 
one  year  at  Ricks  College,  graduating  with  a  Secretarial  Science  Degree  in  1961. 

Ann  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City  where  she  worked  as  a  secretary  for  Retep  Corp.   She  met  her  future 
husband,  Allan  Evan  Matesen,  at  her  new  apartment.   They  were  married  June  15,  1962,  in  the  Idaho 
Falls  Temple.   They  purchased  their  home  on  3185  South,  off  State  Street,  before  the  birth  of  their 
daughter,  Michelle  Marie,  who  was  born  May  5,  1963.   Ann  quit  work  just  before  Michelle's  birth, 
hoping  to  be  a  homemaker  for  the  rest  of  her  life. 

Within  two  years,  Allan  had  a  very  severe  case  of  rheumatoid  arthritis,  which  caused  great  problems 
for  him  in  his  work  as  a  union  plumber.   He  could  continue  working  by  taking  a  great  deal  of  medication 
for  pain  and  other  problems.  His  health  deteriorated  and  after  several  misdiagnoses,  he  was  diagnosed 
with  Hodgkin's  Disease,  Stage  IV  and  was  given  a  year  to  live.   Ann  was  pregnant  with  Thomas  Allan  and 
by  the  time  he  was  born,  November  5,  1966,  Allan  had  received  x-ray  radiation  treatment  and  was 
recovered  enough  to  return  to  work.   Ann  experienced  very  bad  health  following  the  birth  of  Thomas  and 
it  was  several  months  before  she  could  have  her  family  back  with  her. 

She  was  a  Primary  teacher  before  the  birth  of  Thomas  and  later  gave  the  Relief  Society  lesson  on 
Work  Day.   The  Eldredge  39th  Ward  blessed  the  Matesen  family  in  many  ways  before  Allan's  death  on 
April  23,  1971 .   Allan  was  buried  at  the  Mt.  Pleasant,  Utah,  cemetery.   Ann  and  the  children  moved  to 
Shelley,  Idaho  to  be  near  her  family.   A  home  just  outside  the  town  was  purchased  and  Ann  became  the 
Work  Director  for  the  Shelley  Fifth  Ward  and  soon  was  also  the  Stake  Singles  Director.   She  could  stay  at 
home  with  the  children  by  teaching  cake  decorating  classes  and  selling  birthday  and  wedding  cakes,  plus 
gingerbread  houses,  at  Christmas  time.   By  the  time  Thomas  started  school,  Ann  was  also  working  part- 
time  as  a  secretary  for  Bateman  Brothers  Excavating  Co.  of  Shelley. 

Ann  became  ill  and  the  children  went  to  live  with  relatives  over  the  next  eighteen  months.   She 
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continued  to  work  as  a  secretary  and  teach  and  sell  cakes  while  getting  help  with  her  illness.   Eventually 
she  moved  to  Rexburg,  Idaho,  where  she  went  to  work  for  Rogers  Brothers  Potato  Co.  as  Plant  Secretary. 
The  children  returned  the  next  year  and  the  Matesens  lived  on  the"  hill"  in  a  rental  home.   The  next  spring, 
the  Shelley  home  was  sold  and  a  new  home  was  purchased  just  off  main  street  in  Rexburg.  It  was  being 
remodeled  when  the  Teton  Dam  broke  on  June  6,  1976,  and  was  so  badly  damaged  it  had  to  be  replaced. 
Ann  served  as  a  Stake  Sunday  School  Leader,  Jr.  Sunday  School  Teacher,  Jr.  Sunday  School  Coordinator 
and  worked  in  the  Adult  Singles  Program. 

In  1980,  She  moved  to  Burley  for  six  months  where  she  worked  for  Henderson  Oil  Co.   In  April,  the 
Matesens  moved  to  Shelley  and  lived  in  Grandpa  Murdoch's  apartment  house.   Shortly  after,  Ann  had 
surgery  and  was  just  ready  to  return  to  finding  work  when  a  fire  at  her  father's  shop  destroyed  two-thirds 
of  her  food  storage  and  furniture.   In  November,  she  went  to  work  as  a  Purchasing  Agent  for 
Measurement's  Inc.   The  company  was  in  severe  financial  trouble  and  Ann  was  laid  off  the  following 
March.   In  June,  she  found  a  position  at  a  new  manufacturing  company  in  Idaho  Falls  called  Innovative 
Concepts  Inc.   She  started  as  Executive  Secretary  and  within  a  year  managed  the  purchasing  department. 
The  plant  closed  down  in  1987  due  to  management  and  financial  problems  and  Ann  was  again  looking  for 
work.   She  was  a  Relief  Society  Teacher,  Visiting  Teacher,   Sunday  School  Teacher  and  Stake  Single 
Adult  Leader  while  living  in  Shelley. 

Within  six  months  Ann  found  work  at  Logan.  Utah,  for  HyClone  Laboratories  as  a  Purchasing  Agent. 
She  worked  for  HyClone  for  over  six  years  when  downsizing  caused  layoffs.   Since  men,  Ann  has  worked 
for  Utah  State  University's  Cache  County  Memory  Study  as  a  Field  Interviewer.     She  is  currently 
working  as  a  "Home  Keyer"  for  Unibase.    She  has  been  a  Relict  Society  Teacher  and  Visiting  Teacher 
while  living  in  Logan.   Ann  has  been  very  grateful  for  her  children  and  how  they  show  their  love  and 
caring  for  her. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michelle  Marie   B  -  05  May  1963 

(2)  Thomas  Allan     B  -  05  Nov  1966 


M  -  21  Mar  1981  to  David  Vern  Shaw 


Allan  and  Ann  Marie  (Murdoch)  Matesen 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Thomas  Matesen,  Peter  Shaw 
Front:  (L  to  R)  David  Shaw,  Michelle  (Matesen) 
Shaw,  Alex  Shaw,  Ann  Marie  (Murdoch)  Matesen, 
Brock  Leishman,  Phillip  Shaw 
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I  -  Michelle  Marie  Matesi-n  Shaw.   Michelle  was  born  on  May  5,  1963,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
She  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in  1981.  She  and  her  husband,  David  Vern  Shaw,  were 
married  00  March  21 ,  1981.  They  made  their  home  in  Shelley,  Idaho,  where  they  both  worked  for  her 
Grandpa  Murdoch's  bellows  business.     David  began  working  as  a  letter  carrier  for  the  U.S.  Postal 
Service  in  1985,  and  continues  to  carry  mail  in  Idaho  Falls.   They  moved  to  their  current  home  on 
15th  Street  in  Idaho  Falls  in  1987.   Michelle  continues  to  make  bellows  out  of  their  home.   She  enjoys 
the  privileges  that  come  from  being  a  stay  at  home  mother,  while  also  earning  extra  income  for  her 
family.   They  are  currently  enjoying  the  challenges  and  joys  of  raising  three  sons. 

David  i>  a  soccer  coach  and  a  scout  leader.   In  addition,  he  is  very  involved  with  the  local 
Railroad  Historical  Society  and  the  family  has  enjoyed  many  occasions  and  trips  that  involved  this 
bobby.   The  Shaws  love  to  travel  and  plan  special  vacations  every  year  with  their  boys  and  especially 
love  to  visit  Yellowstone. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Peter  David  B-  17  Apr  1981 

(2)  Phillip  Allan  B-  15  Jan  1989 

(3)  Alexander  Colton  B  -  07  Dec  1992 


Family  pictured  above 


2  -  Thomas  Allan  Matesen.  Thomas  was  born  on  November  5,  1966,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   His 
childhood  was  difficult  because  of  his  father  and  mother's  health.   Following  the  death  of  his  father, 
Allan,  Thomas  (age  four)  moved  to  Shelley,  Idaho  with  his  mother,  Ann,  and  sister,  Michelle. 
Thomas  attended  school  at  Shelley  and  then  spent  the  next  school  year  in  Salt  Lake  City  with  his  Aunt 
Ruth  and  Uncle  Al  Schulz.   Thomas  returned  to  live  with  his  mother  in  Rexburg  and  finished 
elementary  school  and  seventh  grade  in  Rexburg.   He  then  lived  with  his  Grandfather  Murdoch  for  a 
year  until  his  mother  moved  to  Shelley  in  1981 .   Thomas  completed  his  schooling  in  Shelley  where  he 
graduated  in  1984.   He  was  a  percussionist  in  the  Shelley  High  band  and  his  love  of  music  led  him  to 
teach  himself  the  guitar.   He  has  owned  and  played  both  acoustic  and  electric  guitars  since  then. 
Thomas  worked  for  his  Grandpa  Murdoch  for  several  years  during  high  school. 

As  a  teenager,  Thomas  worked  for  local  farmers,  moving  pipe.   The  heavy  pipe  caused  Thomas  to 
develop  severe  back  problems  that  resulted  in  three  back  surgeries  following  high  school  graduation. 
Thomas  worked  for  various  companies  and  was  preparing  for  a  mission  when  he  had  mononucleosis, 
pancreatitis  and  hepatitis  and  was  unable  to  complete  any  plans.   He  moved  to  Logan  to  live  with  his 
mother  where  he  found  employment  with  Weslo,  where  he  worked  for  five  years.   A  motorcycle 
accident  shortly  after  arriving  in  Logan  caused  him  additional  back  problems.   Unable  to  work  full- 
time  because  of  his  back,  Thomas  worked  out  of  his  garage  for  almost  two  years,  building  and 
repairing  engines  and  vehicles,  designing  and  fabricating  trailers  and  other  metal  items. 

He  has  attended  Bridgerland  Technical  Center,  in  their  Machine  Shop  program,  to  learn  to  be  a 
machinist.  He  now  works  for  a  local  machine  shop  and  looks  forward  to  many  years  of  working  in  a 
profession  he  loves.  Thomas  is  the  father  of  a  son,  Brock,  and  spends  as  much  time  with  him  as  is 
possible.   In  addition,  Thomas  continues  to  ride  off-road  motorcycles  and  is  a  Certified  Scuba  Diver. 
He  enjoys  these  hobbies,  plus  vehicle  repair  and  welding  and  fabrication,  with  friends  he  has  met  since 
living  in  Logan  . 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brock  Leishman        B  -  10  Aug  1993 


Family  pictured  above 
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6  -  RUTH  LORRAINE  MURDOCH  SCHULZ.  On  May  7,  1945,  a  day  of  peace  came  to  America  and 
it's  allies  in  war-  torn  Germany.   On  this  momentous  day,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  a  baby  girl  was  born  to 
Brigham  Dallas  and  Winona  Lee  Murdoch.   They  named  her  Ruth  after  her  mother's  favorite  cousin.   She 
was  their  6th  child  and  third  girl.   Ruth's  older  siblings  were,  Ronald  (deceased  at  age  3),  Helen,  Dallas, 
Tom  and  Ann. 

Ruth's  family  lived  in  Ucon,  Idaho,  at  the  time  of  her  birth.   Her  father  farmed  and  taught  agriculture 
at  the  local  high  school.   When  she  was  two,  the  family  moved  to  Lima,  Montana.   Her  younger  brother, 
John,  joined  the  family  in  Lima  when  Ruth  was  about  4  1/2  years  old.   She  attended  the  1st  grade  in  Lima 
and  then  the  family  moved  to  Grant,  Idaho,  to  her  mother's  girlhood  home.   Ruth  attended  grades  2,3,5 
and  6  at  Lewisville.   Her  fourth  grade  was  at  Grant.   In  Grant,  Ruth  was  active  in  4-H  and  enjoyed  playing 
with  friends  and  cousins. 

When  Ruth  was  7  years  old,  her  mother,  Winona,  passed  away  from  surgery  for  a  ruptured  appendix 
followed  by  a  blood  clot  to  the  lungs.   This  was  a  sorrowful  and  hard  time  for  the  family.   It  was  also  a 
time  for  the  children  to  grow  in  responsibility,  maturity  and  closeness  to  their  Lee  relatives  who  lived 
nearby  and  helped.   At  age  11,  Ruth's  father  married  a  Danish  immigrant,  Agnes  Simonsen.   Ruth's  new 
stepmother  later  provided  Ruth  with  2  younger  sisters,  Mary  Lou  and  Luann. 

The  family  moved  to  Roberts,  Idaho  in  1957,  and  there  Ruth  attended  junior  and  senior  high  school. 
She  enjoyed  softball,  volleyball  and  basketball  during  these  years  and  was  a  cheerleader  and  the  drill  team 
president.   She  was  active  in  the  Young  Women's  program  of  the  LDS  Church,  graduated  from  4  years  of 
Seminary  and  received  a  Seminary  scholarship  to  Ricks  College. 

At  Ricks  College,  Ruth  majored  in  Nursing  for  2  years.   After  obtaining  her  Registered  Nurse  license, 
she  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   She  worked  at  the  University  of  Utah  Hospital  on  the  Neurology  and 
Gynecology  unit.   She  also  continued  to  attend  school  at  the  University  of  Utah,  working  to  earn  a 
Bachelor  Degree  in  Nursing. 

While  attending  the  University  of  Utah  Thirteenth  Singles  Ward,  Ruth  noticed  a  young  man  named 
Alan  Schulz  being  confirmed  a  member  of  the  Church  on  Sunday,  December  4,  1966.   She  soon  met  him 
at  a  church  fireside  and  then  started  playing  coed  volleyball  in  the  ward  with  him  in  March.   They  had 
their  first  date  in  April  and  she  learned  that  he  was  from  Chicago,  Illinois,  and  was  a  5th  grade  teacher  at 
the  Washington  Elementary  School,  west  of  the  capitol  in  Salt  Lake  City.  When  school  was  out  in  June, 
Alan  journeyed  to  Idaho  to  meet  Ruth's  parents  and  then  went  to  Chicago  to  work  for  the  summer  as  a 
Camp  Director  at  Hastings  YMCA  Camp.   Many  letters  were  exchanged  over  the  summer.   They 
continued  to  date  in  the  fall  when  Alan  returned  to  teach  school  again. 

On  Sunday,  October  3,  Alan  was  ordained  an  Elder  and  received  a  patriarchal  blessing  that  said  he 
would  be  given  the  opportunity  to  choose  a  life  time  companion.   On  October  29th,  he  chose  that 
companion  when  he  asked  Ruth  to  marry  him  at  "This  the  Place  Monument".   Ruth  agreed  to  marry  him 
after  they  visited  with  her  father,  B.  Dallas  Murdoch.   Their  marriage  took  place  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple  on  June  13,  1968,  one  week  after  Ruth  graduated  with  her  Bachelor  of  Science  Degree  in  Nursing 
from  the  University  of  Utah.   Ruth  and  Alan  made  their  first  home  at  160  W.  300  N.,  about  2  blocks  north 
of  Temple  Square  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   Ruth  changed  jobs  from  the  University  Hospital  to  Salt  Lake 
Community  Nursing  Services,  doing  nursing  care  in  the  homes  of  people,  until  1974.   Al  continued  to 
teach  at  Washington  Elementary  School  for  8  years  and  men  transferred  to  Rose  Park  School  where  he  has 
taught  fourth  grade  the  last  23  years,  for  a  total  of  31  years  teaching.   In  1970,  he  took  a  one  year  leave 
from  teaching  and  went  to  the  University  of  Utah  full  time.   He  completed  his  Master's  Degree  in 
Recreation  by  1 973  and  he  eventually  also  completed  a  Certificate  in  Administration  but  chose  to  continue 
to  be  an  elementary  teacher. 

Other  part-time  jobs  Al  has  had  are:   apartment  manager  (20  years)  and  owner  (7  years),  Horizon 
Illustrated  Book  salesman,  Hearthside  Bellows  Representative,  Newspaper  Spotter,  Nikken  Magnet 
Distributor  and  Salesman.   Alan  has  enjoyed  over  the  years:  running,  including  seven  marathons, 
racquetball,  handball,  swimming  and,  recently,  skiing. 

Alan's  father,  Melvin  Edward  Schulz,  and  mother,  Mary  Elizabeth  Justice,  were  married  October  21, 
1933,  in  Chicago.   Al's  older  brother,  Donald  Melvin  Schulz,  was  born  October  11,  1934.   Donald  is 
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married  to  Nancy  Julia  Hoff.   They  live  in  Arizona  and  are  the  parents  of  5  grown  children:  Jimmy,  Gary, 
Janet,  Todd  and  Nancy.   Alan  was  born  December  2,  1942,  in  Chicago.  His  father  worked  for  American 
National  Bank  and  Trust  Company  of  Chicago  for  many  years.   He  died  in  1974  from  a  stroke  and  is 
buried  in  Arizona.   Alan's  parents  were  divorced  in  1966  because  his  father  was  an  alcoholic.   Alan's 
mother,  Mary  Elizabeth  Schulz,  came  to  live  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  in  1975.   Alan  and  Ruth  and  their 
children  have  enjoyed  having  a  loving  grandmother  live  near  by  over  the  past  twenty  one  years. 

Alan  and  Ruth  were  blessed  with  many  opportunities  to  serve  in  the  Salt  Lake  Stake  during  the  15 
years  they  resided  there.   Alan's  service  included  Elders  Quorum  Teacher  and  President,  Seventies 
Leader,  Scoutmaster,  Bishopric  Councilor  to  two  bishops,  High  Councilman  and  Bishop.   Ruth  was  MIA 
Drama  Director  and  Activity  Councilor,  Seventeenth  Ward  Relief  Society  Homemaking  Councilor,  Ward 
Relief  Society  President,  Stake  Relief  Society  Education  Counselor,  Stake  Primary  President  and  Ward 
Meeting  House  Librarian. 

From  1976  to  1982.  Ruth  helped  the  James  and  Mary  Murdoch  Family  Organization  by  being  the 
Editor  of  the  "Murdoch  Messenger."  This  publication  was  used  to  help  compile  and  correct  information  of 
the  more  than  12  generations  (1676  to  1982)  of  Murdochs  preceding  and  descending  from  James  Murdoch, 
who  was  born  about  1776  in  Scotland.   This  corrected  information  was  then  published  by  the  organization 
in  the  "James  and  Mary  Murray  Murdoch  History  Book"  in  1982.   The  original  descendant  genealogy 
picture  sheets  and  pictures  that  Ruth  had  assembled  for  the  "Murdoch  Messenger"  were  published  in  the 
book.   This  work  was  very  time  consuming,  but  also  very  exciting  to  be  a  part  of.   Ruth  witnessed  the 
Spirit  of  Elijah  move  and  prepare  the  Murdoch  family  to  accomplish  this  great  work.   It  is  now  a  privilege 
to  contribute  her  own  history  to  the  next  3  generation  "Brigham  Murdoch  Family  History  Book" 

Ruth  and  Alan's  only  natural  child,  Rebecca  Lynn,  was  born  on  the  10th  of  March,  1971,  in  Murray, 
Utah.  When  Rebecca  was  4,  a  nephew,  Thomas  Alan  Matesen,  came  and  lived  with  them  for  one  year 
while  his  mother  was  overcoming  an  illness.   After  Tom  left,  Rebecca  kept  asking  for  a  brother  or  sister. 
She  did  not  like  being  an  only  child. 

When  no  brother  or  sister  had  come  by  the  time  Rebecca  was  5,  and  after  many  prayers,  tears  and 
priesthood  blessings,  Al  and  Ruth  decided  to  apply  to  adopt  a  child.   They  applied  to  L.D.S.  Social 
Services  and  after  3  long  years  of  waiting,  and  shortly  before  Rebecca  was  baptized,  they  were  blessed  to 
have  a  baby  boy  that  was  born  on  February  28,  1979  placed  in  their  home  on  March  14,  1979.  He  was 
named  Mark  Alan  Schulz  and  was  sealed  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  to  Ruth  and  Alan  on  Sept.  29,  1979. 
Mark  is  graduated  from  high  school  where  he  played  cello  in  the  orchestra  and  bass  drums  in  the  band  at 
Viewmont  High  School.  He  participated  in  the  school  musical,  "Joseph  and  the  Technicolored  Coat"  and 
sang  a  solo  at  the  Stake  Standards  Night  about  temples.   He  is  a  voracious  reader  and  his  brains  helped  him 
slide  through  much  of  his  school  work  and  A. P.  classes.   Mark  is  a  Priest,  home  teacher  and  Eagle  Scout. 
He  has  enjoyed  attending  "Especially  for  Youth",  two  years  at  BYU  and  two  years  at  Utah  State.   He  is  18 
now,  been  driving,  and  goes  on  dates.   He  has  worked  at  Lagoon  in  group  foods,  Dick's  Market  as  a  bag 
boy,  in  fast  foods  at  Hardee's,  in  the  Delta  Center  at  the  Jazz  games  and  has  now  returned  again  to  Dicks' s 
Market  in  Centerville.  We  hope  his  future  includes  a  mission,  college  education  in  the  sciences,  temple 
marriage,  and  what  ever  else  he  decides  to  do. 

About  one  year  after  Mark  joined  the  family,  Al  and  Ruth  applied  to  L.D.S.  Social  Services  to  also 
take  an  8  year  old  Navaho  foster  Indian  Placement  student  named  Elsie  Ann  Begay  into  their  home.   Elsie 
came  in  the  fall  of  1980  and  lived  with  the  Schulz' s  for  the  next  5  1/2  years,  except  during  the  summers 
when  she  returned  to  the  Navaho  Indian  Reservation  near  Mexican  Hat,  Utah,  to  be  with  her  Indian 
family.   Elsie  returned  home  for  good  in  1986  and  attended  and  later  graduated  from  Monument  Valley 
High  School  in  1989.   She  is  married  to  a  Navaho  man  named  Clarence  and  has  worked  as  a  Teacher's 
Aide  in  Mexican  Hat,  a  maid  on  house  boats  at  Lake  Powell,  and  at  a  hotel  in  the  ski  resort  town  of 
Telluride,  Colorado  mis  past  winter. 

In  1982,  Alan  and  Ruth  were  able  to  adopt  a  4  1/2  year  old  boy  from  Korea  through  L.D.S  Social 
Services.   They  named  him  Matthew  Choi  Schulz  and  he  was  sealed  to  them  on  May  12,  1983  in  the  Salt 
Lake  Temple.   Matthew  is  also  graduated  from  high  school,  where  he  ran  cross  country  at  Viewmont 
High.    Matthew  also  likes  to  ski  in  the  winter  and  bike  in  die  summer.   His  Korean  Uncle  Sang  and  Aunt 
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Chung  Choi  now  live  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  we  see  them  and  their  four  beautiful  children  occasionally. 
Matthew  is  19  and  always  enjoys  a  good  time  with  his  many  friends.   He  is  a  Priest,  home  teacher  and  also 
an  Eagle  Scout.   He  has  worked  at  Bangerter's  and  Rigby's  Farms  as  a  produce  picker.  Lagoon  as  a 
landscaper,  Marie  Calenders  as  a  cook  and  also  has  worked  at  Carmacks,  a  popular  fountain  fast  food  and 
doughnut  restaurant  in  Bountiful.   Matthew  was  an  assistant  custodian  at  Bountiful  Jr.  High  School  and  a 
custodian  at  Jenny  P.  Stewart  Elementary  School  in  Centerville.   He  is  saving  money  towards  serving  on 
an  LDS  mission.   He  is  making  plans  to  serve  a  mission  and  will  leave  about  January,  1998.   He's  not  sure 
what  he  wants  to  pursue  in  college  yet. 

In  June,  1986,  a  1 1  year  old  boy  from  Vietnam,  Nam  Van  Tran,  became  the  Schulz's  foster  son. 
Nam  graduated  from  Viewmont  High  School  in  June  of  1994  and  received  departmental  honors  in  arts  for 
his  ceramic  pots.   Nam  worked  throughout  his  high  school  days  as  a  school  custodian  at  Taylor  Elementary 
and  Bountiful  Jr.  High  schools.   In  junior  high  school,  he  was  District  Wrestling  Champion  in  his  weight 
class.   He  was  active  playing  soccer  all  his  teen  years.   Nam  was  our  first  Eagle  Scout  and  also  taught 
Primary  after  being  baptized  into  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  o\'  Latter  Day  Saints  on  January  1 ,  1994. 
Nam  served  an  L.D.S.  mission  in  Los  Angeles.  California  from  January  1995  to  January  1997.    Nam  is 
gifted  in  languages  and  speaks  English  and  Vietnamese  and  understands  and  speaks  a  little  Cambodian  and 
Chinese,  also.   He  is  attending  college  and  working  at  the  present  time  and  plans  to  be  in  business..   He  is 
a  hard  worker  and  is  good  with  people,  so  he  should  be  very  successful. 

In  1988,  L.D.S.  Social  services  asked  us  to  take  a  Navaho  Indian  Placement  Student  named  John 
MacDonald.   John  was  16  and  came  from  Teece  Nos  Pos,  Arizona.    He  lived  just  one  school  year  with  us. 
He  graduated  from  high  school  in  Farmington,  New  Mexico  and  is  married  and  still  lives  in  Teece  Nos 
Pos  near  his  parents. 

In  1991,  we  were  asked  to  take  another  Vietnamese  foster  son.  Vinh  Van  Pham,  age  15,  by  Catholic 
Community  Services.   He  graduated  from  Viewmont  High  School  in  1995  where  he  received  departmental 
honors  in  math.   Vinh  is  now  a  serious  student  attending  the  University  of  Utah  in  Electrical  Engineering. 
Vinh  worked  as  a  school  custodian  four  years  at  Taylor  Elementary  School.   His  parents  and  oldest  brother 
reside  in  Vietnam  and  his  older  brother  lives  in  Roy,  Utah.   Vinh  and  his  older  sister  moved  together  in 
June  of  1996  and  they  live  in  North  Salt  Lake.   He  also  has  enjoyed  playing  soccer  and  is  a  referee  at  Utah 
Indoor  Soccer  and  works  at  the  University  of  Utah  Law  Library. 

In  1983,  the  Schulz  family  moved  to  a  home  with  a  great  view  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake  and  a  little  more 
room  in  Centerville,  Utah.   While  living  in  Centerville.  Al  has  served  as  a  Sunday  School  President, 
Primary  Teacher,  Assistant  Cub  Den  Master,  Blazer  Scout  Leader,  Varsity  Committee  Scout  Chairman 
and  presently  is  the  Ward  Scout  Committee  Chairman.   Ruth  has  served  as  Primary  Teacher,  Primary 
Counselor,  Cub  Scout  Wolf  Den  Leader,  Relief  Society  Secretary,  Young  Women's  Camp  Director  and 
Ward  Relief  Society  Missionary  Representative. 

Ruth  was  a  full  time  mother  and  didn't  work  as  a  nurse  from  1974  until  1987.   Then  it  was  decided 
more  money  would  be  needed,  so  she  attended  an  I.H.C.  Registered  Nurse  Refresher  Course  at  L.D.S. 
Hospital  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   She  then  worked  part-time  at  the  Ivy  Manor  Nursing  Home  in  Bountiful 
for  6  years.   Precious  moments  were  shared  at  the  nursing  home  with  many  great  elderly  souls.  Ivy 
Manor  closed  as  a  nursing  home  in  February  of  1994,  so  she  found  employment  in  September,  1994,  at 
Hill  Air  Force  Base  Civilian  Clinic  (J.S.A.)  doing  Occupational  Health  Nursing.   In  January  1997,  Health 
Occupations,  Inc.  took  over  the  contract  at  her  work,  so  it  will  be  her  employer,  hopefully,  for  the  next 
five  years.   She  has  found  this  to  be  a  different  but  good  and  interesting  job.   Hill  Air  Force  Base  is  Utah's 
largest  employer,  and  employs  about  8,000  civilian  employees  who  may  come  through  the  clinic  where  she 
works  at  sometime. 

However,  her  most  challenging  and  interesting  job  continues  to  be  that  of  mother  to  the  various 
children  she  and  Alan  have  been  blessed  to  have  in  their  home  over  the  years.   Ruth  has  had  a  testimony  of 
the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  since  she  was  a  child  and  is  grateful  she  was  born  of  worthy  parents  in  a 
household  of  faith. 
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CHI1  DREN: 

(1)  Rebecca  Lynn 

(2)  Mark  Alan 

(3)  Matthew  Choi 


B-  10  Mar  1971 
B-28  Feb  1979 
B-  24  Feb  1978 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Mark,  Matthew,  Rebecca 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Alan  and  Ruth  (Murdoch)  Schulz 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Matthew,  Nam  Tran 

Middle:  (L  to  R)  Mark,  Rebecca,  Vinh  Pham 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Alan  and  Ruth  (Murdoch)  Schulz 


1  -  Rebecca  Lynn  Schulz.  Rebecca  was  welcomed  as  the  oldest  and  only  natural  born  child  of  Alan 
and  Ruth  Schulz  on  March  10,  1971 ,  in  Murray,  Utah.   Her  father,  Alan  Edward  Schulz  moved  to 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  in  1966  from  Chicago,  Illinois.   Her  mother,  Ruth  Lorraine  Murdoch  Schulz 
came  from  Idaho  in  1965  and  they  met  at  the  University  of  Utah  Thirteenth  Singles  Ward.   After    a 
lengthy  courtship  Alan  and  Ruth  were  married  June  13,  1968  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  They  then 
settled  down  in  an  apartment  at  160  W.  300  N.#5  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.    At  the  time  of  Rebecca's 
birth,  Alan  was  teaching  fifth  grade  at  Washington  Elementary  School  nearby.   Ruth  had  quit  working 
at  Salt  Lake  Community  Nursing  Services,  as  a  Registered  Nurse,  to  give  Rebecca  her  full  attention. 
Alan  was  also  serving  in  the  Seventeenth  North  Ward  Bishopric  as  a  counselor  and  Ruth  was  an 
activity  counselor  in  the  M.I. A. 

When  Rebecca  was  18  months  old,  her  mother  returned  to  nursing  part  time  for  18  months  to  try 
to  save  money  for  a  home.   Her  father  tended  Rebecca  or  a  neighbor  named  Lois  Jones  came  into  the 
home  to  tend  her.   When  she  was  two,  the  family  was  able  to  rent  a  small  home  across  the  street  and 
moved  out  of  the  one  bedroom  apartment  they  had  lived  in  for  five  years.  A  year  later  they  were  able 
to  buy  that  home.   So  Rebecca's  mother,  Ruth,  quit  working  again  to  devote  her  full  attention  to 
Rebecca,  except  they  also  called  her  to  be  Ward  Relief  Society  President.  Meanwhile,  Rebecca  went 
to  the  Relief  Society  nursery  and  Primary  classes  and  her  childhood  pals  were  Jed  Shirts  and  Erin 
Leaf. 

In  Idaho,  Ruth's  widowed  sister,  Ann  Murdoch  Matesen,  was  having  health  problems  and  it  was 
decided  that  her  seven-year-old  son,  Thomas,  should  come  to  live  with  the  Schulz  family  while  she 
was  recovering  for  the  next  year.  So  Rebecca  now  had  an  older  boy  cousin,  to  tease  and  play  with 
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her.  When  Tom  left  she  was  bored  and  lonely  and  kept  praying  and  asking  for  a  brother  or  sister. 
When  she  was  five  and  no  brother  or  sister  had  come,  her  parents  applied  to  adopt. 

Just  before  Rebecca  was  baptized,   March  21 ,  1979,   in  the  Tabernacle  on  Temple  Square,  her 
parents  got  a  call  to  come  and  pick  up  a  new  baby  boy  from  L.D.S.  Social  Services  to  adopt.     The 
baby  boy  had  been  born  February,  28,  1979,  in  Murray,  Utah.   Her  parents  named  her  new  brother 
Mark  Alan  Schulz,  and  she  was  excited  and  happy  finally  to  have  him  join  the  family.   However, 
Rebecca  soon  discovered  you  couldn't  play  much  with  a  baby.    Since  she  was  still  the  only  girl  her 
age  in  her  ward,  her  parents  decided  to  welcome  an  8-year  old  Navaho  Indian  Placement  daughter, 
Elsie  Ann  Begay,  into  their  home  in  the  fall  of  1980.    Rebecca  and  Elsie  were  best  friends  until  Elsie 
returned  to  stay  in  her  home  in  Mexican  Hat,  Utah  in  January  of  1986.     Rebecca's  other  adopted 
brother  (age  4'/2)  arrived  from  Korea  in  1982,  and  was  named  Matthew  Choi  Schulz.   She  has  also 
been  blessed  by  her  association  with  three  other  younger  foster  brothers.  John  McDonald,  a  Navaho 
from  Arizona,  Nam  Tran  and  Vinh  Pham  from  Vietnam. 

When  Rebecca  started  school,  she  had  two  favorite  girlfriends  named  Susan  Petersen  and  Camille 
Harris.   She  attended  Washington  Elementary  School  for  seven  years.   Rebecca  was  in  Spanish 
Bilingual  classes  for  five  of  these  years  so  she  learned   to  speak  some  Spanish.    In  sixth  grade  she 
received  the  "Hope  of  America  Award." 

When  she  was  twelve,  the  family  left  Salt  Lake  City  and  moved  to  Centerville,  Utah.   Here  she 
started  junior  high  school  and  went  on  to  graduate  with  honors  from  Viewmont  High  School  in 
Bountiful,  Utah.   Rebecca  continued  to  take  Spanish  classes  throughout  junior  high  and  high  school. 
She  was  an  active  member  of  the  Spanish  club,  attended  Spanish  Camp  her  junior  year  and  helped  host 
an  exchange  student  from  Spain  for  a  month.     Rebecca  completed  three  years  of  Seminary  and 
received  her  Young  Women  Camp  Award.     A  special  experience  she  had  as  a  senior  was  to  be 
selected  to  be  a  Congressional  Scholar  and  have  the  opportunity  to  go  to  Washington,  DC.  and  visit 
the  important  national  sites  of  our  government  with  students  from  all  50  states.     Rebecca's  best  friend 
during  high  school  was,  and  still  is,  Linda  Robinson,  with  whom  she  presently  works. 

Rebecca  started  her  college  education  at  the  University  of  Utah  in  Bountiful.   Then  she  decided 
to  go  to  the  Murdoch  Travel  School  where  she  completed  a  certificate  in  Travel.    She  then  attended 
Salt  Lake  Community  College  and  obtained  an  Associate  of  Science  in  General  Studies  and  a 
Pharmacy  Technician  Certificate.   She  then  transferred  to  Brigham  Young  University  and  started  Pre- 
Social  Work.   She  then  went  to  BYU  Hawaii  for  a  semester  and  then  back  to  BYU  Provo  for  another 
semester.   They  accepted  her  into  the  Social  Work  program  at  Weber  State  University  so  she  came 
home  and  started  to  attend  school  there.   She  decided  she  didn't  like  it  there  so  transferred  to  the 
University  of  Utah  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  one  year  later  received  her  Bachelors'  Degree  in  Human 
Development  and  Family  Studies  from  the  Social  and  Behavioral  Science  College. 

Rebecca's  volunteer  work  has  taken  her  from  the  Centerville  Second  Ward  Primary  Nursery  to 
the  Guadalupe  Center  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  State  Mental  Hospital  in  Provo,   Hospice  in  Provo,  and 
the  Salt  Lake  County  Youth  Services. 

Besides  traveling  to  Washington,  D.C.  and  Hawaii.  Rebecca  has  had  the  opportunity  to  go  to 
England,  France  and  many  western  states  with  friends  and  family.   Rebecca's  work  experiences  have 
taken  her  from  a  being  Deseret  newspaper  girl,  to  baby  sitting,  Lagoon  Rides  Operator,  Little 
Ceaser's  Pizza,  J.  C.  Penny  Telemarketing,  Marriots  Reservationist,  RX  Pharmacy  Customer  Service 
Representative,  Gap  and  Victoria  Secret  Sales  Clerks,  Fun  Jet  Reservationist,  and  Utah  State  Medicaid 
Clerk.   She  is  starting  a  social  service  job  with  Salt  Lake  County  Youth  Services.   At  this  job  she 
works  with  young  people  ages  12  to  18  and  their  parents.   These  youth  with  problems  are  brought  in 
by  police.    They  usually  have  broken  the  law,  been  abused  or  run  away  from  home.    What  lies  ahead 
for  Rebecca  only  time  will  tell.  We  hope  it  will  include  a  desire  for  a  temple  marriage,  family  and  to 
serve  in  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints. 

Pictured  above 
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7-    JOHN  BRIGHAM  MURDOCH,  as  of  May  1,  1996.   I  was  born  January  14,  1950,  as  the  seventh 
and  last  Child  of  Brigham  Dallas  and  Winona  Lee  Murdoch.    I  was  named  John  (after  my  mother's  fatlier) 
and  Brigham  (alter  my  father's  father).   While  I  was  born  in  Idaho  Falls,  my  family  lived  in  Lima, 
Montana  until  I  was  almost  three,  when  we  moved  to  my  Grandfather  Lee's  home  in  Grant,  Idaho.   At  age 
7,  we  moved  to  Roberts,  al  age  13  to  Shelley,  at  age  14  to  Sugar  City,  at  age  15  to  Hibbard,  at  age  16  to 
Annis  and  then  Menan  and  at  age  17  to  Rigby  where  1  graduated  from  high  school. 

Significant  events  of  my  childhood  include  the  death  of  my  mother  at  age  3,  gaining  a  new  mother, 
Agnes  Simoosen,  at  age  6,  my  baptism  at  age  8  (it  was  delayed  a  month  due  to  measles),  the  powerful, 
positive  influence  of  my  older  siblings  and  a  public  school  education.   I  graduated  from  Primary,  advanced 
through  the  Aaronic  Priesthood  on  schedule  and  faithfully  attended  Sunday  meetings  throughout  my 
developing  years.    In  high  school,  I  was  an  average  student  and  stood  out  as  an  athlete.   I  was  awarded  All 
State  Basketball  Honors  and  earned  8  different  varsity  letters  in  three  sports. 

I  attended  Ricks  College  for  one  semester  before  being  called  to  serve  in  the  North  British  Mission, 
which  1  entered  on  March  1,  1969.    I  served  in  Hull,  Barrow-in-Furness,  Huttersfield  and  Manchester.   As 
a  proselyting  Elder  and  District  and  Zone  Leader,  I  was  privileged  to  see  over  100  people  join  the  Church, 
of  which  several  are  still  active,  including  a  number  of  the  second  generation  who  have  served  missions 
and  been  married  in  the  temple. 

Upon  completion  of  my  mission,  1  returned  to  Ricks  College  where  I  met  my  bride,  Marie  Brady,  of 
Midvale,  Utah.   She  was  the  seventh  of  eleven  children  born  to  Del  E.  and  Donna  Brady.   We  were 
married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  on  May  1 1 ,  1972.    We  moved  to  a  mobile  home  in  Idaho  Falls  where  I 
had  purchased  a  janitorial  business  in  December,  1971 .   We  maintained  this  business  for  fourteen  years. 
Initially,  the  janitorial  business  provided  a  living  and  supported  us  during  our  college  years.   Later,  it 
supplemented  our  teaching  income.   I  graduated  from  Ricks  College  in  December,  1972,  and  then  sat  out  a 
semester  to  pay  for  the  birth  of  our  daughter,  Laura,  who  was  born  on  April  19,  1973.   We  sold  our 
mobile  home  after  just  9  months  and  moved  to  Shelley  where  we  lived  in  one  of  my  dad's  apartments. 
After  18  months  in  Shelley,  we  purchased  a  home  in  Goshen  on  one  acre  for  $7000.   In  the  Fall  of  1973,  I 
entered  Idaho  State  University  where  I  majored  in  Education  and  eventually  graduated  in  May  of  1976. 
During  this  period  we  sat  out  additional  semesters  when  our  son,  John  Brady,  was  born  May  31 ,  1974, 
and  our  second  daughter,  Amy,  was  born  August  3,  1975. 

I  began  teaching  fourth  grade  at  Ammon  Elementary  in  Bonneville  School  District  during  the  fall  of 
1976.   During  the  summer  of  1977,  we  moved  to  Ammon  to  be  closer  to  my  teaching  and  the  janitorial 
business.   In  1978,  I  returned  to  ISU  to  work  on  a  Master's  Degree  in  Educational  Administration  which  I 
completed  in  1980.   Donna  Lee,  our  fourth  child,  was  born  December  14,  1977  and  Julie,  our  fifth  child, 
was  born  October  5,  1979. 

Upon  completion  of  my  Master's  Degree,  I  accepted  a  position  as  a  teaching  principal  at  Lincoln 
Elementary  in  Rexburg.   The  next  year,  I  was  assigned  a  full  time  principalship,  which  I  held  until  1986. 
We  moved  to  Archer  in  1981  to  again  be  closer  to  my  work.   On  September  16,  1982,  our  second  son  and 
youngest  child,  Scott  Brigham,  was  born.   In  1983,  I  was  accepted  into  a  Doctorate  program  at  Brigham 
Young  University  which  I  graduated  from  in  1985.   Our  family  enjoyed  living  at  BYU  one  summer  and 
with  Marie's  parents  a  second  summer. 

In  1986,  I  accepted  the  position  of  Superintendent  of  Schools  and  we  moved  to  Aberdeen,  Idaho.  This 
was  a  challenging  and  growing  experience  for  our  family.   Having  a  prominent  leadership  position  in  a 
small  community  caused  the  spotlight  to  often  shine  on  us.   It  tested  our  mettle  and  prepared  us  for  further 
service. 

In  1991,  I  was  appointed  Director  of  Elementary  Education  for  School  District  #91  in  Idaho  Falls  and 
we  returned  full  circle  to  live  within  just  a  few  miles  of  where  our  original  mobile  home  was  parked.  In 
November  of  1995,  my  position  was  changed  to  include  responsibilities  for  grade  K-12  and  I  was  given  the 
title  of  Assistant  Superintendent  for  Curriculum  and  Instruction.  As  this  is  being  written,  our 
Superintendent  has  resigned  to  take  another  position  and  I  am  serving  as  Acting  Superintendent  until  a  new 
Superintendent  takes  over  which  will  be  in  the  summer  of  1997. 

Marie  and  I  have  been  blessed  with  the  opportunity  to  fill  many  church  callings  through  the  years.  We 
have  both  taught  in  several  positions.  Marie  has  served  as  ward  Primary  president  twice  and  ward  Young 
Women's  president  four  different  times  in  three  different  wards.  She  was  Young  Women's  president  in 
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Aberdeen  and  I  was  Young  Men's  president.  It  was  easy  to  have  joint  activities.  I  have  also  served  as  a 
high  councilor,  as  a  counselor  in  two  bishoprics,  as  a  bishop  and  I  am  currently  serving  as  first  counselor 
in  the  Idaho  Falls  Stake  Presidency. 

Laura  married  Scott  Bowman  and  they  have  two  children,  Inday  and  Cole.   Laura  and  Scott  graduated 
from  Ricks  College  and  Scott  is  attending  ISU.  John  served  a  mission  in  Bogota,  Columbia.   He  finished 
his  education  at  Ricks  and  transferred  to  ISU,  where  he  is  studying  to  become  an  accountant.   He  married 
Amy  Arnoldson  on  June  21 ,  1996.   Our  daughter,  Amy,  graduated  from  Ricks  as  a  registered  nurse  and 
graduated  from  BYU  in  December  of  1996.   Donna  graduated  from  Idaho  Falls  High  School  in  June  of 
1996  and  is  attending  Ricks  College.  Julie  is  a  junior  at  Idaho  Falls  where  she  excels  in  track.   Scott  is  an 
eighth  grade  student  at  Gale  Jr.  High  and  is  very  near  to  completing  his  Eagle  Scout  requirements.   In 
1993,  as  it  became  evident  that  more  resources  would  be  needed  for  college  and  missions,  our  family 
purchased  a  taxi  and  delivery  business.   It  has  supported  college  and  a  mission  and  has  been  a  blessing  in 
our  lives. 

Life  is  good.   Father  Lehi  was  right-there  is  opposition  in  all  things,  but  the  experience  of  life  is 
necessary  and  contributes  to  our  growth.   Marie  is  a  wonderful  companion.   We  have  been  equally  yoked 
throughout  our  marriage.   We  have  firm  testimonies.   We  love  the  Lord,  each  other,  our  children  and  our 
extended  families. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  -  Laura 

B 

-  19  Apr  1973 

(2)  -  John  Brady 

B 

■  3 1  May  1 974 

(3)  -  Amy 

B 

-03  Aug  1975 

(4)  -  Donna  Lee 

B 

•  14  Dec  1977 

(5)  -  Julie 

B 

-05  Oct  1979 

(6)  -  Scott  Brigham 

B 

-  16  Sep  1982 

M  -  03  Jan  1994  to  Scott  Bowman 
M  -  21  Jun  1996  to  Amy  Arnoldsen 
M  -  15  Nov  1997  to  Kalob  J.  Parsons 
M  -  22  Aug  1998  to  Joshua  David  Packer 


Back  (L  to  R):  Scott,  Donna  (Murdoch)  Packer,  John  Brady,  Amy  (Murdoch)  Parsons,  and  Julie 
Front  (L  to  R):  John  Brigham,  Marie  (Brady),  and  Laura  (Murdoch)  Bowman 
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1  -   Laura  Murdoch  Bowman.    I  was  born  April  19,  1973,  in  Rexburg,  Madison  County,  Idaho    I 
lived  in  mam  differed  places  growing  up:  Shelley,  Firth,  Archer  and  Aberdeen.   I  attended  three 
different  elementary  schools,  two  different  middle  schools  and,  luckily,  only  one  high  school.  I  found 
nn  niche  in  high  school  participating  in  track  and  field.    I  won  many  medals  during  my  four  years 
My  most  prized  medals  are  the  three  gold  state  champion  medals  in  the  A-3  300  meter  hurdles  and  a 
bronze  in  the  100  meter  open  at  State. 

After  high  school.  I  moved  to  Rexburg  to  attend  Ricks  College.   I  worked  at  Gringos  Mexican 
Restaurant,  waiting  tables  to  put  my  self  through  college.    I  spent  three  years  deciding  what  to 
become.   I  finally  earned  an  Associates  Degree  in  General  Education  in  December  of  1993. 

I  met  Scott  N.  Bowman  my  second  year  in  college.   We  were  sealed  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on 
January  '     1 995.    We  were  blessed  with  two  little  angels,  Inday  Joy  Bowman,  born  on  June  1 ,  1994 
and  Cole  Ray  Bowman,  born  on  March  1 ,  1996.   I'm  working  at  Melina's  Mexican  Restaurant  to  help 
put  Scott  through  college.   He  is  going  through  the  education  program  at  Idaho  State  University. 
Some  day  I  will  go  on  and  finish  college  to  receive  my  teaching  degree,  also. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Inday  Joy 

B-01  Jun  1994 

(2)  Cole  Ray 

B-01  Mar  1996 

Scott  and  Laura  (Murdoch)  Bowman 
with  children  Cole  and  Inday 
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2  -  John  Brady  Murdoch.  I  was  born  May  31,  1974,  in  Rexburg  to  John  and  Marie  Murdoch.  I 
was  named  after  my  father,  my  grandfather,  John  Lee,  and  also  my  mother's  family,  the  Brady's.  We 
moved  around  a  bit.  We  lived  in  Shelley  in  my  grandfather's  apartments.  We  then  moved  a  few  miles 
south  to  Goshen.  After  that,  we  moved  to  Ammon  where  I  started  school.   After  the  first  grade,  we 
moved  to  Rexburg  where  I  completed  elementary  school  and  started  playing  basketball.   We  then 
moved  to  a  small  town  in  S.  E.  Idaho  called  Aberdeen  where  I  continued  playing  ball  and  went 
through  junior  high  and  finished  my  junior  year  in  high  school.   My  senior  year,  we  moved  back  to 
Idaho  Falls  where  I  graduated.   After  graduation,  I  joined  the  National  Guard  and  left  for  basic 
training  for  four  months.   Later  I  got  back  and  went  to  Ricks  for  a  year.   In  June  of  1993,  I  left  on  a 
mission  to  the  Bogota,  Colombia  South  Mission.   Here  I  became  fluent  in  Spanish.   After  I  returned  in 
June  of  1995,  I  continued  to  attend  Ricks  College  and  in  January  of  1996,  I  got  engaged  to  Amy  Lynne 
Arnoldsen.   She  was  attending  Creighton  University  in  Omaha,  Nebraska.   I  had  met  her  my  senior 
year  in  high  school  but  we  didn't  date  until  the  summer  after  my  mission.   We  were  married  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  June  21 ,  1996.   Now  a  year  later,  our  first  child,  a  girl,  was  born.  We  bought 
Grandpa  Murdoch's  apartments  in  Shelley  and  I  am  going  to  I.S.U.,   studying  accounting  and  driving 
a  taxi  in  Idaho  Falls. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Jorilee 


B  -  21  July  1997 


John  and  Amy  (Arnoldsen)  Murdoch 


Jorilee  Murdoch 


3  -  Amy  Murdoch  Parsons.   I  was  born  on  Sunday,  August  3,  1975,  to  John  and  Marie  Murdoch  in 
the  old  Madison  Memorial  Hospital  in  Rexburg.  Idaho.   My  early  years  were  filled  with  fond 
memories  of  brothers  and  sisters  and  loving  parents.   I  had  the  opportunity  to  attend  Ricks  College 
after  high  school.   From  Ricks,  I  earned  my  Associate  Degree  in  Nursing.   After  passing  the  state 
boards,  I  attended  BYU.   Here  I  learned  many  things,  including  how  great  my  love  is  for  the  Church 
of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints,  my  family,  and  Idaho.   I  am  now  working  as  an  RN  in  Pocatello, 
Idaho.  My  greatest  passions  in  life  are  smiling,  serving,  and  sleeping,  and  I  like  to  participate  in  all  of 
these  as  often  as  occasion  permits.  On  November  15,  1997  I  was  married  to  Kalob  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple.  He  is  a  pre-physical  student  at  Idaho  State  in  Pocatello,  Idaho.   He  is  from  Arco,  Idaho,  and 
served  a  mission  for  the  Church. 

Pictured  Above  with  John  Murdoch  Family 
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4-  Donna  Lee  Murdoch  Packer.   My  name  is  Donna  Lee  Murdoch.   I  was  born  on  Wednesday, 
December  14.  1977,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   I  graduated  from  Idaho  Falls  High  School  where  I 
participated  in  various  athletic  programs  and  headed  the  Spud  Annual  as  editor.   After  graduating,  I 
worked  in  West  Yellowstone  during  the  summer,  then  headed  back  to  Rexburg  to  attend  Ricks 
College. 

Pictured  Above  with  John  Murdoch  Family 


5  -  Julie  Murdoch.   I  was  born  on  Oct.  5,  1979,  in  the  Rexburg  Memorial  Hospital.   My  parents  are 
John  and  Marie  Murdoch.   I  am  their  fifth  child.   Growing  up  in  the  shadow  of  my  older  brother  and 
sisters,  I  tried  hard  to  aspire  to  their  accomplishments.   As  a  junior  in  the  Idaho  Falls  High  School,  I 
have  placed  in  two  state  cross  country  meets  and  ran  three  different  years  at  state  track  meets,  placing 
high  up  in  many  events.   I  also  played  varsity  basketball. 

My  childhood  dream  was  to  become  a  nurse.   I  am  now  taking  steps  to  be  accepted  into  a  nursing 
school  after  high  school  graduation.   I  am  very  social  and  enjoy  being  with  my  friends  and  church 
group. 

Pictured  Above  with  John  Murdoch  Family 


6  -  Scott  Brigham  Murdoch.  I  was  born  at  Rexburg,  Idaho  at  11:35  a.m.  on  September  16,  1982.  I 
almost  died  three  times.   I  collect  coins  and  sportscards.   I  am  in  the  eighth  grade  and  a  Life  Scout.  I 
climbed  Mount  Borah  when  I  was  9,  where  I  almost  cut  off  my  second  to  the  smallest  toe  on  the  right 
foot.  I've  gone  to  school  in  Aberdeen  and  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho. 

Pictured  Above  with  John  Murdoch  Family 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  BRIGHAM  DALLAS  MURDOCH 

and  AGNES  SIMONSEN 

1  -  MARY  LOU  MURDOCH.  Mary  Lou  Murdoch  was  born  Nov.  15,  1956,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.   She 
attended  elementary  schools  in  Sugar  City,  Rigby.  Annis  and  Shelley,  Idaho.   Her  family  settled  in  Shelley 
when  she  was  eleven  and  she  graduated  from  Shelley  High  School  in  May  of  1975.   She  attended  Ricks 
College  in  the  fall  of  1975,  majoring  in  Home  Economics  Education.   She  graduated  with  an  Associate 
Degree  in  April  of  1977.   During  the  summer  of  1977,  she  met  a  young  man  on  a  motorcycle  at  a  Young 
Adult  activity.   He  name  was  Wayne  Versey  and  they  began  dating. 

In  the  fall  of  1977,  she  enrolled  at  BYU.  She  completed  her  studies  and  graduated  with  a  Bachelor  of 
Science  Degree  in  Home  Economics  Education  in  the  spring  of  1979.  During  this  time,  Wayne  left  to 
serve  a  mission  in  San  Diego,  California.   They  wrote  often  and  she  "waited"  for  him. 

With  a  degree  in  hand,  she  went  job  hunting  and  landed  a  job  teaching  in  Ashton,  Idaho.  Wayne 
returned  from  his  mission  and  they  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  Oct.  10,  1980.   They  lived 
in  Ashton  where  she  completed  her  second  year  of  teaching.  She  enjoyed  teaching  and  found  it  hard  to 
leave,  but  there  were  no  jobs  available  in  Ashton  for  Wayne. 

They  moved  to  Basalt,  Idaho,  where  their  first  three  children  were  born.  They  later  moved  to  a  larger 
home  in  Jameston,  Idaho  where  they  currently  live.   While  living  at  Jameston,  five  more  children  have 
come  into  their  family.   Their  Jameston  home  is  in  the  country  with  Sand  Creek  at  their  back  and  foot  hills 
to  the  front.   They  raise  cows,  goats  and  chickens.   They  enjoy  a  big  garden,  canning  and  milking  the  cow 
and  goats.   They  really  enjoy  their  home  and  surroundings. 

They  have  been  active  in  the  Church  all  their  lives.  Wayne  has  served  as  a  teacher,  a  den  leader, 
Elders  Quorum  Secretary,  Scoutmaster  and  has  served  as  District  Cub  Commissioner  for  many  years.   He 
is  very  active  in  scouting.   He  has  worked  for  Hearth  Side  Fireplace  Manufacturing.    Mary  Lou  has 
served  in  Primary  and  Relief  Society  presidencies,  as  secretary  to  the  Young  Women,  as  a  Den  Leader  in 
Cub  Scouting  and  as  a  Primary  teacher. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sara  Lou  B 

(2)  Joshua  Robert  B 

(3)  Caleb  Peter  B 

(4)  Nathan  Lee  B 

(5)  Melissa  Ann  B 

(6)  Naomi  Lynn  B 

(7)  Jacob  Dallas  B 

(8)  Rachael  Marie  B 


28  Oct  1981 
11  Oct  1982 
16  Jan  1984 
20  May  1985 
15  Sep  1987 
11  Jun  1988 

29  May  1990 
18  Apr  1992 


Back  (L  to  R):  Caleb,  Sara,  Joshua,  and  Nathan 

Middle  (L  to  R):  Melissa,  Wayne,  Mary  Lou  (Murdoch),  Naomi 

Front  (L  to  R):  Jacob,  Rachel 
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2  -  LUANN  AGNES  MURDOCH  DODDS.  I  was  born  on  May  14,  1959  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.    I  am 
the  ninth  child  of  my  father,  Brigham  Dallas  Murdoch,  and  the  second  child  of  my  mother,  Agnes 
Simonsen.   I  am  one  of  the  youngest  grandchildren  of  Brigham  and  Luann  Murdoch  and  the  sixth  and 
youngest  grandchild  of  my  grandparents,  Simon  Neilson  Simonsen  and  Agnes  Valbor  Neilson  Bjorstrup. 

When  I  was  born,  my  family  lived  in  Roberts,  Idaho.   That  was  to  be  the  first  of  many  homes  I  lived 
in  while  growing  up.   In  fact,  the  way  I  recall  the  events  of  my  life  is  based  on  which  home  we  lived  in  at 
the  time.   As  I  think  back  on  my  very  young  years,  I  had  a  great  life.   I  enjoyed  life  on  the  farm.   My 
father  raised  sheep,  pigs  and  other  animals  and  he  also  planted  crops.   I  enjoyed  being  with  the  animals 
and  playing  on  the  haystacks,  fences,  big  trees  and  being  with  my  best  pal  and  sister,  Mary  Lou.   My 
brother,  John  ,was  also  my  pal.   He  taught  me  many  things  about  life  in  a  way  that  only  an  older  brother 
can  do.   All  of  my  brothers  and  sisters  have  had  an  influence  in  my  life.   Even  to  this  day,  I  am  learning 
from  them. 

When  I  was  four,  I  burned  my  parents  bed  and  almost  the  entire  house  down  when  I  discovered  a  book 
of  matches  in  my  mother's  dresser  drawer.   I  learned  two  lessons:  don't  snoop  in  my  mother's  drawers 
and  don't  play  with  matches.   Unfortunately,  I  did  not  heed  the  lessons  of  this  experience  and  burned  down 
two  vacant  lots  and  was  constantly  snooping  in  my  mothers  drawers. 

When  I  was  young,  I  would  watch  my  father  do  chores  early  in  the  morning.   I  remember  getting  so 
cold  in  the  winter  while  watching  him,  that  my  hand  would  be  red  and  frozen.   Then  we  would  come  in 
and  I  would  watch  him  shave  and  warm  my  hands  up  in  his  shaving  water.   I  really  love  my  dad. 

About  this  time  we  had  sold  off  all  the  farm  animals.  I  started  first  grade  in  a  little  school  that  had 
three  class  rooms,  two  grades  with  each  teacher.   I  guess  after  I  started  school,  life  wasn't  as  fun  as  it  used 
to  be.  We  moved  to  Rigby.   I  went  to  second  and  third  grade.   I  was  baptized  on  July  1 ,  1968,  by  my 
father.   My  brother,  John,  was  a  big  basketball  and  football  star.  We  went  to  most  of  his  games.   He  was 
my  hero.   He  was  the  best  player  on  the  team. 

We  then  moved  to  Shelley,  the  last  move.  Mary  Lou  and  I  spent  our  summer  vacations  with  my 
sister,  Ann,  and  her  family.   These  vacations  were  a  high  light  in  my  young  life.   I  also  discovered  the 
Snake  River.   It  was  within  a  mile  of  our  house  and  I  spent  many  enjoyable  hours  on  the  river  banks  with 
my  friends  and  by  myself.  We  also  spent  a  lot  of  time  riding  our  bikes  and  enjoying  the  small  town  life. 
My  remaining  school  years  were  spent  in  Shelley.   I  learn  most  of  my  lessons  in  life  there.  I  was  active  in 
school  and  participated  in  many  school  activities.   I  was  one  of  the  original  Bellow  Makers  and  spent  my 
summers  and  some  after  school  hours  assembling  what  seemed  like  endless  bellows.  Mary  Lou  was  my 
constant  solid  rock  during  my  growing  up  years.  She  was  there  with  me  and  we  survived  together. 

I  went  on  to  college,  Ricks  and  BYU.   I  graduated  in  1981  from  BYU.   During  my  last  semester  at 
BYU,  I  was  planning  and  preparing  to  serve  a  mission.  That  same  semester,  I  also  met  my  future 
husband,  Ross  Dodds.  Somehow,  he  persuaded  me  to  marry  him,  instead  of  going  on  a  mission.  We 
were  married  August  7,  1981,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

My  husband,  Ross  William  Dodds,  was  born  on  Nov.  17,  1954,  in  Sacramento,  California.  He  is  the 
son  of  George  Thomas  Dodds  and  Aletta  Encora  Shakespeare.   He  served  a  mission  in  the  Harrisburg, 
Pennsylvania  Mission.   We  have  been  married  for  sixteen  years  and  I  can  still  say,  he  is  really  a  great  guy, 
a  good  husband  and  father. 

We  lived  in  Utah  County  for  several  years.   Ross  worked  construction  and  I  worked  until  our  first 
daughter  was  born,  the  first  of  five  daughters.  We  moved  to  Lancaster,  California,  and  lived  there  for 
four  years.  We  enjoyed  living  there.  We  moved  back  to  Salt  Lake,  where  we  have  lived  for  the  past  few 
years.   Ross  is  a  construction  superintendent  and  has  built  19  L.D.S.  churches  and  commercial  buildings. 
We  recently  built  a  new  home  in  Riverton,  Ut.  We  are  really  enjoying  it. 

As  I  mentioned,  we  have  five  daughters.   They  are  great  souls  and  we  feel  a  great  honor  to  have  them 
for  our  children.   Laurie  is  thirteen  years  old.   She  is  a  avid  reader  and  loves  school.   She  involves  herself 
in  many  activities.   She  plays  the  bass  and  the  piano.  She  is  a  great  help  to  us  and  a  terrific  babysitter. 
Gina  is  eleven.  She  is  very  kind  and  gentle.  One  of  her  great  goals  is  to  have  really  long  hair.  She  loves 
pretty  things  and  loves  being  a  girl.  She  loves  to  read,  plays  the  piano  and  likes  outdoor  activities. 
Cammie  is  ten.   She  was  just  recently  baptized  and  is  thrilled  about  it.   She  also  loves  school.   She  is  very 
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active  and  enjoys  playing  and  being  a  kid.   Shawna  is  eight.   She  is  a  very  exciting  person.   One  never 
knows  what  Shawna  will  do  next.   She  enjoys  playing  with  her  friends  and  sisters.  Katie  is  five. 
Everyone  loves  Katie,  she  is  a  sweet  little  girl.   She  loves  to  play  with  her  sisters  and  shares  her  smiles 
and  hugs  with  everyone. 

I  have  been  richly  blessed  for  being  the  granddaughter  of  Brigham  and  Luann  Murdoch.   Although  I 
didn't  have  the  opportunity  of  knowing  them  in  this  life,  I  have  received  many  rewards  for  being  a  part  of 
their  family.   I  feel  very  blessed  also,  for  having  my  parents.  They  have  taught  me  many  great  truths  and 
are  still  teaching  me.   They  have  always  loved  and  supported  me.   I  say  to  my  parents,  grandparents  and 
my  family,  thank  you  and  I  love  you. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Laurie  Ann 

(2)  Gina  Aletta 

(3)  Cammie  Rea 

(4)  Shawna  Marie 

(5)  Katie  Agnes 


B-21  Dec  1983 
B-  10  Nov  1985 
B- 03  Jul  1987 
B-  17Jun  1989 
B-  17  Jan  1992 


Ross  and  Luann  (Murdoch)  Dodds 


(L  to  R):   Gina,  Shawna,  Cammie,  Katie,  and  Laurie 
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CHAPTER  THREE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  REED  CHASE  MURDOCH 

and 
RUTH  GROVER 


Reed  Chase  Murdoch  was  born  November 
17,  1909,  at  Farnum,  Idaho,  to  Brigham  and 
Luann  Hammon  Murdoch,  the  third  of  ten 
children.  The  homestead  was  a  wonderful  place 
to  raise  a  large  family.  It  was  beautiful  with  lots 
of  places  for  a  young  boy  to  investigate.  Dad's 
childhood  was  like  any  other  farm  boy's.  There 
were  always  chores  and  farming.   But  there  were 
also  the  fun  times  of  fishing,  swimming  and 
hunting.  His  best  friends  were  his  brother,  Tom, 
and  Chuck  Merrick. 

Dad  was  good  with  the  younger  children. 
His  sister,  Tressa,  remembers  piggy  back  rides. 
The  boys  would  get  the  children  on  their  backs 
and  have  races  up  and  down  the  roads.   He  had  a 
loving  personality  and  everyone  that  knew  him 
loved  him.  He  enjoyed  people  and  loved  his 
family.   One  Christmas  Eve,  he  and  his  brother, 
Tom,  just  couldn't  go  to  sleep.  They  decided  to 
sneak  downstairs  and  try  to  catch  Santa  Claus. 
Grandma  Louannie  heard  mem  coming  and 
waited  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs.  When  they 
furtively  opened  the  door,  she  scared  them. 
They  ran  up  the  stairs  as  fast  as  they  could. 
They  didn't  come  down  until  they  were  called 
the  next  morning.   That  was  the  Christmas  Dad 
got  the  wooden  flute  that  he  treasured  all  his  life. 

Dad's  elementary  education  began  at  Farnum 
when  he  was  seven  years  old.   He  enjoyed  his 
school  years  and  made  friends  easily.  When  he 
was  about  ten,  the  family  moved  to  Rupert, 
Idaho.   He  and  his  brother,  Tom,  had  another 
special  Christmas  experience  there.  They  had 
heard  the  Christmas  story  many  times  but,  this 
year,  they  had  the  idea  that  angels  would  come  to 
their  barn  on  Christmas  Eve  and  sing.   They 


spent  all  day  on  December  24,  cleaning  the  barn 
so  it  would  be  clean  and  acceptable  to  the  angels 
when  they  came. 

The  family  moved  back  to  Farnum  where 
Dad  finished  school.  He  graduated  from  the 
eighth  grade  and  then  from  high  school.  He  was 
smart  and  was  a  year  ahead  of  his  peers.  He 
loved  to  sing  and  act  in  the  school  plays.  His 
friends  nicknamed  him  "Pedro",  which  name  he 
carried  the  rest  of  his  life. 

Dad  wanted  to  go  to  the  University  of  Idaho 
at  Moscow,  so  he  grew  a  field  of  peas  to  pay  his 
tuition.  He  loved  it  there  and  enrolled  in  forestry 
classes.  He  joined  a  service  club  called  the 
Collegiate  Knights.  He  also  sang  in  the  Glee 
Club.  After  college  he  worked  around  the 
Ashton  area.  He  was  always  able  to  find  work 
and  was  a  good  worker.  He  and  Uncle  Dallas 
Murdoch  helped  build  a  bridge  across  Fall  River 
near  the  Hill  place. 

Dad  met  Ruth  Grover  at  a  dance  at  Warm 
River  and  was  smitten  with  her  beautiful  brown 
eyes  and  dark  hair.  They  were  married 
November  3,  1931.   Their  marriage  was  later 
solemnized  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  in  March 
1954.   One  of  his  treasured  memories  of  that  day 
was  of  all  their  friends  taking  time  off  from  work 
to  attend  the  temple  with  them.  To  his  dying  day 
he  would  get  tears  in  his  eyes  when  he  would  tell 
about  it. 

Mom  and  Dad  were  blessed  with  four 
children.   Reed  DeLynn,  Sharon  Jean,  Thomas 
Albert  and  Gerrianne.   Dad  loved  his  family 
more  than  anything.  He  would  take  the  babies  to 
bed  and  put  them  on  his  chest  to  sleep.  Mom 
says  that  he  would  look  at  their  babies  and  tell 
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them  that  he  would  be  the  best  father  ever  to 
them.  He  was. 

Dad  was  good  at  playing  tricks.   One  night 
he  disguised  himself  and  tried  to  force  his  way 
into  the  house.   Mom  did  not  recognize  him  and 
was  really  afraid.  She  wouldn't  let  him  in. 
DeLynn  recognized  his  father  and  laughed  and 
laughed  at  the  situation. 

Dad  loved  to  attend  his  children's  school 
activities.  He  acquired  a  serious  heart  condition 
an  was  warned  by  his  doctor  that  he  couldn't  go 
to  Tommy's  wrestling  matches  if  he  didn't  quit 
getting  so  excited. 

One  Christmas,  DeLynn  determined  to  sit  up 
and  outwait  Santa  Claus.   Dad  bet  him  he 
couldn't  sit  up  that  long.  They  sat  together  for 
hours  and  hours... Dad  won. 

The  family  loved  to  go  on  outings  to  Warm 
River  to  feed  the  fish,  to  Yellowstone  Park,  on 
picnics  at  Snow  Creek.   When  we  got  out  of  the 
car  Dad  would  ALWAYS  say,  "Just  smell  those 
pines.  I  love  to  smell  the  pines." 

Dad  was  a  good  horseman  and  hunter.   He 
had  nearly  perfect  direction  and  it  never  failed 
him.   On  one  of  his  hunting  expeditions  on  the 
Warm  River  Butte  he  found  rocks  covered  with 
Indian  paintings  and  writings. 

He  knew  where  every  huckleberry  patch  was 
and  people  always  asked  him  for  directions  to  the 
patches.  He  would  often  tell  us  children  that  he 
had  told  this  neighbor  or  that  one  about  some 
wonderful  patches,  but,  "I've  been  saving  a 
certain  patch  just  for  you  and  it  is  the  best. " 

When  DeLynn  and  Sharon  were  small,  Dad 
worked  for  the  Forest  Service.   They  lived  near 
Big  Springs  in  a  wonderful  cabin.   Mom  loved  it. 
He  fought  a  fire  on  Mt.  Sawtell  once  and  tells  of 
trudging  up  the  mountain  with  forty  pounds  of 
water  on  his  back,  a  hatchet,  a  pick  and  shovel. 
These  were  his  tools  to  fight  the  fire.   They 
didn't  have  helicopters,  planes  and  fire  retardant 
in  those  days.  That  summer,  an  FBI  agent  asked 
Dad's  help  in  convicting  a  known  rum  runner. 
For  two  days,  Dad  and  the  agent  watched  the 
runner's  cabin.  The  rum  runner  had  a  vicious 
dog  and  sicked  him  on  the  Forest  Service  men 
whenever  they  came  around.  They  were  all 
afraid  of  the  dog.  The  agent  told  Dad  that  night 
they  would  go  upstairs  and  get  the  evidence  to 
convict  the  man.  Dad  remarked  they  would 
never  get  past  the  dog,  let  alone  make  it  upstairs 
without  being  heard  and  shot.  The  agent  told 
Dad  to  walk  exactly  like  he  did  and  do  exactly  as 


he  did. 

They  had  a  ladder  and  a  flashlight  and  a 
small  piece  of  meat.  At  midnight,  they  headed 
for  the  house.   Dad's  heart  was  in  his  throat  and 
pounding  so  hard  he  could  hardly  breathe  or 
hear.   The  dog  came  toward  them  and  the  agent 
softly  talked  to  him.  The  dog  was  quiet.  After  a 
few  minutes  of  talking  to  the  dog,  the  agent  gave 
him  the  meat.   Stealthily,  the  ladder  was  placed 
against  the  outside  of  the  house  and  the  two  men 
entered  through  a  window.  Dad  followed  exactly 
in  the  agent's  footsteps.    Not  a  board  creaked, 
not  a  sound  was  made.   The  evidence  was 
gathered,  the  men  escaped  and  the  rum  runner 
was  convicted  the  next  day. 

Dad  was  a  school  bus  driver.   He  drove 
children  to  and  from  school  for  years,  as  well  as 
on  field  trips  and  sports  trips.   On  one  such 
occasion,  his  daughter.  Sharon  Berger,  had  just 
given  birth  to  Sandra  Lynne  in  Rexburg.  Dad 
had  a  bus  load  oi'  children  going  somewhere,  but 
he  stopped  in  Rexburg  at  the  hospital  to  see 
Sharon  and  his  new  little  granddaughter. 

He  and  Mom  played  with,  taught,  took  on 
trips  and  loved  their  grandchildren.   They  were 
lucky  enough  to  have  their  grandchildren  come 
in  three  different  groups.   DeLynn  and  Joyce's 
children  came  first.   When  their  last  child  was 
born.  Sharon  and  Gene  Berger's  children  began 
to  arrive  along  with  Tommy's  son,  Chase.  Two 
years  after  Sharon's  last  child  was  born, 
Gerrianne  and  Kaylen  Miskin's  children  came 
along.   Each  group  was  able  to  have  special 
attention  for  years  mat  way. 

Tommy's  death  was  a  terrible  tragedy  for 
Mom  and  Dad.   They  suffered  from  it  for  a  long 
time.   One  day.  Dad  was  sitting  on  a  log  behind 
the  house  feeling  so  bad.   Tommy  appeared  to 
him  and  said,  "Don't  feel  bad,  Dad,  everything's 
all  right.   I'm  all  right.   Don't  worry  about 
Chase,  he'll  be  all  right."   That  incident  was  a 
great  comfort  to  Dad  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 

In  the  early  '80's  Dad's  health  deteriorated 
and  he  spent  a  lot  of  time  in  the  hospital.  When 
he  was  in  the  Sacred  Heart  hospital  in  Idaho 
Falls  (which  no  longer  exists)  for  his  first 
surgery,  Uncle  Dallas  was  also  in  that  same 
hospital  with  a  heart  attack.  Another  time,  he 
shared  a  hospital  room  with  a  big  guy  who  wore 
a  leather  jacket  and  had  been  in  a  knife  fight. 

The  following  is  a  special  tribute  given  to 
Dad  by  his  son-in-law,  Kaylen  Misken,  at  his 
funeral,  with  sentiments  of  him  shared  by  all  of 
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»:  "Everyone  here  remembers  Dad  bouncing 
ft)  a  room  with  a  big  smile  on  his  face  and  a 
ieer\  greeting  for  all.    I  especially  remember 
le  particular  \  isit  in  the  mid  '70's  when  Dad 
teted  us  with  an  extra  big  smile  and  a  tug  on 
it  arms  as  he  said,    tome  on,  1  have  something 
lecial  to  show  you.'    He  had  received  a  special 
roll  from  the  Governor  of  Idaho  commending 
m  tor  being  the  top  custodian  of  the  year  and 
'ting  his  excellency  of  work,  cleanliness,  in 
lilding  and  ground  appearances  and  near 
rfect  on-the-job  record.    Dad  and  Mom  also 
ceived  congratulations  from  President  Ronald 
.\tgaii  on  the  event  of  their  50th  wedding 
Jiiversar\ 

Dad  attended  the  University  of  Idaho  for  one 
ar  and,  while  there,  sang  in  the  Glee  Club.   He 
IS  also  synonymous  with  the  lights  and  sound  at 
:  North  Fremont  High  School  Auditorium. 
lis  spring,  the  University  of  Idaho  Glee  Club 
ng  in  the  auditorium,  they  asked  Dad  to  come 
and  sing  the  last  song  with  them,  which  was, 
,nd  Here  We  Have  Idaho. "   This  was  another 
idi  honor  for  him.   Perhaps  the  greatest  tribute 


to  him,  however,  was  the  ongoing  love  and 
admiration  of  the  many  children  at  the  school. 
He  noted  in  the  Ashton  Herald  that  he  enjoyed 
working  with  the  children  and  often  some  of  the 
students  would  help  him  with  the  sweeping  or 
vacuuming.   His  sweeties  included  every  girl  in 
the  school.   He  couldn't  walk  down  the  hall 
without  getting  hugs  from  his  nieces  and  others 
who  "just  pretended  "  he  was  their  uncle.   He 
said,  The  kids  never  cease  to  amaze  me  with 
their  ability  to  come  out  of  the  doldrums  and  do 
something  right. '  He  also  wondered  at  the  kids 
and  their  clothes,  saying,  'Sometimes  I'll  find  a 
pair  of  nylons  on  stage  or  a  blouse  or  a  shoe. 
The  kids  have  to  wear  them  up  there,  what  do 
they  wear  when  they  leave?' 

He  loved  the  kids,  the  atmosphere,  the 
teachers.   He  loved  people.   The  Savior  said,  "If 
ye  love  me,  love  one  another."   And  Dad  knew 
no  strangers." 

As  told  by  his  daughter,  Gerrianne  Murdoch 
Miskin 


1ILDREN: 

i  Reed  DeLynn 
Sharon  Jean 
Thomas  Albert 

Gerrianne 


B  -  31  May  1933 
B- 07  Apr  1936 
B-  28  Sep  1942 
D- 20  Jul  1967 
B- 23  Feb  1953 


M  -  25  June  1 952  to  Joyce  Marie  Housley 

M  -  13  Feb  1959  to  Gene  Raymond  Berger 

M  -  1 5  Oct  1 964  to  Sandra  Lee  Christiansen  (Div) 

M  -  05  May  1972  to  Kaylen  Misken 


eed  Chase  Murdoch  as  a  Senior  in  High  School 


Reed  Chase  and  Ruth  (Grover)  Murdoch 
Wedding  Picture  -  November  3,  1931. 


309 


THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  REED  CHASE 
and  RUTH  GROVER  MURDOCH 

1  -  REED  DELYNN  MURDOCH.   DeLynn  was  born  31  May,  1933, in  Ashton,  Idaho.   He  attended 
both  grade  school  and  high  school  in  Ashton  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School.  DeLynn' s 
growing  up  years  were  spent  in  learning  how  to  hunt  and  fish  and  work  with  horses.   He  also  excelled  in 
boxing  and  football.   He  boxed  while  attending  Ricks  College. 

DeLynn  married  Joyce  Marie  Housley  from  St.  Anthony,  Idaho, in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  25  June 
1952.  Right  after  they  were  married,  DeLynn  served  for  a  time  in  the  Korean  War.   Steven  DeLynn  was 
born  while  he  was  gone.   After  DeLynn  returned  from  the  Korean  War,  they  lived  in  St.  Anthony, 
Wilford  and  Ashton.   DeLynn  worked  for  many  years  as  a  plumber  for  Joyce's  father,  Louis  Housley.  He 
also  worked  for  the  Forest  Service.   During  these  years  the  other  four  children  were  born:   Michael 
Dwaine,  Kenneth  D.,  James  and  Jolyn. 

In  1969,  DeLynn  moved  his  family  to  Gardiner,  Montana  where  he  was  a  Master  Plumber  for  the 
Park  Service.  When  asked  about  his  job,  he  would  often  joke  that  he  turned  the  geysers  off  and  on.  He 
worked  a  total  often  years  for  the  Yellowstone  Park  Company. 

DeLynn  has  served  in  many  church  positions  including  Branch  President  of  the  Gardiner  Branch. 
Joyce  has  also  served  in  many  presidency  positions  in  the  Relief  Society,  Primary  and  Young  Women 
programs.  For  a  time,  DeLynn  and  Joyce  lived  on  the  North  Rim  of  the  Grand  Canyon  where  DeLynn 
worked  until  his  retirement  was  finalized.   He  is  now  retired  and  they  have  returned  to  Ashton  where  they 
have  a  home  on  the  Ashton  Hill  in  a  grove  of  maple  trees. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Steven  DeLynn 

(2)  Michael  Dwaine 

(3)  Kenneth  D. 

(4)  James 

(5)  Jolynn 


B-  1  Jan   1954 
B-  1  Jan   1956 
B- 20  Dec  1956 
B- 30  Apr  1958 
B-  13  May  1960 


M  -  04  Sep  1975  to  Latona  Dale  Hudson 
M  -  09  Apr  1976  to  Denise  Dahn 
M  -  05  Jul  1985  to  Teresa  Zabrowski 
M  -  19  Aug  1980  to  Tamera  Stolp 
M  -  1 9  Aug  1 978  to  Gary  Gene  Kawano 
Sealed  Oct.  20,  1979 


Reed  DeLynn  and  Joyce  Murdoch 


Back  (L  to  R)  Steven,  Michael 
Front  (L  to  R)  Kenneth,  DeLynn,  Joyce, 
James,  and  Jolynn  Murdoch 
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I  -  Steven  DeLynn  Murdoch.  He  was  born  January  l,  1954,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.  He  attended  school 
U  St.  Ambon)  and  Gardiner,  Montana,  graduating  from  there  in  1972.  While  in  high  school,  Steve 
played  football,  along  with  his  brothers,  Mike  and  Ken.    Upon  graduation,  he  entered  the  U.S.  Navy, 
serving  tor  a  total  of  ten  years.    During  a  two  year  break  in  his  navy  service,  he  graduated  from  Ricks 
College  with  an   A. A.  in  English. 

Steve  married  Latona  I).  Hudson  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  September  4,  1976.   They  have 
fnc  children     They  curreniK  reside  in  Bozeman,  Montana.   Steve  works  for  Residence  Life  at 
Montana  Stale  University  while  Latona  (Tom)  is  completing  her  M.S.  in  Applied  Psychology.   Steve 
has  served  as  a  Stake  Missionary,  Elders  Quorum  President,  Boy  Scout  Leader  and  on  the  Activities 
Committee  of  several  stakes.    He  coaches  junior  high  school  football.   Toni  has  served  as  a  Relief 
Society  teacher  and  president,  worked  in  Cub  Scouts,  Activities  Committees  and  taught  Seminary. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Steven  DeLynn  Jr. 

(2)  Andrea  Dawn 

(3)  Jennifer  Danielle 

(4)  Christopher  Da\  id 

(5)  Reed  Douglas 


B-  19  Jan  1977 
B-  19  Apr  1978 
B- 06  Jan  1980 
B-  10  Sep  1993 
B  -  21  Nov  1995 


M  -  09  Dec  1994  to  Terry  Bishop 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Terry  Bishop,  Steven  DeLynn  Sr.,  Christopher,  Steven  DeLynn  Jr. 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Andrea  (Murdoch)  Bishop,  Tavia,  Toni  (Hudson),  Reed,  and  Jennifer  Murdoch 


1  -  Steven  DeLynn  Murdoch,  Jr.  Steven  was  born  January  19,  1977,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   He 
grew  up  in  Logan,  Utah,  and  in  Gardiner  and  Bozeman,  Montana.  He  enjoys  hunting  and  fishing 
and  draws  in  pen  and  ink.   Steven  is  an  avid  snowboarder  and  works  in  Bozeman,  Montana. 

Picture:  See  above 
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2  -  Andrea  Dawn  Murdoch  Bishop.  She  was  born  April  19,  1978,  in  Downey,  Idaho.   Andrea 
grew  up  in  Logan,  Utah,  and  in  Gardiner  and  Bozeman,  Montana.   She  excelled  in  sports, 
especially  softball.  She  met  Terry  Bishop  in  1994  and  they  were  married  on  December  9,  1994, 
in  Dothan,  Alabama.   Andrea  and  Terry  live  in  Dothan.   She  enjoys  reading  fantasy  novels,  doing 
jigsaw  puzzles  and  being  a  mother. 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Tavia  Joyce  B  -  02  Aug  1 995 

(2)  Rachel  Elizabeth  B  -  23  Nov  1996 


Picture:  See  above 


3  -  Jennifer  Danielle  Murdoch.  She  was  born  January  6,  1980,  in  San  Diego,  California  and 
grew  up  in  Logan,  Utah,  and  in  Gardiner  and  Bozeman,  Montana.   She  completed  her  GED  in 

January  of  1997.   She  is  fascinated  by  sharks  and  enjoys  making  jewelry  for  herself  and  friends. 


Picture:  See  above 


2  -  Michael  Dwaine  Murdoch.    Mike  was  the  second  child  born  to  Joyce  and  DeLynn  Murdoch  on 
New  Year's  day.   His  older  brother,  Steve,  was  also  born  on  New  Years  two  years  before,  and 
younger  brother  Ken  was  scheduled  to  arrive  on  New  Year's,  but  came  1 1  days  early.   The  same 
physician  delivered  all  five  children,  the  fourth,  a  boy  named  Jim,  and  the  last,  a  girl,  Jolyn.   The 
doctor  hurried  her  out  to  show  DeLynn  that  he  finally  had  a  little  girl. 

When  Mike  was  just  three  years  old,  he  wandered  o\'\'  into  a  junk  yard.    He  was  with  his  dog  and 
fell  into  a  pit.   The  family  was  frantic  to  find  him.   They  heard  the  dog  barking  next  to  the  pit.   He 
was  always  wandering  off  and  getting  into  trouble.   He  was  found  once  on  the  train  tracks,  and  once 
hanging  from  the  rafters  in  die  barn.   In  school,  Mike  enjoyed  sports.   He  played  baseball  when  he 
was  young  and  in  high  school  played  football  and  basketball,  and  ran  track  and  cross  country.   In  his 
sophomore  year,  he  was  injured  in  a  football  game  and  had  to  have  surgery  on  his  knee.   That  knee 
has  plagued  him  all  his  life,  but  he  keeps  going. 

In  Idaho,  the  family  lived  on  an  acreage,  keeping  cows  and  horses,  dogs,  cats,  rabbits  and 
chickens.  He  started  milking  cows  at  eight.   The  boys  would  sometimes  have  milking  fights.  Mike 
remembers  Steve  telling  him  that  Frankenstein  lived  in  one  shed,  the  wolfman  in  another  and  Dracula 
in  another.  That  created  a  scary  path  from  the  milking  shed  at  night. 

Mike  was  13  when  the  family  moved  to  Gardiner,  Montana,  where  his  dad  worked  in  Yellowstone 
Park.   The  years  were  filled  with  hunting,  camping,  hiking,  and  wildlife.   He  still  loves  adventure  and 
the  outdoors,  walks  or  runs  for  miles  and  hopes  to  climb  Mt.  Rainier.   (That  stupid  knee  is  a  bit  of  a 
problem  though.) 

Mike  joined  the  Navy  for  aviation-electronics  schooling,  and  of  course,  to  see  the  world.  He  only 
saw  Tennessee,  Florida  and  San  Diego,  California  where  he  met  his  wife,  Denise.   She  was  born  on 
July  9,  1951,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   Her  father  is  Richard  Winn  Dahn  and  her  mother  is  Joanne 
Madeline  Winslow.   They  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  on  April  9,  1976,  the  bicentennial 
year,  and  moved  to  Florida  for  a  short  while.   Mike  wanted  to  try  SEAL  training  and  was  accepted, 
so  he  and  Denise  were  transferred  back  to  San  Diego.   He  found  it  wasn't  all  it  was  cracked  up  to  be, 
though,  and  got  out  of  it.  Their  first  two  children  were  born  there  in  the  Navy  Hospital  at  Balboa. 
Mike  received  an  honorable  discharge  from  the  Navy  in  1979. 

They  moved  to  Granger,  Utah,  for  a  couple  years  and  then  to  Las  Vegas,  Nevada,  where  two 
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more  daughters  were  bom,  before  deckling  to  seek  a  better  place  to  raise  a  family.   Everything  tell 
easib  into  [Mace,  a  job  and  a  home  in  the  hills  of  eastern  Washington  where  they  have  lived  in 
Kenneu  ick  tor  thirteen  years.    Two  more  children  were  born  there,  to  complete  the  Mike  Murdoch 
family  and  Mike  found  a  better  job  at  Lamb  Weston.   They  have  lived  in  the  same  house  for  twelve 
years,  at  3304  S.  Bermuda  Rd.,  Kennewick,  Washington.   They  enjoy  riding  horses,  walking  and 
watching  the  children  perform  in  dances,  plays  and  horseshows.   Mike  has  served  in  a  bishopric  and  as 
Elder's  Quorum  president.  Denise  has  served  in  Primary  and  Young  Women  presidencies.  They  enjoy 
their  church  work  and  know  the  Lord  has  touched  and  blessed  their  lives. 


CHILDREN: 
(1)  Bonnie  Leigh 
Michael  Sean 
Sarah  Anne 

(4)  Holly 

(5)  Diedre  Marie 

(6)  Andrew  Kirk 


B- 06  Sep  1977 
B-22  Feb  1979 
B-  16  Jan  1982 
B  -  22  Dec  1 983 
B-24  Nov  1986 
B-22  Aug  1990 


Mike  and  Denise 
Murdoch 


Bonnie, 
Sarah,  Diedre, 
and  Holly  Murdoch 


Sean  Murdoch 


Andrew  Murdoch 


3  -  Kenneth  D.  Murdoch.  Ken  was  born  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  on  Dec.  20,  1956.    He  attended  school 
in  Teton,  until  the  family  moved  to  Gardiner,  Montana,  where  he  attended  school  from  the  6th  through 
the  12th  grade.   He  enjoyed  playing  a  variety  of  sports,  especially  basketball  and  football.   After 
graduation,  he  went  into  the  Army.   Afterwards,  he  worked  as  a  wrangler  in  Yellowstone  National 
Park  for  ten  years.   He  has  made  his  living  working  in  the  outfitting  and/or  livestock  business.  Ken  is 
well-known  for  his  horseshoeing  ability. 

Ken  met  Teresa  Zabrowski  in  1981.   They  were  married  on  July  6,  1985,  in  Yellowstone  Park. 
In  1988,  they  moved  to  Jackson,  Montana,  where  Teresa  teaches  school  and  Ken  works  with  the  youth 
in  extra-curricular  activities.  Ken  is  managing  a  ranch  and  also  running  an  outfitting  and  shoeing 
business  at  this  time. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Wyatt  Reed  Ludwig         B  -  26  Aug  1995 


Ken,  Teresa  (Zabrowski)  and  Wyatt  Murdoch 


4  -  James  Murdoch.  He  was  born  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  and  attended  school  in  Teton,  and  St.  Anthony 
and  graduated  from  Gardiner  High  School.   In  high  school  he  participated  in  all  the  sports  and  excelled 
in  track.  Jim  served  a  mission  to  LaPaz  Bolivia  and  really  loved  those  people.   He  met  Tamy  Stolp  in 
Salt  Lake  City  and  they  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.  Jim  teaches  school  in  Mattawa, 
Washington.   He  teaches  Spanish,  math  and  is  the  track  coach.   Tamy  is  a  wonderful  mother  to  their 
seven  children.   They  are  active  in  the  Church,  serving  in  various  callings. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Haunz  J. 

(2)  Chantel  Jeanine 

(3)  Liza  Janel 

(4)  Joseph  Phelan 

(5)  Jo  Elana 

(6)  June  Melia 

(7)  Keah  Jewel 


B-  15  Oct  1981 
B-  14  Feb  1983 
B- 27  Sep  1984 
B  -  12  Jun  1987 
B- 28  Nov  1988 
B-  18  Dec  1990 
B-  11  Jan  1994 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Liza,  Phelan,  Haunz,  and  Chantel 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Elana,  Tamy  (Stolp),  Jim,  Keah,  and  Melia  Murdoch 


5  -  Jolynn  Murdoch.   She  was  born  in  Ashton,  Idaho.   She  attended  school  in  Teton  and  Gardiner. 
She  was  a  cheerleader,  spent  5  years  in  the  drill  team,  was  in  band  and  track  and  won  the  prestigious 
National  Choral  Award.   After  graduating,  Jolynn  worked  in  the  park  and  married  her  sweetheart, 
Gary  Kawano.   They  lived  in  Gardiner  and  worked  at  Old  Faithful  for  the  winter  seasons.  The 
highlight  of  their  lives  was  their  sealing  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  October  20,  1979.   Gary  got  a 
job  with  Amoco  and  they  moved  to  Powell,  Wyoming  where  they  currently  reside. 

They  have  six  living  children.  They  are  good  with  horses  and  sheep.   They  also  have  cows,  pigs 
and  pygmy  goats  and  are  active  in  4-H.  Jolynn  is  the  Primary  president  and  has  served  in  teaching  and 
presidency  callings.   Gary  has  been  a  stake  missionary,  Elder's  Quorum  president,  Executive 
Secretary  and  is  currently  the  Ward  Membership  Clerk. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Weston 

(2)  Tina  Lee 

(3)  Evan  Franklyn 

(4)  Patrick  Gene 

(5)  Jalene  Marie 

(6)  Katie  Ann 

(7)  Aimee  Ruth 


B-  15  Jul  1980 
D-  15  July  1980 
B- 09  Oct  1981 
B-  17Jun  1983 
B  -  17  Mar  1985 
B- 08  May  1987 
B-  14  Apr  1991 
B- 03  Jul  1997 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Jolynn  (Murdoch)  Kawano  and  Gary  Kawano 

Middle:  (L  to  R)  Tina,  Evan 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Jaylene,  Katie,  Patrick 


2  -  SHARON  JEAN  MURDOCH  BERGER.   Sharon  Jean  Murdoch  was  horn  on  April  7,  1936,  in 
Ashton,  Idaho.   She  attended  both  grade  school  and  high  school  in  Ashton.   She  graduated  from  North 
Fremont  High  School  in  1954.   All  of  her  growing  up  years  she  spent  in  the  pursuit  of  piano  and  organ 
studies.   She  attended  Ricks  College  from  the  fall  of  1954  to  the  spring  of  1956  where  she  was  a  piano  and 
organ  major.   During  the  summer  she  decided  to  take  a  break,  so  she  went  to  work  for  some  friends  who 
owned  a  dude  ranch  at  Victor,  Idaho.   It  was  there  that  she  met  Gene  Berger. 

When  she  came  home,  she  went  to  work  for  the  Forest  Service  in  Ashton.   She  was  later  transferred  to 
the  supervisor's  office  in  St.  Anthony,  where  she  worked  until  early  1959.   On  Feb.  13,  1959,  she  and 
Gene  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   They  spent  their  first  year  in  Rexburg,  where  Gene  was 
employed  in  a  local  barber  shop.   Their  first  daughter,  Sandra  Lynne,  was  born  there  on  January  8,  1960. 
Shortly  after  that,  Gene  purchased  his  first  barber  shop  in  Idaho  Falls,  so  they  moved  there  and  made  their 
home  in  the  Idaho  Falls  and  Ammon  areas  until  1 97 1 . 

While  in  Idaho  Falls,  Gene  sold  that  shop  and  purchased  another,  which  he  owned  until  the  late 
1960's,  at  which  time  he  leased  the  barber  shop  in  the  Manwaring  Center  at  Rick's  College.   In  1971 
Gene's  bishop  encouraged  him  to  stretch  his  wings,  so  Gene  went  into  the  construction  business  that  moved 
the  family  from  Idaho  Falls  back  to  Rexburg.   While  in  Idaho  Falls,  their  four  other  children  were  born. 
Kim  Rae,  born  March  16,  1961,  Jeannie  Evelynn,  born  January  1,  1964,  Jacqueline  Lea,  born  November 
24,  1966,  William  Reed,  born  August  20,  1971. 

It  was  right  after  Bill  was  born  that  the  family  moved  back  to  Rexburg.  They  lived  there  until  1979. 
In  August  of  1978  Gene  went  to  work  for  the  Church  as  an  APFR  where  his  duties  including  overseeing 
building  construction  and  maintenance.   In  February  of  1979,  the  Church  moved  the  family  to  Salem, 
Oregon,  where  they  lived  until  August  of  1983  and  then  they  were  transferred  back  to  Burley,  Idaho.  In 
1996,  they  moved  back  to  Ashton.  They  have  built  a  new  home  on  the  Ashton  Hill  north  of  town  that 
overlooks  the  valley. 

Sharon  has  spent  all  of  her  adult  life  teaching  piano  and  organ.   She  has  served  as  Young  Women 
president,  Relief  Society  president  twice,  Primary  presidency,  stake  mission,  stake  Relief  Society  and 
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mar\  boards,  choir  director  and  many  organist  callings.    She  has  also  accompanied  many  singing 
nips,  the  latest,  a  community  choir  of  100  voices.  She  also  performed  an  organ  recital  in  1987  on  me 
rani  Organ  at  kicks  College.    She  also  had  the  chance,  once,  to  play  the  organ  in  the  Salt  Lake 

XTiuele 

Gene  has  served  as  a  stake  missionary  twiee,  in  a  Sunday  School  presidency,  as  a  Scout  and  Explorer 
Jer,  Softball  coach,  branch  president  at  Ricks  College,  High  Priests  group  leader,  bishop  of  Emerson 
ud  and  high  councilman  at  the  present  time.    He  continues  to  work  for  the  Church  out  of  Burley  and 
limutes  back  and  forth.    They  look  forward  to  retirement  and  serving  a  mission. 


CHILDREN: 
|  I  I  Sandra  Lynne 
Kim  Rae 

(3)  Jeannie  Evelynn 

(4)  Jacqueline  Lea 

(5)  William  Reed 


B- 08  Jan  1960 
B-  16  Mar  1961 
B  -  01  Jan  1964 
B-24  Nov  1966 
B- 20  Aug  1971 


M  -  19  Dec  1980  to  Garth  Hamblin 
M  -  19  Feb  1979  to  Brian  J.  Bell 
M  -  30  Jul  1982  to  Marcus  Dwain  Nix 
M  -  18  Aug  1987  to  Jefferson  Frank  Hunt 
M  -  09  Sep  1994  to  Kimberly  Allen 


Gene  and  Sharon  (Murdoch)  Berger 


1  -  Sandra  Lynne  Berger  Hamblin.  She  was  born  Jan  8,  1960,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.  She  attended 
schools  in  Ammon  and  Rexburg.  She  attended  Madison  High  School  and  graduated  from  there  and  then 
went  on  to  Ricks  College  as  a  Music  Major.  At  Ricks  she  met  Garth  Hamblin  and  they  were  married  Dec. 
19,  1980,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

Sandra  has  taught  piano  and  does  medical  transcribing.  She  has  served  in  all  organizations  of  her 
wards  in  music  and  also  as  a  teacher  and  counselor.  They  have  four  children  and  are  currently  living  in 
Juneau,  Alaska.  Garth  served  a  mission  in  England  and  graduated  from  BYU  in  Accounting.  He  is 
currently  a  controller  of  the  hospital  in  Juneau.  He  has  served  in  a  college  ward  bishopric,  Juneau  branch 
presidency  and  is  now  serving  in  the  district  presidency. 


317 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ashley 

(2)  Jonathan  Rex 

(3)  Tyler  Gene 

(4)  Sarah  Ruth 


B-  10  Feb  1982 
B- 04  Jul  1983 
B-  11  May  1986 
B- 09  Nov  1989 


Garth  ,  Sandra  (Berger)  holding   Sarah,  Ashley,  Jonathan,  and  Tyler  Hamblin 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Jonathan  and  Ashley 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Tyler  and  Sarah 
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2  -  Kim  Rae  Berger  Bell.  She  was  born  March  l(>,  1961,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.  She  attended  schools 
in  Amnion  and  Rexburg  and  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in  1979.  She  was  also  married  to 
Brian  J.  Bell  Feb.  19,  ll>7i)  They  have  four  children.  They  were  divorced  in  1994.  Kim  has  taught 
piano  and  will  be  attending  1SU  where  she  will  major  in  accounting.  She  has  served  in  many  organist 
callings  and  in  the  Relict  Societ)  presidency .  She  and  her  family  have  lived  in  Rexburg  and  now  live 
in  Soda  Springs. 


CHILDREN: 
(1)  Kirk  Brian 
Holl) 

(3)  David  Christian 

(4)  Nicole  Kayla 


B-01  Oct  1980 
B- 28  Sep  1982 

B  -  26  Dec  1 988 
B-  18Jun  1991 


Kim  (Berger)  Bell 


Kirk  Bell 


Holly  Bell 


David  Bell 


Nicole  Bell 
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3  -  Jeannie  Evelynn  Berger  Nix.   She  was  born  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   She  attended  schools  in  Ammon 
and  Rexburg,  Idaho  and  Salem,  Oregon.   She  graduated  from  South  Salem  High  School  in  1982.   She 
was  married  to  Marcus  Dwain  Nix  on  July  30,  1982  in  the  Seattle  Temple.   She  has  done  secretarial 
work  from  the  time  she  was  in  high  school.   She  currently  does  the  office  work  for  her  husband  Marc. 

Marc  and  Jeannie  were  members  of  the  same  ward  in  Salem  and  were  married  after  he  returned 
from  a  mission  in  New  England.   They  spent  several  years  in  Salem  where  Marc  learned  the  skills  of 
cabinet  making.   Their  three  children  were  also  born  while  they  lived  there.   In  1990  they  moved  to 
Burley  where  they  set  up  their  own  cabinet  shop.  Jeannie  is  currently  Young  Women  secretary  and 
ward  organist  and  Marc  is  in  the  Sunday  School  presidency. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kale  Kristin 

(2)  Marcus  James 

(3)  Kori  Michelle 


B-02Jun  1983 
B  -  04  Aug  1 984 
B- 27  Oct  1986 


Marc,  Kale,  Marcus  and  Jeannie  (Berger)  Nix 


Kale  Kristin  Nix 


Marcus  James  Nix 


Kori  Michelle  Nix 
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4  -  Jacqueline  Lea  Berger  Hunt.  She  was  born  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.  She  attended  schools  in  Rexburg, 
Idaho  and  Salem,  Oregon  and  graduated  from  Minico  High  School  in  Rupert,  Idaho.  After  graduation 
she  attended  Ricks  College,  majoring  in  Business,  finishing  in  1987.  In  August  of  that  same  year,  she 
married  Jefferson  Frank  Hunt  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  Jeff  returned  from  a  mission  in  Japan  not  too 
long  before  they  were  married.  They  lived  in  Prove)  until  Jeff  finished  his  schooling.  He  received  a 
Master's  Degree  in  Economics.  They  returned  to  the  Emerson  area  where  he  and  a  friend  purchased  a 
large  farm. 

Jacque  teaches  many  piano  students  and  has  served  in  the  Primary  and  also  ward  Relief  Society 
presidency.  She  currently  is  organist  of  the  Primary  and  Jeff  has  served  as  the  ward  clerk  for  a  number 
of  years.  They  are  the  parents  of  three  children  and  live  in  the  same  ward  as  Jeff's  parents  and  brothers 
and  sisters,  and  Jacque' s  parents  and  her  sister,  Jeannie. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Margaret  Loren 

(2)  Jefferson  Chase 

(3)  Walker  Reed 

(4)  Wayne  DeLynn 


B- 27  Mar  1989 
B- 06  Jul  1991 
B-  13  Feb  1995 
B- 22  Sep  1997 


Jacqueline  (Berger)  and  Jefferson  Hunt 


Margaret,  Walker,  and  Jefferson  Hunt 
Not  Pictured:  Wayne  (baby) 
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5  -  William  Reed  Berger.   He  was  born  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   He  attended  grade  school  in  Hibbard, 
Idaho,  and  Salem,  Oregon,  and  junior  high  and  high  school  at  Minico,  graduating  from  Minico  High 
School.   Upon  graduating,  he  joined  the  National  Guard  and,  upon  completing  Basic  Training, 
accepted  a  mission  call  to  the  Toronto,  Ontario  Mission.   Upon  returning  home,  he  attended  Ricks 
College  where  he  is  at  present.   In  1993  he  met  Kimberly  Allen  of  Riverton,  Utah,  while  both  were  at 
Ricks.   They  were  married  Sep.  9,  1994,  in  the  Jordan  River  Temple. 

Bill  has  been  a  competition  Silouhette  Shooter  for  a  number  of  years  and  has  set  some  national 
records.   He  wins  the  majority  of  his  matches.   He  has  shot  on  the  Idaho  National  Guard  Team  and  is 
currently  shooting  on  a  team  for  the  Browning  Gun  Co.   Kimberly  has  been  greatly  involved  in 
working  with  the  handicapped,  deaf  and  blind,  and  elderly.     She  has  donated   over  a  thousand  hours 
of  volunteer  service.   After  they  finish  at  Ricks,  they  will  transfer  to  Utah  to  finish  their  schooling. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katherine  Jean  B 

(2)  Kenneth  Reed  B 


11  Jan  1997 
18  Oct  1998 


William  and  Kimberly  (Allen)  Berger 


Katherine  Berger 
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I  -  THOM  \S  ALBERT  MURDOCH.   Tommy  was  born  28  September  1942,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho. 
He  grew  up  ill  Ashton,  Idaho,  attended  grade  school  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School.   He 
was  talented  in  welding  and  wrestling.    His  greatest  love  was  horses  and  hunting.    He  did  a  lot  of  work 
breaking  and  shoeing  horses.    He  also  had  trap  lines  set  during  the  winter  on  Ashton  Hill. 

Tomnn  married  Sandra  Lee  Christiansen  15  October,  1964.   Their  son,  Chase  J.  Murdoch,  was  born 
April  20,  1965.    The  family  lived  in  Ashton,  then  Dell  Montana,  and,  finally,  back  in  Ashton.    Tommy 
always  gave  an  honest  day's  work  for  his  pay. 

He  worked  for  the  police  force  in  Ashton  and  helped  an  FBI  agent  crack  a  dope  ring.  Tommy  also 
served  in  the  National  Guard.  Tommy  and  Sandi  were  later  divorced.  Tommy  died  20  July,  1967,  in 
Ashton,  Idaho,  and  is  buried  there. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Chase  J. 


B  -  20  Apr  1 965 


Thomas  Albert  Murdoch 


Chase  J.  Murdoch 


1  -  Chase  J.  Murdoch.  He  was  born  20  April,  1965,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.   He  attended  schools  in 
Ashton  and  Rigby,  Idaho,  and  in  Montana.  He  graduated  from  Rigby  High  School.   Upon 
graduation,  Chase  entered  the  Navy  and  served  in  the  Persian  Gulf  during  the  Gulf  War.   After  a 
couple  stints  in  the  Navy,  Chase  moved  to  Utah  and  went  to  police  school,  graduating  with  honors. 
He  is  currently  living  in  Burley,  Idaho  and  enjoys  associating  with  Sharon  and  her  family. 
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4  -  GERRIANNE  MURDOCH  MISKIN.  Gerrianne  was  born  23  February,  1953,  in  Ashton.  Idaho. 
She  attended  the  Ashton  Schools  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  in  1971 .   During  her  school  years  she 
was  active  in  the  Honor  Society,  Pep  Club,  was  secretary  of  the  Girl's  Federation  and  graduated  in  the  top 
ten  of  the  Senior  Class. 

During  the  fall  of  1971  and  spring  of  1972,  she  attended  Ricks  College.   There  she  met  Kaylen  Rand 
Miskin  from  Monteview,  Idaho.   Kaylen  had  just  returned  from  a  mission  to  the  Northwestern  States. 
They  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  5  May,  1972. 

They  lived  in  St.  Anthony  while  Kaylen  worked  as  a  radio  announcer  at  KIGO  in  St.  Anthony.   Then 
they  moved  to  Rexburg  where  Kaylen  continued  his  work  at  KRXK  Radio.   Their  first  two  children, 
Ladonalee  and  Garon  Cordell,  were  born  while  in  Rexburg.   The  family  moved  to  Preston,  Idaho,  in  1975 
where  Kaylen  worked  for  KPST  Radio.   Corbet  R'Tel  was  born  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  20  April,  1975,  while 
the  family  was  still  in  Preston.   They  moved  back  to  Rexburg  later  that  same  year  and  Kaylen  worked  as 
an  announcer  for  KID  in  Idaho  Falls. 

Radio  work  was  unsteady  and  the  family  did  not  want  to  move  to  a  big  city,  so  they  moved  to  Hamer, 
Idaho  and  worked  for  a  farmer  until  October,  1976.   They  moved  that  same  month  to  Garfield,  Main), 
where  they  put  down  their  roots.  Kaylen  got  a  job  at  the  Idaho  National  Engineering  Lab  45  miles  west  of 
Idaho  Falls,  where  he  is  currently  employed  as  an  electronics  technician.   The  rest  o\'  their  seven  children 
were  born  after  they  moved  to  Garfield:   Troyce  Brandon,  9  May,  1977.  Garfield,  Idaho;   Darien  Dayn,  9 
June,  1978,  Garfield,  Idaho;   Aliena.  4  October,  1979,  Rexburg,  Idaho;  Adrina.  21  April,  1981,  Rexburg, 
Idaho. 

Gerrianne  and  Kaylen  taught  their  children  at  home  for  many  years.    Gerrianne  is  currently  serving  as 
Young  Women  counselor,  has  served  as  Primary  president,  counselor,  teacher  and  chorister,  Young 
Women  president  and  advisor.  Relief  Society  chorister  and  homemaking  leader.  Stake  Sunday  School 
organist,  Sunday  School  teacher,  stake  Primary  secretary .  den  mother  and  president  of  Jefferson  County 
Republican  Women.   Kaylen  has  served  in  the  Sunday  School  presidency.  Elder's  Quorum  presidency, 
stake  clerk,  scout  master,  assistant  coach  at  Varsity  Cedar  Badge,  eubmaster  and  is  currently  the  Gospel 
Doctrine  teacher  in  Sunday  School.   Kaylen  also  is  a  referee  for  city  league  and  church  basketball  and 
umpire  for  church,  girl's  school  and  city  league  Softball.  He  was  a  high  school  wrestling  referee  for  many 
years. 

All  their  children  attended  Home  School  and  Rigby  Schools.   All  four  boys  are  Eagle  Scouts.   Ladonalee 
and  Corbet  suffered  life  threatening  accidents  but  recovered  completely.  Ladonalee  suffered  a  broken  neck 
in  a  car  accident  and  Corbet  was  hit  on  the  head  by  a  30  pound  rock  tumbling  down  the  mountainside  while 
he  was  rock  climbing.   Ladonalee,  was  on  the  Rising  Generation  Dance  Team,  which  performed  all  over 
southeastern  Idaho  and  toured  in  Canada  and  western  Washington.  She  attended  CSI  in  Twin  Falls,  has 
climbed  the  Middle  Teton  and  is  serving  a  mission  to  the  Paraguay  Asuncion  Mission. 

Garon  is  married  to  Mysha  Maxwell.   Corbet  wrestled  in  grade  school  and  junior  high  and  was  an  avid 
weight  lifter.   He  was  also  on  the  Rising  Generation  Dance  Team  performing  in  Canada  and  Japan.   He 
attended  Ricks  College  and  served  several  years  on  Cedar  Badge  staff.   His  final  year  he  was  Chairman  of 
the  Board.   He  is  serving  a  mission  in  Ukraine,  Kiev  Mission,  but  because  of  visa  requirements  he  serves 
in  Minsk,  Belarus.   His  responsibilities  there  include  meeting  daily  with  government  officials  to  keep  visas 
current  for  all  missionaries  and  church  personnel.   He  has  translated  official  documents  from  Russian  to 
English  and  English  to  Russian  in  an  effort  to  get  the  L.D.S.  Church  recognized  officially  in  Belarus. 
After  his  mission,  Kaylen  and  Gerrianne  went  to  Belarus  and  picked  him  up.   They  also  traveled  to  the 
Ukraine. 

Troyce  wrestled  and  served  on  die  school  newspaper,  served  on  staff  at  Scout  Hollow  Cub  Scout  Day 
Camp  for  several  years  and  was  on  staff  at  Cedar  Badge.   He  is  attending  Ricks  College  and  works  full 
time  also.   Darien  wrestled  and  serves  on  staff  at  Cedar  Badge.   He  graduated  in  1995  and  works  full 
time.   He  enjoys  basketball  and  baseball.   Aliena  is  the  spitting  image  of  Wee  Granny  Murray.   She  is  in 
the  Troylairs  at  Rigby  High.    She  enjoys  volleyball,  basketball  and  baseball.   Adrina  was  our  miracle 
baby,  fighting  for  her  first  year  of  life  due  to  a  severe  milk  allergy.   She  is  a  superb  seamstress.  She 
enjoys  volleyball,  basketball  and  baseball. 
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I  Mil  DREN: 
(Di  adonalee 

(2)  Garon  Cordell 

(3)  Corbel  R'Tel 

(4)  Troycc  Brandon 

(5)  Darien  Dayn 

(6)  Alieiu 

(7)  Adrina 


B-  9  Feb  1973 
B- 26  Apr  1974 
B  -  20  Apr  1 975 
B- 09  May  1977 
B-09Jun  1978 
B- 04  Oct  1979 
B -  21  Apr  1981 


M  -  04  Oct  1996  to  Monty  McKendrick 
M  -  18  Dec  1993  to  Mysha  Maxwell 

M  -  13  Dec  1996  to  Wendy  Sue  Ravenscrott 


Pictured  right: 

Kaylen  and  Gerrianne  (Murdoch)  Miskin 


Children  of  Kaylen  and  Gerrianne  (Murdoch)  Misken 

Back:  (L  to  R)  Troyce,  Darien,  Garon  holding  Kyler,  Monty  McKendrick,  and  Corbet 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Wendy  (Ravenscroft),  Adrina,  Mysha  (Maxwell)  holding  Janica,  Aliena,  Ladonalee 
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1  -  Ladonalee  Miskin  McKendrick.  She  was  born  February  9,  1973  at  Rexburg,  Idaho.  She 
attended  home  school  and  high  school  in  Rigby.  She  graduated  a  year  early  from  high  school  and 
attended  the  College  of  Southern  Idaho  in  Twin  Falls. 

While  in  high  school,  Ladonalee  danced  on  the  Rising  Generation  dance  team  and  toured  Canada 
and  parts  of  the  U.  S.  with  them.   Ladonalee  loves  to  rock  climb  and  has  climbed  the  Middle  Teton 
and  also  done  some  bungee  jumping.  She  also  earned  her  Young  Womanhood  Medallion. 
She  served  a  mission  to  Ascuncion,  Paraguay.   That  became  the  great  highlight  and  adventure  of  her 
life  and  she  served  honorably.   Kaylen  and  Gerrianne  were  able  to  go  to  Paraguay  and  spend  a  couple 
weeks  with  her  as  she  ended  her  mission. 

She  met  Monte  Clyde  McKendrick  in  August  of  1996  at  a  missionary  reunion.  Monte  had  also 
served  in  the  same  mission  but  they  did  not  meet  until  after  both  had  returned  home.   Monte  was  born 
and  raised  in  Tooele,  Utah.   He  loves  sports  and  excels  in  swimming.   He  is  currently  employed  by 
J.  C.  Penny  in  the  international  finance  department  and  is  attending  college.   Ladonalee  is  working  full 
time  for  ZCMI  in  their  finance  department.   They  reside  in  Tooele.  Utah.   Ladonalee  and  Monte  were 
married  October,  4,  1996  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

Picture:    See  Above 


2  -  Garon  Cordell  Miskin.   He  was  born  April  26.  1974,  at  Rexburg.  Idaho.    He  attended  home 
school  through  grade  school  and  graduated  from  Rigby  High  School  in  1992.   He  is  an  Eagle  Scout 
and  was  involved  in  wrestling  and  track.   His  senior  year  he  set  a  school  record  in  track.    He  married 
Mysha  Maxwell  of  Nova  Scotia,  Canada,  on  December  18.  1993,  in  the  Washington  D.C.  Temple. 
They  currently  live  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   Garon  is  employed  at  the  Rose  Shop  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho  and 
is  pursuing  a  career  in  business.   Mysha  was  born  in  Montpelier,  Idaho.   She  played  school  basketball. 
She  and  Garon  met  at  Ricks  College.   She  is  currently  employed  at  Madison  Memorial  Hospital  in 
admissions  and  as  a  PBX  Operator. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Janica  Adrienne  B  -  23  Jan  1996 

(2)  Kyler  Cordell  B  -  22  Nov  1996 


Picture:   See  Above 


4  -  Troyce  Brandon  Miskin.   He  was  born  May  9,  1977,  at  Garfield,  Idaho.   He  attended  home 
school  for  several  years  and  also  Rigby  High  School.   He  graduated  a  year  early  and  attended  Ricks 
College.  While  in  high  school,  he  wrestled  and  worked  on  the  school  newspaper.   He  is  an  Eagle 
Scout.  Troyce  also  served  for  several  years  on  the  Cedar  Badge  Board  and  worked  at  Scout  Hollow  as 
a  leader. 

At  Ricks  College  he  met  Wendy  Sue  Ravenscroft.   They  were  married  December  13,  1996,  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  Temple.  Wendy  was  born  and  raised  in  Hagerman,  Idaho.  She  attended  Hagerman  High 
School  and  was  a  cheerleader  there.   She  is  currently  attending  Ricks  College. 

Troyce  and  Wendy  are  both  computer  whizzes.   Troyce  manages  the  Queen  of  Hearts  Floral  Shop 
that  his  parents  own  in  Rigby,  Idaho.   Wendy  works  in  the  office  at  Queen  of  Hearts.   They  reside  in 
Rigby,  Idaho. 

Picture:   See  Above 
Compiled  by:  Gerrianne  Murdoch  Miskin 
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CHAPTER  FOUR 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  THOMAS  HAMMON  MURDOCH 

and 
ALTA  BLANCH  HILLAM 


Thomas  Hammon  Murdoch,  was  born  March 
16,  1912,  at  home  in  Farnum,  Fremont  County, 
daho.  Grandma  Watson  (Harriet  Orr  Watson), 
i  midwife,  attended  mother.   Mother  always  said 

was  the  end  of  a  three  day  blizzard. 

I  was  named  after  a  very  dear  uncle,  my 
ather's  brother,  "Uncle  Tom."   I  was  a  healthy 
:hild  but  contracted  whooping  cough  at  six  weeks 
)ld  and  nearly  died  from  it. 

My  father  was  Brigham  Murdoch,  named  after 
^resident  Brigham  Young.   He  had  a  very  mild 
emperament,  kind  but  firm.   He  also  had  a 
lappy  attitude.   Brigham  was  a  good  Priesthood 
eader,  holding  many  positions,  among  which  he 
erved  as  Bishop. 

Mother  was  Luann  (Louannie)  Hammon.   She 
vas  very  good  natured  but  could  display  a  little 
emper  at  times.   She  was  always  submissive  to 
ather.   She  carried  the  burden  of  homemaking 
ind  raising  the  family  and  could  really  stretch  the 
lollar.    Mother  was  a  good  homemaker  and  an 
irdent  and  devoted  Church  member,  holding 
nany  positions. 

Like  most  kids,  we  had  our  ups  and  downs,  but 
oved  and  respected  one  another.  We  were 
aught  to  work  together  and  share.   Our  parents 
vere  good  examples.  We  had  lots  of  freedoms 
)ut  were  expected  to  live  within  certain  rules. 
)ur  parents  took  us  to  church.  We  enjoyed 
amily  get  togethers,  holidays,  birthdays, 
'hanksgiving  and  Christmas. 

We  were  taught  to  respect  local,  state  and 
eneral  authorities.  This  has  carried  over  into 
ur  present  lives.  We  owe  a  great  debt  to  our 
lissionary  program  as  our  early  forebears 


embraced  the  gospel  from  them.   I  never  was 
privileged  to  enjoy  grandparents.  The  only 
memory  I  have  is  that  of  Grandma  Hammon' s 
funeral.   As  a  family  we  did  enjoy  the  many 
family  get  togethers  all  of  our  lives  and  still  do. 
It  is  part  of  our  heritage. 

I  had  a  tonsil  operation  at  age  seven.   It  was 
mean  and  really  hurt.   I  started  to  school  a  few 
weeks  later  in  the  Farnum  elementary  school. 

We  moved  to  Rupert  that  fall  in  November, 
1919.   I  attended  Lincoln  elementary  school  at 
Rupert.   I  learned  to  read  real  easy  and  enjoyed 
reading.   I  also  liked  geography  and  spelling, 
recess  and  lunchtime.   I  had  a  couple  of 
outstanding  grade  school  teachers;  a  Miss 
Goodman  at  Rupert  and  a  Mrs.  Osborne  at 
Farnum  after  we  moved  back. 

When  we  lived  in  Rupert,  Father  took 
Dallas,  Reed  and  myself  to  quarterly  Stake 
Conference.   Elder  Melvin  J.  Ballard  of  the 
Council  of  the  Twelve  was  our  General 
Authority.  He  told  the  story  of  his  first  saddle 
given  to  him  by  his  father.   He  was  so  proud  of  it 
that  he  slept  with  it  for  a  long  time. 

I  remember  another  church  incident  of  when 
we  repeated  the  Sacrament  Gem  in  our  Sunday 
School  class.  This  is  it: 

While  of  these  emblems  we  partake, 

In  Jesus'  name  and  for  his  sake, 

Let  us  remember  and  be  sure, 

Our  hearts  and  hands  are  clean  and  pure. 

A  boy  in  the  class  said  to  the  teacher,  "Look 
at  that  boy's  hands  (sitting  next  to  him).    His 
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hands  are  dirty."  We  should  keep  them  clean, 
but  there  is  a  difference  between  plain  dirt  and 
clean  and  pure.  This  was  and  is  a  good  lesson  to 
me. 

I  nearly  drowned  while  swimming  in  the  big 
canal  near  our  home.   I  was  with  Dallas  and 
Reed.   They  were  strong  swimmers.   The 
current  swept  me  out  into  the  middle  of  the 
stream.   I  went  under  three  times  and  was  about 
gone  when  brother  Dallas,  a  very  good 
swimmer,  rescued  me  and  saved  my  life.   I 
vowed  to  learn  to  swim  and  did  so  that  summer. 
Dallas  never  received  a  meritorious  reward  for 
saving  my  life,  but  I  have  always  been  grateful  to 
him  for  doing  it. 

We  moved  back  to  Farnum  in  April,  1922. 
Our  livestock  and  machinery  were  shipped  n\ 
rail,  Uncle  Tom  and  Dallas  accompanying  it. 
Dad,  Reed  and  I  came  in  our  Model  T  car  while 
Mother  and  the  girls  visited  in  Burley  for  a  few 
days.   Eight  miles  north  of  Pocatello.  we  had  a 
wreck.   Reed  was  thrown  clear  of  the  car.    I  was 
thrown  through  the  windshield  and  die  car  tipped 
over  on  top  of  me.   Father  was  also  pinned  under 
the  car.   No  one  was  around  to  help  us.   Years 
later  father  said,  "Son,  unseen  hands  pulled  \ou 
out  from  under  the  car."   These  same  unseen 
hands  also  helped  Father  from  underneath.   Once 
again  the  hand  of  providence  had  saved  my  life. 
Each  of  us  sustained  a  broken  shoulder. 

That  night,  in  the  hospital.  Reed  and  I 
experienced  the  power  of  the  Priesthood  in 
action.   Father  gave  each  of  us  a  blessing  and  we 
immediately  went  to  sleep  relieved  of  our  pains. 

Reed  and  Dad  went  on  to  Farnum  the  next 
day  and  I  was  kept  in  the  hospital  for  two  weeks, 
spending  another  week  with  friends  in  Pocatello. 
My  reunion  with  Mother  and  Father  and  the  rest 
of  the  family  was  a  glorious  one.   Many  tears  of 
joy  flowed  freely.   What  a  pleasure  it  was  to  be 
home  with  loved  ones.   I  think  I  know  a  little  of 
what  the  resurrection  will  be  like  and  being  able 
to  be  together  as  a  family  again. 

Growing  up  was  a  natural  period  of 
experiences  of  work  and  play.  We  had  many 
childhood  friends  and  had  lots  of  good  times 
riding  horses,  swimming,  fishing,  Sunday  School 
and  Primary  parties.   Bruce,  Les  and  Gene  Hill, 
Wayne  and  Earl  Schofield,  Charles  Merrick, 
Kenneth  Henry,  Clinton  and  Harvey  Green  were 
some  of  our  special  friends. 


There  were  others  too,  but  one  especially, 
Gene  Hill,  has  kept  our  friendship  very  much 
alive  with  Alta  and  myself.   As  Deacons,  we 
pledged  with  each  other  to  not  smoke  and  drink 
liquor  or  tea  or  coffee.   We  have  kept  that 
pledge.   He,  too,  has  been  blessed  with 
leadership  positions  all  of  his  life  tor  obedience 
to  this  law.   The  same  blessing  has  been  mine 
and  can  be  to  anyone  else  if  they  will  be  faithful 
and  obey  the  Lord's  commandments. 

1  started  high  school  in  Ashton  in  1926.  My 
school  years  were  quite  normal.    I  was  a  timid 
meek  soul  at  first  but  soon  found  my  way 
around.    I  participated  in  school  plays,  glee  club 
and  football.   High  school  was  to  play  an 
important  time  of  my  life,  shaping  many  things 
that  were  to  be  lasting. 

I  sustained  a  broken  nose  and  collar  bone 
playing  football,  but  I  had  a  great  time.   I  made 
many  new  friends,  some  of  them  becoming  very 
close  through  our  church  association.    It  was  in 
high  school  I  fell  in  love  with  a  choice,  beautiful 
tieshman  girl.    Our  romance  lasted  all  through 
school  and  is  very  much  still  in  bloom  through 
these  main  years. 

I  well  remember  asking  Father  if  he  gave 
his  consent  to  my  getting  married.    He  said,  "If 
it's  Alta.  of  course  get  married."   On  October  5, 

1932,  we  were  married  in  the  Logan  LDS 
Temple. 

We  made  our  home  in  Farnum  for  about  a 
year  and  a  half  and  farmed  the  old  Daniel  Gibson 
place.   In  November  the  following  year  we 
moved  to  Marysville  and  I  worked  at  the  Red  & 
White  store,  owned  by  George  Stone.   Our  first 
child,  Ronald  Thomas,  was  born  November  3, 

1933,  on  my  father's  birthday.   He  was  to  live 
only  two  days  and  died  November  5,  1933. 
Grandpa  Hillam  gave  Alta  a  burial  lot  in  the 
Ashton  cemetery  and  we  buried  him  by  his  great 
grandfather  Taylor. 

In  March,  we  moved  to  Ashton  and  bought 
our  first  home.  I  continued  to  work  for  George 
Stone  and  later  purchased  the  store. 

Over  the  years,  four  more  children  were 
born  to  us:  Darrell  Dean,  Mary,  Judy  and 
Tamra.   All  of  them  are  married.   Twenty 
grandchildren  have  come  into  these  families. 

Darrell  filled  a  mission  to  the  East  Central 
States,  came  home  and  married  his  little 
sweetheart  who  waited  for  him.   They  have  eight 
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children. 

Mar)  married  her  high  school  sweetheart, 
A'cldon  Reynolds.  They  have  adopted  two 
ovcl\  children. 

Jud\  is  married  to  Richard  John  Heinz  and 
between  them  they  have  ten  children  firom 
rev  u  his  marriages 

Tamra  finished  college  in  Hawaii  where  she 
net  her  future  husband.  Sam  Cikaitoga.   They 
^ere  married  a  while  later  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
emple  and  Sam  became  a  U.  S.  citizen.    Four 
hildren  came  into  their  family. 

We  are  proud  o\'  our  children  for  the  many 
rod  things  they  endeavor  to  do. 

MEMORIES 

We  were  nearing  the  Christmas  season  when 
was  about  five  or  six  years  old.   The  only  time 
'e  had  oranges  was  at  Christmas  time  as  they 
eren't  on  the  ready  market  as  they  now  are.   I 
lew  mere  was  to  be  only  one  orange  for  each 
le  of  us  as  Dad  and  Mother  had  told  us  several 
lys  before  Christmas.   One  day,  Dad  and 
other  were  gone  and  temptation  took  over.   I 
anted  an  orange.   Reed  tried  to  talk  me  out  of  it 
►  there  was  only  enough  for  each  member  of  the 
mily.   One  can't  imagine  how  tempting  they 
ere  to  me  and  I  yielded.   I  ate  my  orange.   It 
as  so  good.   I  can  still  remember.   When  Dad 
id  Mother  came  home,  Reed  told  them  what 
d  happened.   Well  I  wasn't  spanked  or  any 
lysical  punishment  given,  but  I  was  told  I 
puld  have  to  go  without  when  the  rest  got  theirs 
Christmas  time.   That  wasn't  so  bad  -  until  the 
anges  were  passed  out  I  wasn't  counted.   I've 
tn  my  own  little  ones  cry  and  feel  hurt  because 
being  left  out  or  being  disappointed.   Well,  the 
irs  flowed  freely  and  I  went  in  the  other  room 
d  cried  my  heart  out.   It  hurt.   Sometimes  I 
11  feel  that  hurt.   I  remember  it  well.   Mother, 
ing  the  kind,  forgiving,  generous  soul  that  she 
s,  somehow  found  an  ugly  misshapened 
inge  that  was  left  over  and  took  me  in  her 
ns  and  loved  me  and  gave  me  this  orange.   It 
ned  out  to  be  the  biggest,  juiciest  orange  of  all 
1 1  was  the  envy  of  all  the  kids.  I  felt  much 
ter,  but  it  taught  me  a  great  lesson. 
Another  time,  one  Sunday  morning  while 
ing  breakfast,  I  became  offended  and  was  sent 
he  east  room,  we  called  it.  Dad's  Bishop's 


desk  was  by  the  window  which  was  covered  with 
lace  curtains.   There  were  a  couple  of  matches 
laying  on  the  desk.   Well,  I  struck  one  of  them 
and  touched  it  to  Mother's  curtains.   They  didn't 
last  long.   Blanche  came  to  the  door  to  see  what  I 
was  doing.   She  said  it's  awful  bright  in  there. 
By  this  time  the  fire  had  caught  on  the  wall  paper 
and  was  going  really  good.   I  had  the  doors 
locked  but  I  got  scared  all  at  once  and  unlocked 
the  door.   There  were  two  buckets  of  water 
sitting  on  the  cabinet  and  Dad  doused  the  flames. 
The  house  was  saved.   Again,  I  didn't  get  a 
whipping,  but  I  got  talked  to  and  a  talking  to 
always  hurt  very  much.   The  only  reason  I'm 
telling  this  story  is  that  1  learned  a  good  lesson 
from  it  and  I  want  our  children  and 
grandchildren  to  know  it's  wrong  to  do  bad 
things.   So,  watch  your  step,  kids. 

I've  had  many  other  experiences,  most  of 
them  faith  promoting  and  know  that  we  will  be 
blessed  if  we  obey  our  Father  in  Heaven.   The 
Lord  has  blessed  me  exceedingly  and  my  family. 

I've  been  active  in  the  L.D.S.  church  all  my 
life  and  served  in  both  church  and  civic 
positions. 

In  1968,  Alta  and  I  sold  our  store  in  Ashton 
and  went  to  Island  Park  where  we  managed  the 
Flat  Rock  Club  for  16  1/2  years.   This  was  a 
rich  experience  working  with  those  fine  club 
members.   They  are  good  people,  they  are 
family  people.   We  made  so  many  good  friends. 

During  the  time  we  lived  in  Island  Park,  I 
was  called  to  be  Branch  President  and  organize 
the  branch  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of 
Latter-day  Saints  there.   I  served  a  little  over  14 
years.  This  was  a  special  time  in  our  lives.   Alta 
deserves  a  crown  of  glory,  as  she  took  care  of 
the  Club  so  I  could  honor  my  Priesthood  calling. 
We  learned  a  lot  during  this  time,  worked  hard, 
but  it  was  a  good  time  in  our  lives.  We  made 
many  lasting  friendships.   We  still  love  to  visit  in 
Island  Park  and  attend  church  there. 

We  left  Flat  Rock  by  our  own  choice.  Alta's 
health  was  not  it's  best  and  I  was  slowing  down. 
Mary  and  Weldon  rented  us  their  second  house, 
next  to  theirs.   Alta  had  a  lot  of  fun  remodeling 
it.  Two  months  after  we  moved  in,  I  became 
very  ill.  Prior  to  our  moving  home,  I  had  a 
couple  of  operations  and  radium  treatments. 
That  caused  me  lots  of  trouble.   I  wound  up  in 
the  hospital  again  in  Idaho  Falls.  The  good  Lord 
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smiled  on  me  once  again  and  I  was  made  well 
after  a  Priesthood  blessing  and  two  operations. 
Today,  I'm  fine  but  walk  very  poorly,  but  glad  I 
can  walk.   I've  been  extremely  blessed. 

We've  lived  in  Ashton  two  and  one-half 
years,  near  our  children.   Alta's  health  isn't  the 
best,  but  she  does  so  much  for  all  of  us:  sewing, 
knitting,  cooking,  mending,  washing,  baby 
sitting,  her  church  service  and  waiting  on  all  of 
us;  she  stays  busy.    All  in  all,  we  are  a  blessed 
couple.   We're  proud  of  our  family,  they  are 
very  devoted  to  one  another.   I  almost  forgot,  we 
celebrated  our  Golden  Wedding  Anniversary  in 
1982.   Our  children  did  a  marvelous  job  of 
putting  this  event  on  the  map.    Many  other  tine 
things  have  happened. 

We  don't  have  many  regrets,  life  in  general 
has  been  good.   We  have  always  enjoyed  our 
families  on  both  sides.    We  regret  the  less  of  our 
two  dear  ones.   Sam,  Tamra's  husband,  was 
taken  from  her  in  a  car  accident.   He  left  dear 
Tamra  and  four  little  ones.   Also,  Julie,  who 
was  only  20  1/2  years  old,  was  in  a  ear  aeeident 
and  lost  her  life.   But,  we  know  that  all  is  well 
with  them,  hoping  that  die  rest  oi  us  can  qualify 
to  enjoy  their  companionship  when  it  comes  time 
for  us  to  leave  this  sphere  of  action.    We  love  all 
of  you. 

By:   Thomas  H amnion 

Murdoch 

Addition  by  Tamra: 

Grandpa  Tom  passed  away  March  9,  1988. 
at  the  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital  of  kidney 
failure.  Ironically,  Grandpa  Tom  was 
instrumental  in  organizing  and  building  the 
Ashton  Memorial  Hospital,  and  served  many 
years  as  a  board  member. 

In  his  retirement  years  Grandpa  Tom 
delighted  in  taking  his  grandchildren  on  rides  to 
"no  where" .   The  children  treasured  those  rides 
in  the  country  as  Grandpa  Tom  told  them  stories 
of  his  youth  and  they  sang  songs  for  miles  and 
miles  and  miles. 

Grandpa  Tom  was  a  modest  man.   He  was 
called  as  Bishop  of  the  Ashton  Ward  in  the 
1940's  and  as  Branch  President  of  the  Island 
Park  Branch  in  1968.   Being  called  as  the  Island 
Park  Branch  President  was  a  rather  interesting 
assignment  as  there  was  no  branch.    But  the 


challenge  was  something  Tom  and  Alta  relished 
and  they  saw  the  original  branch  grow  from  32 
members  to  well  over  300  year  round  members. 

This  particular  church  calling  was  unique  as 
Island  Park  is  a  popular  recreation  site  and 
Grandpa  Tom  quickly  became  accustomed  to 
preparing  tor  Sacrament  Meeting  crowds  over 
1 ,500.   He  became  equally  good  at  organizing 
second,  and  sometimes  third,  Sacrament 
Meetings  to  accommodate  visitors  and  working 
members. 

He  was  released  after  serving   more  than  15 
years  in  this  calling.   Grandpa  Tom  felt  the  work 
he  was  privileged  to  do  in  Island  Park  was,  in 
some  small  way,  the  mission  he  did  not  have  the 
opportunity  to  serve  as  a  young  man. 

One  of  his  favorite  hymns  was  "Love  at 
Home"  and,  as  children,  we  knew  we  had  argued 
too  much,  or  were  getting  out  of  line,  when  he 
would  begin  singing  that  particular  song.    It  was 
his  ever  gentle  way  oi  telling  us  to  "shape  up." 


Alta  Blanch  Hillam  Murdoch 

Alta  Blanch  Hillam  was  born  25  February 
1913.  in  Marysville,  Fremont,  Idaho,   to 
Abraham  Baron  and  Mamie  Ann  Taylor  Hillam. 
I  was  blessed  by  Diamond  Loosli,  a  very  dear 
friend  of  my  father.   When  I  came  into  the 
family,  Mother  had  7  boys  and  I  was  the  8th 
child  and  a  girl.    Everyone  in  Marysville  was 
elated.   My  mother  and  father  thought  I  was  the 
prettiest  little  girl.   I  had  lots  of  black  hair  and 
blue  eyes.     Mother  thought  she  had  the  world  by 
the  tail  then.   She  had  her  reward.   Mother  had 
lost  three  little  boys  as  babies  before  I  was  born, 
and  a  mother  needs  a  little  girl  to  help  heal  die 
sorrow  of  losing  those  little  babies. 

I  was  born  in  a  little  five  room  log  home  on 
the  homestead  of  80  acres,  with  no  running  water 
or  inside  plumbing.   We  did  have  a  windmill  for 
our  source  of  water  which  was  better  than  most 
in  the  area,  who  had  to  haul  water  from  the  river 
or  canals. 

With  being  a  baby  and  the  only  girl,  I  was 
spoiled  by  my  four  living  brothers.   Two  years 
later  another  beautiful  baby  girl  joined  the 
family.   They  named  her  Mildred,  she  had  red 
hair  and  blue  eyes.   Then  came  Velma,  she  was 
such  a  nice  addition  to  our  family,  with  dark  hair 
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and  blue  eyes.   Now  l  had  another  sister  to  play 
with. 

As  the  family  was  growing,  Papa  saw  the 

need  of  a  bigger  home,  so  when  I  was  six  years 
old  Papa  and  Mama  built  a  new  home.    We  each 
now  had  a  room  of  OUT  own.    It  was  a  hie  block 
home  and  each  block  was  built  by  hand  by  Joe 
Klamp  Sr..  who  was  a  carpenter.  The  house  is 
still  standing  and  a  family  is  living  in  it.   We 
moved  into  the  new  home  when  Mary  was  a 
baby.    It  was  nice  to  have  another  sister  to  play 
with,  she  had  light  hair  and  blue  eyes.    It  was  a 
big  thing  to  get  out  of  the  log  house  where  I  was 
born  into  such  a  lovely  home.    Another  baby  girl 
was  added  to  our  family,  little  Vera,  who  died  in 
infancy  and  her  death  was  another  sorrow  for  my 
parents  to  endure.   These  little  girls  were  such  a 
special  addition  to  our  family.   There  were  eight 
Of  us  who  lived  to  maturity.    Lorin,  my  oldest 
brother,  left  home  to  go  into  the  world.   He  went 
to  Salt  Lake  to  live,   where  he  fell  ill  with  the  flu 
that  was  going  around  in  World  War  I  (1918). 
He  had  to  stay  in  Salt  Lake  City  because  of  ill 
health  and  he  never  fully  regained  his  health,  but 
remained  around  Salt  Lake.   The  rest  of  my 
family  stayed  near  and  the  boys  became  farmers, 
also. 

Papa  had  brown  hair  and  blue  eyes  and  was 
about  5  feet  1 1  inches  tall.   He  was  a  good 
manager  and  a  good  provider  and  a  very  wise 
man.   He  was  born  in  Brigham  City,  Utah. 
Mama  was  born  in  Brigham  City  also.   She  had 
long  brown  hair  and  always  wore  it  in  a  bob  all 
her  life.  She  was  always  attractive.   She  was  a 
beautiful  woman  inside  and  out.   She  was  an 
excellent  house  keeper  and  clean  about 
everything.   She  was  also  a  beautiful  seamstress 
and  a  very  good  cook.  We  always  had  nice 
clothes  and  new  dresses  for  all  special  occasions. 
She  taught  us  to  do  things  with  our  hands.   I  was 
crocheting  lace  before  I  went  to  school  in  the 
first  grade. 

And  Papa  was  just  as  good  about  keeping 
things  done  outside.   He  didn't  even  allow  me  to 
milk  a  cow.  He  said  he  didn't  know  who  I  was 
going  to  marry  and  he  wasn't  going  to  make  me 
a  slave  to  milk  cows  for  anybody.   They  bought 
a  piano  when  I  was  13  and  I  took  lessons  for  5 
years  from  Professor  C.C.  Clive  who  was  a 
professor  of  music.  Papa's  big  objective  was  to 
have  someone  who  could  play  in  church.   He 


was  made  a  bishop  in  1920  and  served  for  12 
years  and  was  released  in  1933.   He  needed 
someone  because  the  ward  was  very  short  on 
piano  players.   Vera  Orme  was  the  usual  one  but 
when  she  was  out  of  town  or  having  a  baby  or 
something,  I  filled  in.   I  used  to  play  for  the 
contests  they  used  to  have,  the  Mutual  dances 
they  would  have  in  the  ward  and  stake  and  then 
district  and  whoever  won  would  go  to  Salt  Lake 
City.   So  I  used  to  accompany  them  and  a  did  a 
lot  of  solo  playing.  I  wasn't  as  interested  in 
music  as  I  was  in  sewing  machines  and  knitting 
needles,  so  I  didn't  do  much  with  it. 

We  had  a  lot  of  fun  with  our  dolls.   We 
played  dolls  all  the  time,  you  don't  see  many 
little  girls  playing  with  dolls  any  more.   We  used 
to  clean  our  dad's  granary,  so  we  had  a  play 
house  all  summer.   Of  course,  when  they  had  to 
put  the  grain  in  it  in  the  fall  we  had  to  give  up 
our  playhouse.   We  used  to  do  that  every 
summer.   When  we  moved  out  of  the  log  house 
we  took  two  bedrooms  and  made  us  a  playhouse. 
My  brother,  Marvin,  was  always  teasing  us. 

We  enjoyed  all  the  baby  animals.   We 
learned  to  quilt  as  Mother  had  a  quilt  on  the 
quilting  frame  all  the  time.   I  do  remember  we 
had  a  happy  childhood.   Building  the  house  was 
really  an  exciting  time  in  my  lifetime.   The  log 
house  was  too  small  for  everybody  to  have  a 
bedroom.   The  new  house  had  five  bedrooms  so 
we  had  our  own  bedrooms  and  we  were  all  so 
happy. 

I  never  learned  to  swim  although  we  played 
in  the  ditch  and  canal  a  lot  and  I  never  learned  to 
ride  a  bicycle.   I  did  work  a  little  bit  outside, 
leading  the  derrick  horse,  once  in  a  while  in  the 
fields.   Daddy  didn't  want  me  to  be  a  tom-boy. 
We  had  a  little  burro  named  Jack.  We  had  a 
harness  and  wagon  for  him  and  he  would  pull  us 
all  over  the  country. 

As  we  grew  older,  our  main  source  of 
entertainment  was  dancing  at  the  Rendezvous  at 
Warm  River.  They  used  to  have  fireworks  for 
the  Fourth  of  July  that  beat  anything  they  have 
now.   They  set  them  off  on  the  mountainside. 
That  was  in  the  time  of  the  Big  Band  Era.   They 
always  had  a  live  band,  many  were  well  known 
bands. 

Mama  was  an  excellent  cook.  There  were 
always  three  meals  a  day  on  the  table.  We 
cooked  meals,  we  didn't  run  to  the  store.  Dad 
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would  grab  a  chicken  and  would  cut  it's  head  off 
and  we  would  have  supper.   We  had  sheep, 
chickens,  pigs,  cows,  horses  and  all  the  animals 
pertaining  to  the  farm.   Dad  had  16  head  of 
horses  so  he  had  plenty  of  horse  power  to  pull 
the  heavy  machines  we  had  to  farm  with. 
Mother  had  plenty  of  help  with  the  girls,  we  did 
fine. 

We  had  lots  of  happiness  and  lots  of  sadness 
with  the  deaths  of  babies  and  Loren's  illness 

Papa  was  a  good  man,  a  very  fine  man  and 
he  was  fair  in  our  discipline.    He  never  struck  us 
or  spoke  loud  to  us.   Each  one  had  chores  to  do. 
To  the  one  who  was  to  get  the  wood  in  at  night 
and  forgot,  Papa  would  say,  "Guess  who  builds 
the  fire  in  the  morning?"   This  was  how  he 
disciplined  us. 

Mother  went  away  for  a  few  days  to  help 
with  a  new  grandbaby  and  they  were  all  happy  to 
have  her  home.   I  made  the  remark.  "It  was  a 
good  thing  she  had  to  come  home  to  do  the 
laundry  so  we  would  get  to  see  her" .   (It  seems 
she  was  greatly  missed.)  Papa  said.  "Mamie, 
guess  who  will  do  die  laundry  tomorrow 

I  attended  all  eight  grades  ot  school  in 
Marysville.   We  had  to  walk  to  school  about  a 
mile  in  all  kinds  of  weather.   School  was  held  in 
the  church,  or  church  was  held  in  the  school, 
which  ever  way  one  wanted  to  look  at  it.     There 
was  a  saloon  across  the  street  from  the  school 
house.   Herschel  Egbert  bought  the  old  church 
and  used  it  for  a  machine  shop.   It  later  burned 
down. 

When  winter  came,  Papa  would  take  us  to 
school  when  the  weather  was  bad.   I  had 
excellent  teachers.  I  had  three  men  teachers. 
Glen  Baird,  Eugene  Ricks  and  Rulon  Shepherd.  I 
graduated  from  the  eighth  grade  and  started  high 
school  in  Ashton  when  I  was  15.   My  high  school 
days  were  spent  on  the  top  floor  of  the  high 
school  building  and  the  grade  school  was  on  the 


bottom  floor.   I  did  a  lot  of  walking  in  those  days 
to  school  and  back,  about  three  miles  each  way 
and  to  piano  lessons.   They  were  happy  days,  we 
did  have  happy  days  then. 

When  I  was  sixteen,  I  had  a  little  two  seater 
Model  T  Ford  to  drive  back  and  forth  to  high 
school.   All  the  kids  knew  when  I  would  leave 
for  school  and  by  the  time  we  got  there  the  car 
was  full  and  some  were  riding  on  the  running 
board,  spare  tire  and  hood  of  die  car.    I  put  it  in 
die  ditch  a  time  or  two  but  someone  was  always 
there  to  help  us  out.   We  had  lots  of  fun  with  that 
old  car.        1  was  class  President  when  I  was  a 
freshman  in  high  school  and  played  die  piano  for 
choir  and  school  functions.    I  enjoyed  home 
economics.    It  was  my  favorite  subject.   While  in 
the  eighth  grade  we  would  go  to  the  various 
schools  and  play  games. 

I  graduated  from  high  school  in  1931.   I 
didn't  go  to  college  Uiat  fall  because  Dad  had 
cancer  on  die  jugular  vein  and  it  took  all  the 
money  we  had  for  his  illness.    I  stayed  home  to 
take  care  ()\  the  children  and  keep  the  house  and 
meals  going,  so  I  didn't  get  to  college,  but  that's 
alright.    Not  everyone  at  that  time  had  the 
privilege  in  those  days. 

When  the  girls  were  ready  to  go  to  college 
the)  moved  to  Rexburg  in  the  winter.   Tommy 
Murdoch  was  my  high  school  boy  friend  most  of 
the  time,  but  we  didn't  go  steady  during  high 
school.   We  got  married  in  October,  1932.    We 
were  married  in  the  Logan  Temple.   We  moved 
into  a  one  room  building  that  Tommy's  father 
had  built  over  the  fruit  cellar,  next  to  his  parents' 
home,  with  no  running  water  or  indoor 
plumbing.   Tom  had  rented  Uncle  Dan  Gibson's 
place  to  farm,  about  two  miles  south  of  the  folk's 
home.   My  first  calling  in  the  church  after  we 
were  married,  was  as  a  teacher  in  the  Sunday 
School. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ronald  Thomas 

(2)  Darrell  Dean 
Mary 

(4)  Judith  Ann 


B-03  Nov  1933 
D  -05  Nov  1933 
B-02  May  1935 
B-  15  Jun  1937 
B-23  Jun  1942 


(5)  Tamra 


B-  15  May  1951 


M  -  16  Oct  1957  to  Marva  Lynn  Anglesey 

M  -  12  Mar  1971  to  Weldon  Reynolds 

M  -  05  Mar  1959  to  William  Atchley,  Jr.  (div) 

M  -  25  Apr  1975  to  Alfred  Eugene  Hemming  (dec) 

M  -  01  Apr  1983  to  Chester  Daniel  Albertson  (div) 

M  -  21  Aug  1992  to  Richard  John  Heinz 

M  -  06  Mar  1975  to  Samuel  Koroi  Cikaitoga 


Thomas  and  Alta  Murdoch 


Judy,  Tamra,  Darrell,  Mary  (Front) 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  THOMAS  HAMMON 
and  ALTA  (HILLAM)  MURDOCH 

1  -  RONALD  THOMAS.    Ronald  Thomas  was  born  on  November  3.  1933,  at  St.  Anthony  Hospital,  St. 
Anthony,  Fremont  County,  Idaho.   He  lived  only  a  short  while,  just  two  days,  just  long  enough  tor  his 
spirit  to  have  a  body.   He  fulfilled  his  mission  on  earth  and  returned  to  his  Heavenly  Father.   Tom  and 
Alta  were  devastated.   They  had  planned  for  this  little  spirit  to  bless  their  home,  to  bring  the  joy  that  only  a 
little  child  can  bring.   Grandpa  Hillam  built  the  tiny  casket  and  Grandma  Hillam  lined  it.   It  was  such  a 
tiny  casket  and  so  lovely.   He  was  laid  to  rest  in  the  Ashton  cemetery  at  the  side  of  his  Hillam 
grandparents.   He  would  be  63  years  old  this  next  November. 

2  -  DARRELL  DEAN.   I  was  born  on  the  second  day  of  May,  1935.  in  Ashton.  Fremont,  Idaho,  to 
Thomas  H.  and  Alta  Blanch  Hillam  Murdoch.    I  was  born  at  home  in  the  house  where  my  sister  Tamara 
lives.   I  have  three  sisters  :  Mary,  Judy,  and  Tamra.  all  younger.   We  enjoyed  a  normal,  happy  childhood. 
Dad  and  Mom  loved  us  and  cared  tor  us. 

All  my  early  schooling  was  in  Ashton.    I  spent  a  lot  of  time  alter  school  helping  my  dad  at  his  grocery 
store, "The  City  Market".    I  mostly  cleaned  tilings,  stocked  shelves,  killed  and  cleaned  chickens,  cut  up 
beef  and  pigs  and  helped  package  them  for  customers  cold  storage  lockers  and  the  meat  department  at  the 
store.   I  also  skinned  wild  game  during  hunting  season.    Dad  had  a  slaughter  house  where  we  had  pigs  and 
it  was  my  responsibility  to  take  care  of  them.   Once  a  week  we  would  do  slaughtering  for  other  people  and 
take  care  of  the  meat  for  them.   It  was  a  iiood  learning  experience  and  I  enjoyed  working  for  my  dad 
during  those  years.   I  was  also  my  mom's  handyman  and  lawn  mower.   She  would  always  be  mere  to  help 
out,  and  if  needed,  give  words  of  encouragement.    She  would  be  especially  nervous  at  lawn  mowing  time 
when  she  would  see  lawn  mower  parts  all  over  the  lawn,  "because  it  didn't  sound  just  right".    I  always 
loved  taking  diings  apart  and  putting  them  back  together. 

School  was  enjoyable  for  die  most  part.    I  had  several  friends.    I  was  average  as  a  student  and  enjoyed 
playing  sports.    I  was  named  to  die  Idaho  Slate  Football  Team  m\  senior  year.    I  received  several 
scholarship  offers,  but  settled  on  Utah  State  in  Logan.     I  spent  m\  freshman  year  there  and  die  first 
quarter  of  my  sophomore  year  at  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg.  Idaho,  before  leaving  on  my  mission  to  the 
East  Central  States  Mission,  headquartered  in  Louisville,  Kentucky.   The  mission  included  parts  of  Ohio, 
Mississippi,  Tennessee  and  West  Virginia. 

Soon  after  I  returned  from  my  mission.  I  married  Marva  Lynn  Anglesey  of  Idaho  Falls,  in  the  Idaho 
Falls  Temple.   We  met  at  the  end  of  my  freshman  year  of  college  at  Logan,  and  she  waited  for  me  while  I 
was  in  the  mission  field.   I  worked  for  my  dad  for  a  while  after  my  mission  and  marriage,  until  it  was  time 
to  go  into  the  Army.    I  received  my  training  at  Fort  Ord.  California  and  Fort  Gordon  near  Augusta. 
Georgia.   After  I  returned  home,  I  worked  around  Ashton  until  called  into  active  duty  with  the  Army 
during  the  Berlin  Crisis.   I  spent  a  year  at  Fort  Lewis,  Washington,  during  which  time  our  first  child  was 
born.   I  was  able  to  see  her  for  the  first  time  when  she  was  six  weeks  old  during  my  Christmas  furlough. 

For  the  next  ten  years  I  worked  for  Hemming  Chevrolet  in  Ashton.  which  now  is  a  vacant  lot  next  to 
the  old  City  Building.   I  enjoyed  that  very  much,  as  I  have  always  liked  mechanical  things.   I  then  had  the 
opportunity  to  work  for  the  Union  Pacific  Railroad  Company.   I  am  happy  that  I  made  that  step  as  it  has 
been  a  very  enjoyable  career  and  I  am  still  with  them.   I  have  worked  mostly  as  a  track  inspector,  at  first 
riding  in  those  little  square  cars  with  canvas  flaps  in  all  kind  of  weather,  and  now  riding  in  a  large  pickup 
that  can  be  converted  to  ride  on  the  tracks,  with  air  conditioning  and  a  radio.   I  have  worked  mostly 
between  Pocatello,  Idaho  and  Butte,  Montana,  so  I  get  to  see  some  beautiful  country. 

We  have  eight  children:  Dena  Lynn  Murdoch,  Christy  Jo  Murdoch  (Gary)  Parkin,  Debra  Lee 
Murdoch  (Matthew)  Clark,  James  Scott  Murdoch  (Michelle  Worley),  Bruce  Cameron  Murdoch  (Doranna 
Brower),  Kurt  Thomas  Murdoch  (Andrea  Karren),  Connie  Gay  Murdoch,  and  Marcia  Jean  Murdoch,  and 
nine  grandchildren.   They  are  great  kids  and  we  love  them  and  the  families  they  are  starting.   We  built  our 
home  close  to  the  banks  of  Fall  River  and  Conant  Creek;  up  stream  from  Grandpa  Brigham  and  Grandma 
Louannie  Murdoch's  homestead.  We  love  it  here  and  manage  to  do  a  little  gardening,  babysit 
grandchildren  and  stay  active  in  the  Church. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dena  Lynn 

(2)  Christ)  Jo 

(3)  Debra  Lee 

(4)  James  Scott 

(5)  Bruce  Cameron 

(6)  Kurt  Thomas 

(7)  Connie  Gay 

(8)  Marcia  Jean 


B-  12  Nov  1961 
B- 25  Jul  1963 
B-  14  Nov  1964 
B- 08  Jul  1968 
B- 02  Jan  1970 
B- 02  Oct  1973 
B-  19  Jan  1976 
B  -  02  Dec  1 977 


M  -  21  Jun  1991  to  Gary  Lee  Parkin 
M  -  17  Feb  1985  to  Matthew  Reynolds  Clark 
M  -  21  Feb  1992  to  Michelle  Johnson  Worley 
M  -  08  May  1993  to  Doranna  Marie  Brower 
M  -  21  Mar  1997  to  Andrea  Karren 


j 


t 


» 


Darrell  Dean  and  Marva  (Anglesey)  Murdoch 


335 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Bruce,  Doranna  (Brower),  Gary  Parkin,  Tyrcl,  Josh,  Lindsey,  Marva  (Anglesey),  Darrell 

Murdoch,  Kurt,  Andrea  (Karren).  Connie.  Mania.  Michelle  (Work)  ).  Scott 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Hailey,  Kera.  Michaela,  Debra.  Zaker\ .  Grandma  Aha  Murdoch.  Christy,  Caleb 


1-  Dena  Lynn  Murdoch.  She  served  in  the  Boise  Idaho  Mission    Elder  John  Carmack  was  the 
Mission  President.  She  has  a  degree  in  Anthropology  from  Idaho  State  University  and  is  currently 
working  for  the  State  of  Idaho  as  Collections  Manager  for  the  museum  at  Idaho  State  University  in 
Pocatello.  She  just  returned  from  St  Louis.  Mo  where  she  worked  for  two  years  with  the  Corp  of 
Engineers,  traveling  throughout  the  U.S.  establishing  procedures  for  \anous  museums  and  documenting 
collections. 


2  -  Cristy  Jo  Murdoch  Parkin.  She  served  her  mission  in  Hong  Kong.  She  is  a  registered  nurse, 
having  obtained  her  degree  from  Idaho  State  University .  She  specializes  in  premature  baby  care  at 
Bannock  Regional  Medical  Center  in  Pocatello  and  gets  to  participate  in  Life  Flight  Services  for  babies. 
She  is  married  to  Gary  Parkin  (born  and  raised  in  Pocatello).  who  teaches  at  Hawthorne  Junior  High 
School  m  Pocatello.  Gary  served  a  mission  in  Brazil.  When  they  were  first  married.  Gary  was  teaching 
and  coaching  girl's  basketball  at  McCall  High  School  and  Christy  worked  in  the  hospital  there   They 
have  4  children. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Stephanie  Jo 

(2)  -  Hailey  Dawn 

(3)  -  Lindsey  Ann 

(4)  -  Caleb  Dee 


B-  16  Jul  1992  (stillborn) 
B  -  23  Jul  1993 
B-  10  Apr  1995 
B- 23  Dec  1996 
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Gary  and  Cristy  Jo  (Murdoch)  Parkin 


3  -   Debra  Lee  Murdoch  Clark.    Dcbra  is  serving  her  mission  at  home  with  her  husband  (Mat  Clark  - 
home  grown  in  Ashton)  and  their  four  children:  Tyrel.  1 1  years;  Joshua.  9  years;  Kera,  6  years;  arid 
Zakery.  14  months    Mat  and  Debra  worked  hard  to  get  Mat's  degree  from  Northern  Arizona  University. 
Now  Mat  teaches  at  Ashton  Junior  High  and  helps  coach  football  and  wrestling.  They  are  both  very  busy 
in  athletics  with  their  own  children  as  well.  Debra  and  Tyrel  were  able  to  go  to  Michigan  with  the 
Problem  Solving  Team  from  Ashton  this  summer.  Debra  also  enjoys  helping  Grandma  Alta  in  her 
various  projects. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Mathew  Tyrel  B  -  06  Sep  1985 

(2)  -  Joshua  Thomas  B  -  07  Apr  1 988 
(3) -Kera  B  -  05  Sep  1990 
(4)  -  Zakery  Miller  B  -  08  Jun  1 996 


4  -  James  Scott  Murdoch.  He  served  his  mission  in  the  Netherlands  and  after  his  return,  attended  Utah 
State  University  at  Logan.  While  there,  he  met  and  married  Michelle  and  they  now  have  2  girls; 
Michaela,  3  years;  and  McKenzie,  10  months.  Scott  and  Michelle  also  worked  hard  together  for  Scott's 
degree  in  Business  Management.  He  trained  in  the  management  program  at  WalMart  in  Logan  and  last 
year  transferred  to  Vernal,  Utah  to  be  an  assistant  manager.  He  has  learned  a  lot  about  life  in  that  line  of 
work.  They  are  happy  about  the  opening  of  the  Vernal  Temple  and  are  pleased  to  have  one  close  by. 

CHILDREN: 

1(1) -Michaela  B- 25  Jan  1994 

(2)  -  McKenzie  B  -  08  Sep  1 996 


5  -  Bruce  Cameron  Murdoch.  He  served  in  the  San  Bernardino  California  Mission  where  he  enjoyed 
many  special  experiences.  While  there,  the  mission  was  split  and  Bruce  stayed  in  the  San  Bernardino 
Dart.  He  married  Doranna  within  a  year  of  his  return  and  they  are  now  living  in  Pocatello,  Idaho.  He  is 
vorking  as  a  security  guard  at  Weight  Watchers  in  Pocatello. 
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Bruce  and  Doranna  (Brower)  Murdoch 


6-  Kurt  Thomas  Murdoch.  On  October  2nd.  I(>7.v  at  lJ  06  A  M  .  I  was  born  with  red  hair  and  blue 
eyes  to  my  parents.  Darrell  Dean  Murdoch  and  Man  a  1  \  nn  i  Anglesey )  Murdoch    1  was  twenty  inches 
long  and  weighted  7  lbs..  9  ounces    1  had.  and  still  do  have,  three  older  sisters.  Dena  Lynn,  Christy  Jo. 
and  Debra  Lee.    Along  with  that.  1  had  two  older  brothers,  which  made  the  odds  of  boys  to  girls  even 
after  I  was  born.  My  parents  had  planned  to  name  their  first  girl  Dena  and  their  first  boy  Kurt    They  did 
name  the  first  girl  what  they  had  planned  on.  but  when  the  first  box  came  along,  plans  changed.  Thev 
named  him  James  Scott  because.  my  mom  said.  "That's  not  m\  Kurt  "  After  two  boys  in  a  row.  I  came  a 
couple  of  years  later  and  my  mom  said.  "That's  m\  Kurt1" 

They  gave  me  the  name  Kurt  Thomas  Murdoch,  a  name  that  I've  always  been  proud  of.  They  named 
me  after  my  Grandfather  Thomas  H.  Murdoch,  and  I  have  always  lo\ed  to  sa\  that  I  have  the  name  of  my 
grandpa.  I  loved  it  when  Thanksgi\  ing  and  Christmas  would  come,  because  that  meant  we  would  get  to 
go  up  to  the  Flat  Rock  Club  in  Island  Park.  Idaho,  to  visit  Grandma  Alia  and  Grandpa  Tom    We  would 
go  sledding,  feed  the  deer,  and  play  on  the  pier    Then  the  sad  time  came  when  they  had  to  move  into  the 
town  of  Ashton.  Idaho,  because  Grandpa's  health  was  not  good  enough  to  take  care  of  the  Club    I  will 
always  remember  the  fun  times  and  memories  that  were  made  at  the  Flat  Rock  Club 

I  was  always  a  hvper  kid  growing  up.  I'm  sure  m\  mom  will  vouch  for  me  on  that  one    She  would 
always  tell  me  that  I  was  her  easiest  labor    She  was  sure  that  God  made  it  that  way  because  he  knew  1 
would  be  her  test  in  life.  Of  course,  she  was  just  giving  me  a  hard  time,  but  1  did  love  to  cause  trouble 
and  to  see  how  far  I  could  go  before  I  was  actually  in  trouble    I  rcallv  enjoyed  growing  up.  As  time  went 
on,  two  more  girls  were  added  to  the  family,  Connie  Gay  and  Marcia  Jean.  Connie  was  the  one  next  in 
age  to  me,  so  we  usually  got  in  trouble  together    I  remember  one  time  my  mom  made  a  plate  of  brownies 
and  instructed  us  to  stay  away.  Well.  Connie  and  I  figured  we  could  get  away  with  it  and  took  the  whole 
plate  downstairs  to  my  dad's  den  and  started  eating.  It  wasn't  long  until  they  realized  that  the  brownies 
were  missing  and  caught  us  with  dirty  hands  and  chocolate  faces. 

I  love  the  outdoors  and  spent  lots  of  time  playing  outside.  We  grew  up  in  the  country  of  Ashton. 
right  next  to  Fall  River,  so  we  had  lots  of  freedom  to  play .  fish,  and  camp  out.  all  of  which  are  a  big  part 
of  my  life. 

I  went  to  Ashton  Elementary  School  and  was  taught  bv  two  of  my  relatives.  My  Aunt  Mary 
Reynolds  taught  me  in  the  second  grade  (most  people  know  her  as  Miss  Mary),  and  my  Uncle  Sam 
Cikiatogo  (known  as  Mr.  "C"  because  no  one  could  pronounce  his  name),  taught  me  in  the  sixth  grade. 
Many  kids  thought  that  it  would  be  nice  to  have  an  aunt  or  uncle  as  a  teacher,  but  I  was  not  too  sure 
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m\  self  M\  sixth  grade  class  was  the  last  class  to  be  taught  by  Sam,  as  he  was  killed  in  a  car  accident 
thai  summct  I  was  verj  fortunate  and  luck)  to  have  had  the  opportunity  to  be  a  student  of  Miss  Mary 
and  Mr  "C" 

I  wrestled  in  Little  League  all  through  elementary  school  and  continued  to  play  sports  as  I  went 
through  junior  high  and  high  school  at  North  Fremont.   I  wrestled  and  played  football  all  four  years  of 
high  school    Oin  football  team  took  the  A-3  State  Championship  my  sophomore  year,  and,  even  though  I 
bated  wrestling  practices,  I  loved  to  wrestle 

After  1  graduated.  I  went  oil  a  mission  for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints  in  the 
California  San  Bernardino  area    I  will  always  remember  and  treasure  the  experiences  I  had  while  I  served 
that  mission;  the  reason  being  that,  not  only  did  I  touch  the  lives  of  others,  but  they  touched  my  life  also. 
One  of  the  most  memorable  experiences  was  when  I  was  ll\mg  into  Idaho  Falls  upon  my  return.  I  was  on 
a  really  small  and  bounc\  plane  which  made  me  sick  to  my  stomach    As  we  were  landing,  I  couldn't  hold 
it  am  longer  and  1  threw  up.  co\ermg  two  rows  ahead  of  me.  Fortunately,  no  one  was  in  the  way,  but  it 
sure  made  a  mess  of  my  nicely  pressed  suit 

After  I  returned,  I  moved  to  Logan.  Utah,  so  that  I  could  prepare  for  school  at  Utah  State  University. 
Unfortunate!) .  I'm  still  preparing    I  got  a  job  a  Wal-Mart  and  worked  there  for  almost  a  year  and  a  half. 
It  was  there  that  I  met  the  beautiful  Andrea  Karrcn  from  Lcwiston.  Utah  (20  miles  north  of  Logan).  The 
first  words  1  spoke  to  her  were.  "Do  you  have  a  boy  fricndr'  We  got  married  March  21,  1997,  and  are 
now  expecting  our  first  baby  at  Christmas  time.  We  lived  in  Logan  for  a  while,  where  I  was  employed  at 
Moore  Business  Communication  Services.  We  have  since  moved  to  Dillon,  Montana,  where  I  work  for 
the  Union  Pacific  Railroad  as  a  section  man. 

In  closing.  I  would  like  to  say  how  grateful  I  am  for  the  unconditional  love  my  family  has  given  to 
me.  They  have  always  been  very  supportive  of  me  and  arc  the  greatest  family  any  man  could  ever  ask 
for.  I  love  them  dearly  and  am  so  happy  to  be  a  part  of  the  Murdoch  Family. 

By  Kurt  Thomas  Murdoch,  May  5,  1997 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Amber  Tanielle  B  -  15  Dec  1997 


Kurt  and  Andrea  (Karren)  Murdoch 
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7  -  Connie  Gay  Murdoch.  She  is  presently  (summer  of  1997)  at  the  MTC  in  Provo.  Utah,  learning 
Spanish  and  will  be  teaching  the  people  in  the  Bahia  Blanca  Argentina  Mission.  She  is  scheduled  to 
leave  the  MTC  in  early  September  and  is  very  excited.  She  graduated  from  Ricks  College  last  April    She 
participated  in  the  150th  Sesquicentennial  Spectacular  where  all  the  missionaries  sang.  "Called  to  Serve", 
a  special  memory  for  her. 

8  -  Marcia  Jean  Murdoch.    I  am  the  youngest  of  the  eight  children  of  Darrell  and  Marva  Murdoch. 
I  was  born  to  them  on  December  2,  1977.  There  was  a  little  worry  when  I  was  born,  due  to  the  tact 
that  I  am  thyroid  deficient  and  had  yellow  jaundice.   A  month  after  1  was  born,  my  Grandpa  Anglesey 
died  of  a  heart  attack  and  my  Grandma  Anglesey  had  died  a  few  years  earlier,  so  I  have  no 
recollection  of  my  mother's  parents. 

I  had  a  wonderful  childhood  growing  up  next  to  Fall  River.   There  was.  and  still  is.  enough  room 
for  any  child  with  an  imagination  to  play.  I  would  play  with  my  cars,  helicopters,  airplanes, 
mansions,  restaurants,  hotels,  motorcycles,  cruise  liners,  and  oilier  such  things  until  late  hours  of  the 
night.   The  winter  just  gave  me  more  to  play  with.   I  was  never  bored  for  something  to  do. 

Growing  up,  we  had  three  dogs  that  I  really  remember.  Their  names  were  Rocky.  Snickers,  and 
Treena.   Rocky  was  my  favorite.  We  had  main  cats,  but  there  is  only  one  that  really  sticks  out  in  my 
mind,  Samantha  (Sam).   She  got  sick  and  died  on  me  when  I  was  about  1 1  years  old.    Since  then,  I've 
had  a  dislike  for  most  cats.    I've  never  grown  sick  ol  dogs,  though.  Rocky  even  saved  my  life  once. 
While  playing  outside  with  my  cousin,  Tuc.  I  noticed  he  was  barking  at  something.    In  an  effort  to  get 
me  inside,  he  grabbed  me  by  the  neck     I  knew  something  was  wrong,  so  Tuc  and  I  went  to  our  houses 
and  stayed  there.   That  night,  my  oldest  sister  heard  a  mountain  lion  outside  her  window.   Snickers 
died  shortly  after  Treena.  He  was  a  good  dog  and  very  adorable. 

In  high  school,  I  did  main  sports  and  kept  very  busy     I  started  to  run  cross  country  and  shortly 
after  it  was  over,  I  began  basketball.   Track  was  started  up  again  for  the  first  time  in  four  years. 
During  those  four  years,  I  competed  in  three  state  championships.    1  was  also  part  of  the  first  place 
District  Cross  Country  Championship  team  as  a  senior  and  the  diird  place  team  at  State  that  same 
year.   1  ended  up  playing  basketball  only  die  first  two  years  and  managed  the  team  die  last  two.   There 
was  a  track  team  for  three  years  while  I  was  in  high  school  and  I  was  on  every  one.    I  was  also  a 
member  of  the  North  Fremont  Student  Council  my  Senior  \ear.   Through  hard  work  and 
determination,  I  managed  to  graduate  in  die  top  ten  of  my  class  and  as  a  member  of  the  National  honor 
Society.   1  had  many  friends  and  enjoyed  doing  things  with  them  whenever  possible. 

I  am  now  attending  Ricks  College.   I  live  w  ith  five  girls,  all  of  which  have  become  very  dear  to 
me.   I  room  with  an  old  friend  from  high  school  and  see  many  of  my  other  friends  often.   My 
testimony  has  grown  and  I  am  very  active  in  church.   I've  met  many  new  friends  and  have  enjoyed 
college  life.   My  major  is  history  and  I  intend  to  go  Into  secondary  education  once  I  transfer  to  a 
university.  I  plan  to  have  a  double  teaching  major  in  history  and  physical  education  after  graduation 
from  whichever  university  I  go  to. 

My  family  has  become  very  dear  to  me.   I  am  proud  of  my  heritage  and  always  try  to  make  the 
name  better.   I  spend  as  much  time  as  possible  with  my  family. 


3  -  MARY  MURDOCH  REYNOLDS.   Mary  was  born  on  June  15,  1937,  at  home  at  Ashton,  Fremont 
County,  Idaho.   She  grew  up  at  Ashton  and  graduated  from  the  eighth  grade  and  from  North  Fremont 
High  School.   As  a  very  young  girl,  she  started  working  for  her  father  in  the  "City  Market"   to  help  fund 
her  education.   She  attended  Ricks  college  and  graduated  from  there  and  then  went  on  to  Utah  State 
University  at  Logan,  Utah,  where  she  graduated  with  a  Bachelor  of  Science  Degree  in  Elementary 
Education.    "Miss  Mary",  as  she  is  called,  has  taught  second  grade  at  Ashton  Elementary  her  entire 
career.   She  truly  loves  her  work  and  her  students  and  has  found  many  ways  to  motivate  the  children, 
including  the  biannual  operetta.   It  is  something  the  whole  community  looks  forward  to  each  year.   Mary 
has  worked  in  many  church  positions. 
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Weldon  Reynolds,  husband  of  Mary  Murdoch  Reynolds.  Weldon  Reynolds  was  born  on  the  1 9th  of 

September.  llHS.  at  home  in  Marysville.  Fremont  County,  Idaho,  the  son  of  Shirley  and  Madge  Howard 
Reynolds.   He  attended  all  twelve  grades  Ol  school  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School  at 
Ashton,  Idaho.   Weldon  owns  and  operates,  the  Weldon  Reynolds  Contracting.   The  jobs  are  varied  and 
interesting,  ranging  from  canal  maintenance  to  waterline  repair  to  building  and  demolition.     Weldon  has 
been  invoked  in  local  politics,  sen  tag  on  the  Fremont  County  Parks  and  Recreation  Board  for  eight  years 
and  as  County  Commissioner  for  10  years.    Weldon  has  also  served  in  many  church  positions. 

Mary  and  Weldon  have  two  children.   They  are  adopted  and  have  brought  so  much  joy  to  the  whole 
family. 

The  Reynolds  live  on  the  same  lots  that  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Murdoch  lived  on  in  Ashton.   The  shed 
is  located  where  Grandpa  had  his  dairy  barn.   Mary  says,  "We  pick  apples  and  plums  from  the  trees 
started  by  them  and  each  Fourth  of  July,  the  wild  yellow  roses,  started  by  Grandma,  still  bloom".   The 
starts  from  the  yellow  rose  plant  came  from  Great  Grandmother  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon.   She 
planted  it  when  she  planted  her  flower  garden,  not  long  after  they  settled  in  Uintah,  Weber  County,  Utah, 
about  1856-60.   When  Grandfather  and  Grandmother,  Heber  Chase  and  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen 
Hammon,  came  from  Uintah  to  Wilford,  Idaho,  they  brought  starts  of  the  yellow  rose  with  them. 
Grandma  Murdoch  planted  a  start  on  "the  flat"  in  her  first  flower  garden.   She  brought  a  start  to  Ashton 
when  they  moved  from  the  homestead. 

By  Weldon  Reynolds 
CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Dawn  Mary  B  -  04  Sep  1976  (Adopted)  M  -  18  Jul  1997  to  Ryan  Holman  " 

(2)  Ladd  Weldon  B  -  27  Feb  1 979  (Adopted) 


1  -  Dawn  Mary.    She  was  born  on  the  4th  of  September,  1976,  at  Concepcion,  Chile,  in  South 
America.   They  came  home  with  her  on  Christmas  Eve.   What  a  special  time  to  have  a  baby  bless 
their  home!   She  was  a  beautiful  child  and  won  the  hearts  of  everyone.  She  attended  all  12  grades  in 
the  local  schools  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School.   She  graduated  from  Ricks  College 
at  Rexburg,  Idaho,  with  a  minor  in  Spanish  and  a  major  in  Business.  She  went  on  to  Idaho  State 
University  in  Pocatello,  where  she  is  a  junior.   She  enjoys  seeing  new  places  and  has  been  to 
Washington  D.C.,  to  Mexico  and  to  most  western  states.   She  has  been  a  life  guard  for  six  years, 
working  at  the  Ashton  pool  and  at  Ricks  College. 

2  -  Ladd  Weldon.   He  was  born  on  the  27th  of  February,  1979,  at  Concepcion,  Chile,  in  South 
America.  They  brought  him  home  on  the  eve  of  Mother's  Day.  What  a  great  gift!   He  also  captured 
the  hearts  of  everyone.   He  was  such  a  handsome  baby.  Ladd  attended  grade  school  at  Ashton  and 
just  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School,  where  his  favorite  subjects  were  sports  and 
snowmobiling.   Ladd  (like  his  father)  is  happiest  when  he  can  be  hunting  and  playing  in  the  snow.  In 
the  summer,  Ladd  works  with  his  dad  as  an  equipment  operator. 


JUDITH  ANN  MURDOCH  HEINZ.    I  was  born  on  June  23,  1942,  to  Thomas  Hammon  and  Alta 
Blanch  Hillam  Murdoch.   I  felt  very  fortunate  to  grow  up  across  the  street  from  Grandma  Louannie  and 

randpa  Brig.   I  have  grown  to  appreciate  how  hard  they  worked.  They  were  truly  good  examples  of 
being  self  sustaining  and  one  never  doubted  how  much  they  loved  the  Lord.  They  lived  on  the  three 
corner  lots  of  what  is  now  Idaho  and  10th  Street,  in  Ashton,  Idaho. 

The  vegetable  garden  took  up  a  little  more  than  a  full  lot.  They  lived  off  what  they  could  grow.   I 
emember  putting  vegetables  in  a  basket  in  the  fall.   (However  much  a  three  or  four  year  old  can  help.) 
rhe  rest  of  their  property  was  a  small  amount  of  grass  and  a  huge  flower  garden. 

When  I  worked  with  Grandma,  she  always  walked  with  a  crutch  and  weeded  with  a  butcher  knife. 

I  he  was  a  good  example,  as  she  and  I  would  walk  a  few  blocks  to  check  on  Mrs.  Holmes,  who  was  old 
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and  didn't  have  a  family  or  a  telephone.  We  would  take  her  soup  or  something  for  her  to  eat.   Grandma 
was  always  looking  out  for  other  people. 

Grandpa  was  my  favorite  person.   For  a  treat,  he  would  peel  me  an  apple  they  stored  in  the  root 
cellar.   The  challenge  was  to  peel  the  apple  with  the  curled  spiral  of  skin  in  one  piece.   Often,  I  went 
milking  with  Grandpa.   The  two  Guernsey  cows,  which  he  let  me  name,  were  Judy  and  Iddle.  (I  couldn't 
pronounce  Little.) 

I  remember  standing  behind  Grandpa's  chair  and  combing  his  hair  by  the  hours.   He  was  a  great  stor; 
teller.   Grandma  cooked  on  a  wood  stove  and  always  had  a  pot  of  soup  simmering  on  the  back  of  the 
stove.   My  favorite  treat  from  Grandma  was  a  slice  of  home  made  bread  with  plum  jam  with  the  stones  le 
in. 

Every  week  during  the  spring,  summer  and  fall.  Grandma  would  cut  a  bouquet  of  flowers  from  her 
garden  and  take  to  church.   She  truly  was  the  one  the  Primary  song  was  written  about  (In  my 
Grandmother's  Old  Fashioned  Garden). 

A  special  part  of  living  close  to  Grandma  and  Grandpa  was  getting  to  know  all  the  relatives  as  they 
came  to  visit.  Whenever  the  relatives  came,  the  ladies  always  had  a  project.  For  example,  they  would 
make  rag  rugs  or  quilt  tops,  or  do  crocheting  or  some  other  form  of  handiwork. 

Aunt  Katie  was  still  living  at  home  while  I  was  small  and  she  enjoyed  zero  privacy,  as  I  was  her  little 
shadow.   I  was  a  very  quiet  child  and  easy  to  have  around  and  1  entertained  myself.    I  was  very  content 
and  enjoyed  the  peaceful  feeling  of  being  at  my  grandparents'  and  parents'  homes. 

I  love  looking  at  Aunt  Katie's  old  pictures,  as  I  am  in  main  oi  them  widi  Grandma  and  Grandpa.  I 
loved  it  when  the  cousins  would  come  to  visit.   We  would  play  outside,  even  in  die  dark.    Some  of  our 
favorite  games  were:  Charlie,  Charlie  Butcher  Bo\ .  Run  Sheep  Run,  Hide  and  Seek  and  No  Bears  out 
Tonight. 

When  I  was  five.  Aunt  Katie  married  Glade  Lyon  in  our  home.    Dadd)  performed  die  ceremony  and 
Grandpa  Brig  gave  her  away.    Mamma  made  me  a  dust}  rose  dress  with  embroidery  and  buttons  down  tht 
front.   I  always  called  it  my  wedding  dress 

A  traumatic  thing  happened  to  me  when  I  was  five.    The  love  of  my  life.  Grandpa  Brig,  died.   From 
that  day  forward,  when  I  wished  on  a  wish  bone.  1  would  wish  Grandpa  would  come  back  to  life.   As  I 
grew  up,  each  Memorial  Day,  Grandma  Murdoch  would  help  me  make  little  bouquets  from  her  flower 
garden  for  every  relative  in  the  cemetery.   You  can  only  imagine  how  many  little  bundles  of  flowers  I 
carried  in  a  box  to  put  by  the  headstones.   I  have  many  happy  memories  of  Grandma  and  her  flower 
garden. 

Thus  is  my  story  of  Grandpa  and  Grandma;  it  sounds  like  1  didn't  have  any  parents.    1  loved  being 
with  Grandpa  and  Grandma,  and  Daddy  was  a  busy  bishop  and  Mother  was  a  busy  Relief  Society  lady  anc 
mother.   My  parents  owned  and  operated  die  "City  Market ".  which  was  a  grocery  store  and  meat  market. 
Daddy  did  custom  butchering  and  meat  cutting.   The  store  involved  the  whole  family.   Mom  helped  wrap 
meat  and  we  kids  helped  after  school  and  in  the  summer  in  the  grocery  store. 

Daddy  was  a  friend  to  everyone.   He  couldn't  pass  women  on  the  street  without  giving  them  big  hugs, 
but  he  gave  the  men  hugs,  too,  as  he  was  truly  full  of  love  for  his  fellowman.   He  was  gentle  and  kind  anc 
generous.   He  took  good  care  of  us  all .   We  were  all  neatly  groomed.   Mother  kept  us  clean  and  our 
clothes  were  always  pressed  and  creased.   Most  o\  our  clothes  were  made  by  Mother.   She  was  a  master 
of  sewing  and  handiwork.  She  never  sat  down  but  what  she  had  handiwork  in  her  lap.   She  never  wasted 
minute. 

I  had  long  hair  that  I  could  sit  on.   Mother  kept  it  in  braids  or  wringlets.   When  I  was  1 1 ,  I  finally 
talked  Mother  and  Daddy  into  letting  me  get  my  hair  cut  and  permed.   I've  never  worn  it  long  since. 

I  went  to  elementary  and  high  school  in  Ashton.  I  was  a  good  student.  I  had  great  friends,  many  of 
whom  I  am  still  close  to. 

In  1959, 1  married  William  Atchley,  Jr.   In  the  years  that  followed,  we  had  five  children,  Jan,  Tom, 
Julie,  Patti  Rue  and  Dorri  Ann.  We  later  divorced  in  1974.   I  married  Eugene  Hemming  in  1975.  He  ha 
lost  his  wife  the  previous  year.   He  was  left  with  a  six  year  old  daughter,  Suzanne  and  three  grown  sons. 
In  November  of  1977,  Eugene  died.   The  following  spring  I  legally  adopted  Suzanne. 
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The  next  six  years  1  spent  time  earning  my  Cosmetology  license,  working,  going  to  school  activities 
with  m\  children,  building  a  home  and  being  involved  with  church  activities.    In  1983,  I  married  Chester 
Daniel  Albertson.   We  later  divorced  in  1991. 

Because  I  was  so  young  when  my  children  were  born,  I  literally  grew  up  with  them.   I  feel  blessed 
hey  were  all  good  students  and  born  with  a  sense  of  humor.   We  had  a  lot  of  love  and  humor  in  our  home. 
One  of  our  highly  developed  talents  was  to  have  the  ability  to  roll  with  the  punches.   This  was  important  as 
was  not  skilled  in  keeping  a  marriage  in  one  piece. 

Even  though  we  had  experienced  sad  times,  the  greatest  tragedy  of  our  lives  was  when  we  lost  Julie  in 
i  car  accident  in  July  of  1986.   She  was  20  years  old.   Thank  goodness  for  our  faith  and  belief  in  our 
kavenly  Father,  as  we  hope  to  live  worthy  to  dwell  with  her  and  all  our  loved  ones  throughout  the 
eternities. 

In  the  spring  of  1992,  I  met  Richard  John  Heinz.   After  a  sweet  courtship,  and  upon  the  completion  of 
lis  painting  my  house,  we  were  married  on  August  21 ,  1992.   That  brings  me  up  to  date.   I  am  still  doing 
air  in  the  beauty  shop  in  my  home.   Dick  is  retired,  but  I  doubt  he's  been  busier.   He  is  a  good  worker 
nd  a  fix-  it  kind  of  guy,  so  I, myself,  the  family  and  the  community  keep  him  very  busy.   We  have  been 
irtunate  to  do  quite  a  bit  of  traveling  and  hope  to  do  more.   We  love  to  spend  time  with  our  children  and 
randchildren. 

Dick  and  I  enjoy  our  activity  in  the  Church.   Some  of  the  positions  I  have  held  are  in  the  ward  Sunday 
chool,  Primary,  and  Young  Women  organizations.   I  have  been  a  Relief  Society  president  and  Gospel 
octrine  teacher.  I  have  also  served  as  Stake  Young  Women  President.   Dick  has  been  active  in  the 
;outing  program  and  has  served  as  a  Sunday  School  teacher,  High  Priest  counselor,  stake  missionary, 
lunselor  in  a  bishopric  and  athletic  director,  both  ward  and  stake. 

I  am  thankful  to  have  been  born  into  such  a  good  family  and  to  have  been  blessed  with  such  good,  hard 
orking  children.   Dick  has  worked  so  hard  to  keep  up  our  home  and  yard.   A  few  of  our  trees  had  been 
anted  by  my  dad  several  years  ago,  along  with  a  start  of  the  yellow  rosebush  from  Grandma's  flower 
arden.   The  trees  and  rose  bush  are  much  larger  now,  and  Dick  has  added  many  more  trees  and  bushes, 
ick  is  like  my  dad,  in  that  they  are  both  little  Johnny  Appleseeds. 

One  of  the  things  Dick  and  I  enjoy  doing  together  is  going  to  the  temple.   My  temple  dress  is  very 
fecial  to  me  because  Mother  made  it  for  me.   She  also  embroidered  my  temple  apron.   I  hope  I  don't  get 
o  heavy,  as  I  hope  to  be  buried  in  them. 

Writing  this  history  has  been  good  for  my  family  and  myself.   We've  been  doing  a  great  deal  of 
miniscing.   My  fond  memories  are  of  my  grandparents,  and  my  children's  are  of  my  mom  and  dad. 
eavenly  Father  really  knew  what  he  was  doing  when  he  created  grandparents. 

ichard  John  Heinz,  husband  of  Judy  Murdoch  Heinz.  I  was  born  on  May  18,  1927,  to  John  Jacob 
ick)  and  Helen  Virginia  Heinz.   Dad  moved  us  to  Ashton  where  he  was  employed  by  the  Brown  Dairy, 
iter  we  moved  east  of  Marysville  where  Dad  worked  for  Duncan  McArthur.  We  lived  in  several  rented 
mes:  those  being  the  Herschel  Egbert  place,  just  east  of  the  Marvin  Hillam's  home,  Ernest  Whittle's 
ice,  the  Holbrook  apartments,  and  the  Lamborn  place,  where  we  lived  during  most  of  my  school  years, 
ttended  grade  school  in  Marysville.   They  were  wonderful  years  with  lots  of  memories.   My  best  friend 
s  Cleon  Cordon.  We  spent  many  happy  hours  riding  horses,  hauling  hay  and  skiing  behind  Pearl 
rdon's  mail  sleigh  on  Saturdays. 

While  living  on  the  Egbert  place,  the  neighbor  girls,  Nina  and  Grace  Hillam,  would  sit  with  me  while 
m  worked.   I  told  them  the  only  reason  they  did  was  because  I  let  them  play  with  my  doll.  Ha. 

In  my  sophomore  year,  we  moved  to  Ashton  on  Pine  Street,  half  a  block  from  the  Forest  Service 
idquarters,  where  Dad  spent  30  years.  Mom  was  a  telephone  operator  (Number  Please)  at  the  Ashton 
change  for  many  years  and  she  knew  everyone.   Later,  she  became  the  secretary  at  the  North  Fremont 
lh  School. 

During  my  high  school  years,  I  played  on  the  football,  basketball  and  boxing  teams.  I  worked  part 
e  at  the  Red  and  White  Grocery  Store,  which  later  became  the  City  Market  for  Thomas  Murdoch.  He 

also  my  bishop  for  many  years.   I  helped  skin  out  beef,  checked  groceries  and  stocked  shelves.  (Little 
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did  I  know  I  would  later  marry  one  of  his  daughters). 

The  class  that  opened  the  doors  for  me  was  typing.   I  left  school  the  end  of  my  junior  year  and  went 
into  the  U.S.  Navy  in  San  Diego,  California.   After  boot  camp,  I  was  sent  to  the  Island  of  Guam  and  was 
assigned  to  the  destroyer  Escort.   A  few  months  later  I  was  transferred  to  the  USS  Hyades  cargo  ship  and 
spent  the  balance  of  my  time  taking  provisions  to  our  troops  in  the  Pacific,  including  China,  Japan,  etc.  I 
was  recalled  to  service  during  the  Korean  conflict  and  spent  that  time  in  Astoria,  Oregon. 

Ricks  College  was  next,  where  I  met  and  married  Barbara  Nebeker  from  Shoshone,  Idaho.   We  had 
four  children,  two  boys  and  two  girls.   We  moved  to  Twin  Falls  in  1952.   I  worked  for  Garrett 
Freightlines  for  ten  years  and  transferred  to  the  San  Francisco  and  Oakland  Bay  area  for  another  22  years. 

Barbara  passed  away  in  November  of  1991 .   I  continued  to  work  until  the  spring  of  1992,  when  I 
came  back  to  Idaho.   Here  I  met  Judith  Ann  Murdoch.   After  a  whirlwind  courtship,  we  were  married  on 
the  21st  of  August,  1992.   We  were  sealed  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  August  24,  1996. 

Because  of  the  typing  class  I  took  in  high  school,  I  was  able  to  get  jobs  that  otherwise  I  would  not  have 
been  able  to  get.   While  in  die  Navy,  I  became  a  dispersing  (payroll)  clerk  and  ran  three  stores  aboard 
ship.   Later,  it  got  me  a  belter  job  with  Garrett  Freightlines,  as  a  rate  clerk  typist  and  District  Rate 
Auditor,  Office  Manager,  Dock  Foreman  and  Truck  Dispatcher. 

I  have  always  been  active  in  the  Church.    I  have  been  called  in  the  Scouting  program,  as  a  Sunday 
School  teacher,  stake  missionary,  counselor  to  die  bishop  and  High  Priest  Group,  records  clerk  and 
athletic  director,  both  stake  and  ward,  and  have  worked  most  of  m\  time  with  the  youth. 

I  have  been  blessed  over  die  years  for  doing  those  things  the  Lord  has  asked  of  me.    I  am  now  reaping 
the  reward  for  that  dedication.    I  have  a  lovely  wife  and  our  life  is  a  heaven  on  eardi.   So  many  blessings 
have  been  given  to  us  Uiese  past  diree  and  one  halt  years  and  we  have  accomplished  much.    I  know  it  is 
because  we  have  been  doing  those  Uiings  the  Lord  would  have  us  do.    I  pray  the  Lord  will  bless  us  that  we 
may  always  do  that  which  will  bring  us  to  His  eternal  presence 

Richard  John  Heinz   February,  1996 


CHILDREN:      (1)  William  Atchley  Jr. 


(l)Jan 

(2)  Thomas  William 

(3)  Julie 

(4)  Patti  Rue 

(5)  Dorri  Ann 


B- 24  Sep  1959 
B-  13  Apr  1962 
B-  19  Jan  1966 
D-  19  Jul  1986 
B- 06  Aug  1969 
B-  13  Apr  1971 


M  -  09  Mar  1979  to  Todd  Harold  Stronks 
M  -  25  Apr  1980  to  Tara  Ann  Larson 


M  -  24  Apr  1992  to  Eric  Paul  Horman 


CHILDREN: 

(6)  Suzanne 


(2)  Eugene  Alfred  Hemming 

B  -  03  Aug  1967  (Eugene's  child,  previous  marriage. 

Adopted  by  Judy  after  his  death) 
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Richard  and  Judith  Ann  (Murdoch)  Heinz 


Judith  Ann  (Murdoch)  Heinz  and  Grandchildren 


1  -  Jan  Atchley  Stronks.  Jan  was  born  on  the  24th  of  September,  1959.   She  married  Todd  Harold 
Stronks  on  the  9th  of  March,  1979.  Jan  teaches  6th  grade  at  Ashton  Elementary.   She  loves  her 
students  and  enjoys  sharing  her  enthusiasm  for  learning  with  them.  She  feels  the  best  thing  about  her 
job  is  mat  she  is  always  near  her  own  three  daughters. 

Todd,  along  with  Tom  Atchley,  owns  and  operates  Group  2  Electric,  an  electrical  contracting 
company.   Todd  is  a  master  journeyman  electrician.   He's  a  good  guy  to  have  in  the  family  when  you 
need  repair  work  done. 

Mary-Frances,  17,  will  be  a  senior  in  high  school  next  fall.  She  is  her  Laurel  class  president,  on 
the  cross  country  running  team,  in  Show  Choir,  and  was  the  proud  recipient  of  this  year's  Spirit  of  Jr. 
Miss  award. 

Victoria,  13,  is  her  Beehive  class  president,  and  an  honor  student,  as  well  as  a  Student  Council 
officer  at  North  Fremont  Junior  High  .   She  loves  dancing,  swimming,  playing  the  drums,  gardening, 
and  caring  for  the  family's  many  pets. 

Alexis  just  finished  a  wonderful  second  grade  year  with  Miss  Mary  (Mary  Murdoch  Reynolds)  as 
her  teacher.   She  was  very  excited  to  turn  eight  so  her  dad  could  baptize  her.   Alexis  is  a  fantastic 
artist,  swimmer  and  dancer. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mary  Frances 

(2)  Victoria 

(3)  Alexis 


B- 23  July  1980 
B- 06  Jul  1984 
B-  10  May  1989 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Victoria,  Mary  Frances 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Alexis,  Jan  (Atchley),  Todd  Stronks 


2  -  Thomas  William  Atchley.   He  was  born  on  the  13th  of  April,  1962  and  married  Tara  Ann  Larson 
on  April  25,  1980.   Tom  and  Tara  own  Tom's  Chevron  in  St.  Anthony.   It's  a  lot  of  work,  but  they 
love  the  people.   Tom  also  owns  and  operates  Group  2  Electric  with  his  brother-in  -law,  Todd  Stronks. 

Tuc  is  a  junior  in  high  school.   He  plays  football  and  wrestles.   He  is  full  of  life  and  is  a  good 
friend  to  have  around. 

Tadd  is  going  into  5th  grade.  He  has  the  funniest,  sweetest  personality.   Everyone  mat  knows  him 
calls  him  "Grandpa  Tom". 

Tia  will  be  in  the  2nd  grade.  She  is  excited  to  be  in  Miss  Mary's  (Mary  Murdoch  Reynolds)  class. 
She  loves  to  dance,  play  baseball  and  soccer. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Thomas  William 

(2)  Tadd  Larson 

(3)  Tia  J. 


B-  09  Sep  1980 
B- 08  Oct  1986 
B- 23  Sep  1989 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Thomas,  Tara  (Larson) 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Tadd,  Tia,  Tom  Atchley 


3  -  Julie  Atchley.  Julie  was  born  on  January  19,  1966.  She  was  a  happy  little  baby  and  brought  much 
joy.   As  she  grew  up  it  was  obvious  that  she  was  very  creative.   She  was  a  talented  artist  and  a  natural 
comedian.   She  always  had  many  friends.   When  she  was  a  senior  at  North  Fremont  High  School,  she 
was  Student  body  President.   After  graduation,  she  went  to  school  at  Ricks  College.   While  working  at 
Jackson  Lake  Lodge,  on  July  19,  1986  she  was  killed  in  a  car  accident.  Julie  has  truly  been  missed. 
We  are  thankful  for  the  time  we  had  with  her  and  pray  we  live  worthy  to  once  again  be  with  her  for 
eternity. 


Julie  Atchley 
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4  -  Patti  Rue  Atchley  Horman.  Patti  Rue  was  born  the  2nd  of  August,  1969.   She  married  Eric  Pai 
Horman  on  the  24th  of  April,  1992.   Patti  has  taught  6th  grade  for  six  years  at  Rocky  Mountain 
Middle  School  in  Idaho  Falls.   Her  hobbies  include  walking  and  taking  care  of  her  house  inside  and 
out.   Patti  loves  animals.   She  has  fish,  lovebirds,  and  a  dog  named  Buck.   Her  husband,  Eric,  is  a 
Health  Physicist's  Technician  at  Argonne  National  Labs.   His  hobbies  include  hunting  and  fishing.  In 
his  spare  time  he  likes  to  hunt  and  fish  some  more.   Eric  is  the  Elder' s  Quorum  President  in  the  Old 
Butte  Ward.   Patti  and  Eric  plan  to  adopt  a  baby  in  September. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Taylor  Ashlyn 


B-  15  Sep  1997  (Adopted) 


Eric  and  Patti  (Atchley)  Horman 


5  -  Dorri  Ann  Atchley.  She  was  born  on  the  13th  o\ 
April,  1971 .   She  was  born  on  her  brother.  Tom's,  9th 
birthday.   She  did  everything,  like  walk,  talk  and  play, 
very  advanced,  as  she  always  wanted  to  do  the  same  thing 
as  her  older  sisters.   She  spent  a  lot  of  her  time,  when 
young,  visiting  Aunt  Mary.   Growing  up,  Dorri  Ann  and 
her  sisters  always  had  many  friends  at  our  home.   Those 
were  happy  times.   After  graduation  from  North  Fremont, 
she  attended  Idaho  State  Cosmetology  School.   She  now 
lives  in  Puyallup,  Washington,  and  manages  a  beauty  solon 
where  she  is  a  master  stylist.  She  is  not  only  gifted  as  a 
stylist  but  also  gifted  in  the  way  she  talks  to  and  treats  other 
people.   She  is  very  compassionate  and  loving. 


Judy  Heinz  and  Dorrie  Ann  Atchley 
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6  -  Suzanne  Hemming.  Suzanne  was  born  on  August  3,  1967,  to  Eugene  and  Ruth  Hemming.   She 
brought  much  happiness.   She  was  their  first  and  only  daughter.   She  had  three  grown  brothers: 
Michael,  Jeffrey  and  Steven.   When  Suzanne  was  six  years  old  her,  her  mother  died  on  Easter 
Sunday.   In  April  of  1975,  her  father  married  Judy.   Now  Suzanne  had  one  more  brother  and  four 
new  sisters.   Two  and  one  half  years  later,  her  father  died.   The  following  spring,  Suzanne  was 
adopted  legally  by  Judy.   There  were  many  great  years  in  our  family,  despite  the  hardships  and  trials. 
We  grew  strong  and  had  a  lot  of  love  for  one  another.   After  graduation  from  high  school  in  Ashton, 
Suzanne  went  on  to  Ricks  College  and  Idaho  State.   She  is  presently  finishing  school  in  Pocatello  and 
also  working. 


Suzanne  Hemming 


5  -  TAMRA  MURDOCH  CIKAITOGA.  At  the  time  of  this  writing  I  am  the  parent  of  four  teenagers 
and  refuse  to  be  held  accountable  for  anything  I  might  say.  Raising  my  children  to  this  point  has  been  a 
rather  unique  adventure,  somewhat  of  a  "wild  ride".   As  a  mom,  I  have  traveled  more  than  3,000  sports 
related  miles  in  a  single  year,  logged  more  "bleacher"  hours  than  humanly  possible  and  developed  the  fine 
art  of  questioning  the  referee.   I  am  proud  to  say,  thanks  to  my  children,  I  can  now  score  a  wrestling 
tournament,  time  a  swim  meet,  stress  out  during  over-times  and  go  nose  to  nose  with  any  coach. 

I  met  my  husband,  Sam,  in  Hawaii  while  we  were  both  students  at  the  Brigham  Young  University- 
Hawaii  campus.   Sam  was  born  in  the  Fiji  Islands  of  the  South  Pacific,  so  our  household  has  never  been 
what  anyone  would  call  "typical. "   Our  first  home  was  in  Suva,  Fiji,  where  Sam  taught  for  the  L.D.S. 
Education  System  and  I  worked  for  the  "Fiji  Sun"  newspaper.  I  was  thrilled  to  have  hot  and  cold  running 
water  in  our  flat  and  learned  to  ignore  the  neighbor's  chickens  and  pigs  as  they  slept  on  our  porch.  We 
later  moved  back  to  the  United  States,  to  Ashton,  where  Sam  taught  elementary  school  and  we  started  our 
family.  Sam  was  active  in  the  Idaho  Education  Association  and  has  been  recognized  nationally  for  his 
work  with  minorities. 

I  hope  my  children  have  as  many  fond  years  of  their  growing  up  years  as  I  do.  We  currently  live  in 
the  same  home  I  was  raised  in  on  Idaho  Street  in  Ashton.  My  children  have  been  blessed  to  have  a 
grandmother  (Alta)  living  across  the  street  and  an  extended  family  on  which  to  depend.   It  is  just  like  when 
I  was  a  child,  when  Grandpa  Brig  and  Grandma  Louannie  Murdoch  lived  across  the  street  from  us  as  we 
were  growing  up,  and  there  always  seemed  be  some  family  members  stopping  by  to  visit  them  and  lots  of 
cousins  to  play  with.   My  sister,  Mary,  and  her  husband,  Weldon,  and  two  children  live  across  the  street 
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now,  where  Grandpa  Brig  and  Grandma  Louannie  lived. 

My  grown  up  years  have  been  as  a  journalist,  tired  mom  and,  presently,  I  am  involved  in  soil 
conservation  and  water  quality  work  for  Fremont  County.   I  am  also  active  in  natural  resource  and 
conservation  education  programs  for  youth,  on  a  local,  state  and  national  level.   My  work  keeps  me  on  t 
go  and  I  am  proud  to  say  I  have  only  once  lost  my  luggage  to  the  airlines. 

Maikeli  (pronounced  My-Kelly)  is  in  his  first  year  at  Ricks  College.  I  made  an  attempt  to  get  him  u 
enroll  at  Sam's  alma  mater  -BYU-Hawaii-  but  they  didn't  offer  a  wrestling  program  and  he  loves  sports 
more  man  life.  Maikei's  wrestling  has  been  a  major  part  of  our  family  life.  We  have  done  some  seriou: 
"bonding"  during  long  three-day  tournaments.  He  is  a  state  champion  wrestler  and  was  also  named  to  tf 
Idaho  All-Star  Football  team  to  play  in  New  Zealand  and  the  Cook  Islands.  He  has  some  Polynesian  go< 
looks  and  is  that  "one  guy"  your  mother  always  warned  you  about. 

Katie  and  Brooke  are  our  two  adopted  daughters  and  they  are  delightful.  Sam  and  I  were  blessed  to 
have  them  in  our  family  as  infants  and  I  can't  imagine  life  without  mem.  Katie  is  currently  pushing  6  fei 
tall  and  she  loves  to  make  fun  of  how  short  I  am.  She  is  an  excellent  third  base  person  and  a  good  sunk 
Brooke  has  no  idea  if  she  is  left  or  right  handed  and  is  a  basketball  coaches' S  dream.  She  is  also  playing 
high  school  volleyball  and  we  have  many  more  bleacher  years  ahead  i>\'  us.  Kalie  and  Brooke  have  maw 
similarities  -  they  love  sports  and  hate  mowing  or  raking  the  lawn.  They  were  both  born  in  the  same 
Logan,  Utah  hospital  and  both  are  of  African  American  descent.  They  have  added  a  dimension  to  my  lit 
that  I  dearly  love. 

Quinn  is  an  eighth  grader  and  I  still  like  him.    He  is  m\  computer  whiz,  football  score  board  and 
geography  expert.    Unfortunately,  like  his  brother  and  sisters,  he  too  loves  sports  and  has  already  manas: 
to  knock  out  his  front  teeth  playing  football.   Quinn  is  good  at  organizing  anything  except  die  mess  in  hi 
bedroom  and  has  a  delightful  sense  of  humor  and  relaxed  Polynesian  nature. 

Like  any  parent,  I  am  especially  proud  of  my  children  and  we  continue  to  have  our  ups  and  downs. 
Since  the  deaUi  of  their  father,  my  husband.  Sam.  in  1986,  it  has  been  just  the  five  of  us  and  we  have  ha 
the  special  privilege  of  developing  a  very  close,  enjoyable  relationship.    They  are  strong  where  I  am  we; 
and  I  appreciate  their  abilities  to  teach  me  life's  little  lessons.   Sometimes,  however,  I  wish  they  would 
a  little  easier  on  me. 

By  Tamra  Murdoch  Cikaitos 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Maikeli  Koroi  B  -  17  Nov  1976 

(2)  Amelia  Kate  B  -  24  Apr  1980  (Adopted) 

(3)  Brooke  Ke Aloha        B  -  06  Feb  1981  (Adopted) 

(4)  Quinn  Koroi  B  -  12  Jul  1982 


Back  (L  to  R):   Maikeli,  Kate 
Front  (L  to  R):  Brooke,  Tamra  (Murdoch),  Quinn  Cikaitoga 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  LAURA  JEAN  MURDOCH 

and 
CHARLES  ANGUS  BLANCHARD 


The  poem,  "Oh,  What  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in 
June",  has  always  had  special  meaning  to  me 
because  it  was  on  such  a  beautiful  and  rare  day 
that  I  was  ushered  into  this  world  to  take  my 
place  as  the  fifth  child  in  the  family  of  my 
parents,  Brigham  Murdoch  and  Martha  Luann 
Hammon  Murdoch.   The  great  day  was  June 
25th,  1914.   I  had  an  older  sister,  Blanche  and 
three  older  brothers:   Dallas,  Reed  and  Tom. 
Blanche  was  ten  years  old  and  as  the  last  three 
were  rough  and  ready  boys,  another  girl  was 
very  welcome. 

On  the  day  that  I  was  born,  Reed  and  Tom 
were  sent  to  our  neighbors,  Jim  and  Elma  Hill, 
o  play.  When  they  came  home  there  was  a  new 
ed-faced  baby  sister  to  greet  them.   In  fact,  she 
as  so  red-faced  that  Mother's  brother,  Dan 
amnion,  on  seeing  me  for  the  first  time,  was 
rompted  to  exclaim,  "Good  heavens!  Where  did 
ou  get  her,  off  the  reservation?"   (Those  words 
ere  to  have  special  significance  for  me  because 
11  during  my  childhood  I  was  teased  about  being 
n  Indian  and  I  resented  it  very  much.   At  one 
lme  it  caused  me  to  be  very  rude  to  the 
lissionaries  who  were  going  to  visit  at  our 
ouse.  Walking  up  our  lane  one  of  them  spotted 
e  and  asked  if  I  were  a  "little  White  girl"  - 
leaning  George  White's  little  daughter.   I  didn't 
now  that  was  what  he  meant,  so  I  rudely 
napped  back  with,  "NO!  I'm  a  little  Indian!"  I 
ad  just  taken  the  part  of  an  Indian  in  our 
hanksgiving  program  at  school.   Every  time 
ley  wanted  someone  to  take  the  part  of  an 
fidian,  I  was  chosen  and  I  didn't  like  it.   The 


missionaries  almost  didn't  want  to  stay  at  our 
home  because  of  my  impudence:  however, 
Mother  explained  my  silly  attitude  and  we 
apologized  to  each  other  and  all  was  well. 

Blanche's  remembrance  of  the  day 
Jean  was  born: 

I  was  the  oldest  of  10  children.  There  were 
three  brothers  born  after  me  and  then  finally 
another  girl  was  born,  Jean.   I  loved  Jean.  I 
loved  my  other  sisters  who  were  born  later,  but  I 
had  waited  so  long  for  her.   I  remember  the  day 
Jean  was  born  and  it  was  a  beautiful  June 
morning.   Dad  had  his  back  to  the  stove  and  his 
arms  folded.   I  could  feel  the  seriousness  of  the 
situation.  He  then  went  to  the  bedroom  and 
kissed  Mother  and  then  came  back  with  a  wee 
bundle.  I  peeked  at  her  face.   She  was  beautiful 
baby  with  lots  of  black  hair  and  we  named  her  a 
Scottish  name  -  Jean. 

Jean  had  pneumonia  at  six  or  seven  months. 
I  came  home  from  school  and  looked  at  her  in 
the  baby  buggy.  When  I  saw  that  little  face  so  ill 
and  lifeless,  I  feared  for  her.   I  knelt  down  by 
the  buggy  and  prayed  that  God  would  let  us  keep 
her  and  she  wouldn't  die.   I  prayed  from  so  deep 
within  myself,  I  was  sure  God  would  let  us  keep 
her.  Some  things  are  so  deep  you  don't  talk  of 
them  often... like  that  was. 


My  childhood  was  a  happy  one.   Blanche 
was  always  so  sweet  and  kind  and  motherly. 
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And  she  has  never  changed.   My  brothers  have 
always  treated  me  very  special,  too.  When  it 
came  time  for  Tressa  to  be  added  to  our  family 
circle,  I  was  nearly  four  years  old.   I  hadn't  had 
any  little  girls  to  play  house  with,  so  I  was  very 
happy  to  have  a  little  baby  sister  to  cuddle  and 
love.   My  baby  sister  was  all  I  expected  her  to 
be.  Martha  came  about  twenty  months  later  and 
then  I  had  two  little  sisters  to  love. 

When  Martha  was  five  weeks  old,  we  moved 
to  Rupert,  Idaho.   Before  we  moved  to  Rupert. 
Dad  raised  registered  horses  and  pigs.   He  took 
so  much  pride  in  his  animals,  but  had  to  sell 
them  all  before  we  left.  In  Rupert  we  lived  in  a 
huge  house  called  the  "Jensen  Place."   Dad  had 
been  unsuccessful  selling  our  farm  at  Farnum.  so 
he  could  no  longer  make  the  payments  on  our 
Rupert  farm.   He  made  a  trade  and  we  moved  to 
our  new  home  called  "Green  Acres."   It  was  a 
pretty  little  farm  and  while  there,  I  started 
school. 

While  living  at  "Green  Acres."  my  oldest 
brother  Rue's  wife,  Mearl,  had  a  serious  bout  of 
typhoid  fever,  so  their  three  children.  Elaine. 
Guy  and  Murray,  came  to  stay  with  us.    Elaine 
was  my  age  and  I  was  so  happy  to  have  someone 
my  own  age  to  be  with  all  the  time.   We  played 
house  from  daylight  till  dark.   Blanche  would 
just  get  one  room  straightened  up  and  we  would 
set  up  housekeeping  in  that  room.   We  followed 
her  from  room  to  room  leaving  a  trail  of  play 
things  behind.   She  should  have  banished  us 
forever,  but  she  didn't.   Uncle  Tom  and  Aunt 
Sarah  Murdoch  had  moved  to  Rupert  with  us. 
We  were  always  so  close  to  them.   Howard  was 
born  while  we  lived  at  "Green  Acres."   He  was  a 
sweet  happy  baby  and  he  was  my  special  care. 

Soon  after  Howard  was  born,  we  moved 
back  to  Farnum  along  with  Uncle  Tom's  family. 
Because  of  the  Great  Depression,  we  could  not 
dispose  of  the  Farnum  property  in  order  to  make 
the  payment  on  the  Rupert  holdings.   My  dad 
and  mother  took  their  losses  and  moved  back 
home.  Our  home  was  in  such  a  mess  when  we 
arrived,  we  had  to  move  into  Uncle  Tom's  place 
until  ours  was  liveable  again. 

We  lived  on  top  of  a  high  hill  overlooking 
Fall  River.   I  always  went  to  bed  with  the  sound 
of  the  river  to  lull  me  to  sleep.  (It  was  one  of  the 
things  I  missed  most  when  I  left  to  make  a  home 
of  my  own.)  Our  pasture,  or  "down  on  the  flat", 


was  a  beautiful  place  and  was  the  scene  of  many 
good  times.   With  so  many  children  of  all  ages  i 
our  family,  our  home  became  the  neighborhood 
gathering  place.   Every  Sunday,  after  church, 
our  home  was  the  center  of  activity.   There 
would  be  from  10-20  extra  people  there,  but 
Mother  always  managed  to  have  enough  drinks 
and  sandwiches  to  go  around. 

When  our  Utah  Murdochs  came  to  visit,  oui 
home  was  the  scene  o\'  a  happy  family  reunion 
As  soon  as  they  arrived,  Mother  and  Dad  would 
crank  up  the  phone  and  call  all  our  other 
relatives.  We  would  set  up  tables  on  die  lawn 
and  everyone  would  bring  food.  We  would 
freeze  ice  cream  and  we  all  developed  a  real 
passion  tor  home-made  ice  cream.  At  night  we 
would  have  a  musical  evening.  We  used  to  havt 
Hammon  reunions,  too.  I  had  three  girl  cousins 
my  age  and  we  had  so  much  confiding  with  eacl 
other  about  boys,  lite.  etc.  At  one  Hammon 
reunion,  there  were  37  <)\  us  scattered  all  over 
the  place.  The  girls  got  to  sleep  on  the  floor  in 
the  living  room.  (My  grandkids  do  the  same 
when  they  come  to  visit.  Kids  think  that  is  a  fur 
tiling  to  do. ) 

Blanche  was  married  when  I  was  nine.  She 
worked  away  from  home  and  when  she  came 
back  on  the  weekends,  it  was  always  die 
highlight  o\  the  week  for  me.    I  missed  her  a  lot 
when  she  and  Joe  Reimann  were  married.  Joe 
became  a  very  favorite  person  to  me.   He  woul 
bring  Blanche  a  box  of  candy  and  mere  would 
always  be  a  little  box  of  chocolate  covered  minrj 
for  me. 

Once,  Joe  even  bought  me  a  pair  of  skis. 
Everyone  else  at  school  had  skis  and  at  school 
they  used  to  coast  from  the  teacher's  cottage 
clean  down  to  Oberhanslie's  field.   I  knew  I 
would  just  die  if  I  didn't  get  a  pair,  so  he  took 
pity  on  me  and  supplied  my  desire.  Joe  never 
knew  just  how  much  he  did  to  restore  a  little 
girl's  ego  and  give  her  a  sense  of  importance, 
sure  had  one  swelled  head  after  that.   But  my 
poor  skis!   One  day  when  the  dogs  were  fighting 
Dallas  grabbed  one  of  my  skis  to  break  up  the 
fight  and  it  snapped  in  two.   I  wanted  to  die.  It 
couldn't  have  hurt  worse  if  I  had  broken  an  arm 
or  leg,  but  I  forgave  Dallas  -  finally. 

Dad  and  his  brother,  Tom,  were  very  close 
to  each  other  and  we  always  spent  Thanksgiving 
Christmas  and  New  Year's  together.  We 


352 


children  worshipped  Uncle  Tom.   He  always 
carried  stick  licorice  in  his  pocket  and  whenever 
he  would  see  us,  he  would  take  out  his  licorice 
and  pocket  knife  and  slice  us  all  a  very  thin  slice. 
Nothing  before,  or  since,  has  ever  tasted  quite  so 
good.   Our  Christmas  box  to  his  family  always 
contained  a  sack  of  licorice  from  us  children. 

Mother  always  had  a  huge  garden  which  she 
planted  and  took  care  of  herself.   I  am  sure  she 
would  have  appreciated  some  help,  but  we  were 
children  and  didn't  realize  how  badly  she  needed 
our  help.  She  had  a  large  raspberry  patch,  too, 
and  sold  them.   However,  she  would  end  up 
giving  away  more  than  she  ever  sold.   She 
always  had  a  large  lovely  garden.   What  a 
'Green  Thumb"  she  had!   Today,  she  would  be 
considered  a  Master  Gardener.   Now,  I  look 
back  at  how  hard  she  worked  and  I  feel  guilty 
with  remorse  thinking  how  much  I  could  have 
eased  Mother's  burdens  but  didn't.   While 
Mother  worked  in  the  garden,  it  was  my  job  to 
do  the  housework  and  fix  the  meals.   I  started 
;ooking  at  an  early  age,  but  I  wasn't  very 
successful  until  after  years  of  practice, 
lowever,  while  I  was  in  the  experimental  stages, 
10  one  died  from  my  efforts.   But  I  do  remember 
le  boys  saying,  "What  is  this  mess?" 

When  Wallace  came  along  to  join  the  family, 
le  was  a  cute,  cheerful  little  guy  and  I  sure  loved 
lim.  When  Wallace  was  born,  Howard  had  to 
jleep  with  me.   It  was  fine  for  a  while,  but  I  was 
It  that  stupid  age  when  I  thought  that  boys  should 
|e  banished  from  the  earth  -  even  sweet  little 
jrothers!  Howard  loved  to  sleep  with  his  arms 
|round  my  neck.   I  remember  lamenting  the  fact 
lat  I  couldn't  even  turn  over  in  bed.   I  didn't  see 
/hy  I  couldn't  have  a  bed  of  my  own.  Dad  sat 
le  down  and  asked  me  how  I  would  feel  if 
[oward  were  to  suddenly  get  sick  and  die.  How 
puld  I  feel  if  I  didn't  ever  get  to  feel  his  arms 
round  my  neck  again?  I  felt  so  badly  that  I 
:ied  for  hours  and  just  about  drowned  poor  little 
loward  with  my  tears.   Never  again  did  I  resent 
|e  fact  that  I  had  to  sleep  with  him. 

When  Katie  came  along,  she  was  an  answer 
my  prayers.   I  had  wanted  a  baby  sister  for  so 
ig  and  had  prayed  very  hard  for  one.  There 
isn't  a  happier  person  than  I  was  when  I  found 
ft  we  were  getting  another  baby.   When  she 
rned  out  to  be  such  a  cute  little  doll,  I  knew  it 
is  because  I  had  prayed  so  hard.  Katie  was 


always  our  little  darling.   I  wanted  Dad  and 
Mom  to  name  her  Kathy,  but  they  wouldn't.   I 
was  pleased  when  Katie  had  her  own  little  Kathy: 
she  is  like  having  our  own  little  Katie  all  over 
again. 

Mearl  and  Rue  lived  in  Ashton  and  I  loved 
going  to  their  place  to  stay.   Elaine  and  I  were 
very  close,  it  was  like  having  a  sister  my  own 
age.   There  wasn't  anything  we  didn't  talk  about. 
If  we  didn't  have  the  answer,  Mearl  was  always 
ready  to  explain.   Mearl  was  more  like  my  other 
mother  than  a  sister-in-law. 

I  had  been  a  blonde  when  we  moved  to 
Rupert,  but  during  our  stay  there,  my  hair  had 
turned  black  and  people  in  Ashton  no  longer 
recognized  me.   It  was  good  to  be  back  home 
again  and  I  finished  my  first  grade  at  Farnum 
School.  That  year,  there  were  four  Jean's  or 
Gene's  in  one  room,  one  for  each  grade!  I  was 
the  girl  named  Jean,  however.  One  boy  even 
spelled  his  name  just  like  mine  and  I  hated  him. 

While  I  attended  grade  school,  my  closest 
friends  were  Reva  Schofield  and  Goldie 
Whitmore.   During  the  second,  third  and  fourth 
grades,  Lora  Madsen  was  my  teacher.   She  was 
a  very  pleasant  person  and  very  good  to  the 
students.   In  the  fifth  grade,  Lillie  Osborne  was 
my  teacher.   Ms.  Osborne  was  a  tall  homely 
scrawny  teacher,  but  I  really  liked  her.   She  had 
the  first  permanent  wave  that  any  of  us  had  ever 
seen. 

Sam  Davis  was  my  sixth  grade  teacher  and 
he  had  a  great  influence  on  my  life.   He  taught 
me  more  than  just  reading,  writing  and 
arithmetic.   He  knew  how  to  bring  out  the  best  in 
his  pupils  and  we  all  studied  harder  for  him  that 
year  than  we  had  ever  done  before.   He  made  us 
realize  that  school  wasn't  just  something  that  we 
had  to  endure,  but  was  a  privilege  given  to  us; 
and  that  we  must  make  the  most  of  our 
opportunities.  He  allowed  me  to  complete  the 
6th  and  7th  grades  in  one  year.  I  also  won  the 
prize  for  having  the  highest  grade  average  in  the 
room.  In  the  eighth  grade,  we  had  a  teacher  that 
shook  my  faith  in  teachers.   Mr.  Sartin  was  the 
exact  opposite  of  Mr.  Davis.   I'm  thankful  I  had 
been  Mr.  Davis'  pupil  first! 

High  school  was  a  lot  of  fun.   During  my 
freshman  year,  Howard  had  scarlet  fever.  Of 
course,  we  got  quarantined  and  I  had  to  stay  out 
of  school  for  six  whole  weeks.  Then  Martha  and 
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Katie  got  it.  Katie  was  terribly  sick  and  had  to 
have  several  abscesses  lanced.  We  were  all 
afraid  we  would  lose  her  and  did  a  lot  of 
praying.   It  was  a  great  day  when  we  knew  she 
would  get  well.  When  I  finally  was  allowed  to 
return  to  school,  there  were  only  three  weeks  left 
of  the  term.   I  stayed  at  Mead's  and  studied  until 
late  every  night  making  up  all  the  lessons  I  had 
missed,  plus  that  day's  homework.   However,  it 
was  impossible  to  make  up  my  algebra  in  that 
amount  of  time,  so  I  had  to  repeat  the  class  the 
next  year.   I  also  took  sewing  and  cooking  in 
high  school  and  I  enjoyed  those  classes  more 
than  any  others.   Glee  Club  was  a  lot  of  fun. 
too... especially  the  operettas  we  produced. 

While  I  was  a  sophomore,  my  oldest  brother 
Rue  was  killed  in  a  car  accident.   He  was  a 
mechanic  at  the  Chevrolet  garage  in  Ashton  and 
was  called  out  early  one  morning  to  do  a  job  in 
Warm  River.   George  Zarne,  another  mechanic, 
went  along.   They  drove  in  George's  car  and 
George  had  been  drinking  and  lost  control  of  the 
car.   It  rolled  over  on  the  newly  graveled  road. 
George  survived  the  crash  and  said  that  Rue  had 
been  driving,  but  people  who  saw  them  just 
before  the  accident  said  that  George  was  lying, 
that  George  was  the  driver.    Rue's  death  was  a 
tragic  loss  for  all  of  us.   Rue's  death  took 
something  out  of  Dad  that  he  never  got  over. 

Dog  Race  Day  was  always  a  huge  event  in 
Ashton.   The  Union  Pacific  Railroad  would  send 
a  special  train  on  that  day.   There  would  be 
hundreds  of  people  from  everywhere  and  some 
of  them  would  be  drunk.  It  was  a  mess,  but  it 
was  fun  and  everyone  went.   The  Dog  Race 
dances  were  always  fun,  but  they  were  so 
crowded  that  we  couldn't  really  dance.   The 
drunks  couldn't  even  fall  down,  either,  since 
there  wasn't  enough  space  to  fall.  I  was  allowed 
to  go  because  my  brothers  were  always  there  to 
look  after  me. 

It  was  at  one  of  these  dances  that  I  met  the 
man  I  later  married.   Some  of  my  friends  from 
Chester  said  that  I  just  had  to  meet  their  good 
looking  cousin  who  had  just  come  home  from  a 
mission.  I  was  introduced  to  Charles  Angus 
Blanchard  and  we  danced.   I  didn't  think  that  he 
was  very  impressed  with  me  though,  for  I  didn't 
see  him  again  until  April  Conference  in  St. 
Anthony.   My  friends,  Charlotte  and  Lulu 
McLane,  had  been  pestering  me  to  ask  Angus  to 


the  Junior  Prom.   Lulu  was  going  with  my 
brother.  Reed,  Charlotte  was  going  with  Fielding 
Larson,  Rula  was  going  with  Arnold  Hathaway, 
Wayne  (Angus'  brother)  went  with  Cleo 
Anderson,  Maude  went  with  Loy  Howard,  and 
Lenore  House  went  with  Reed  Winters.   It  sure 
was  a  gang  and  we  all  had  fun  except  Wayne, 
who  was  so  mad  at  us  for  dating  him  up  with 
Cleo.    I  am  the  only  one  who  married  his  or  her 
date!    I  dated  Angus  the  rest  oi  my  high  school 
days.    During  that  time,  I  learned  more  about 
him: 

Charles  Angus  Blanchard  was  born  in  the  log 
house  on  his  father's  homestead  in  Chester, 
Idaho  on  April  12,  1905.    His  parents  were 
Byron  and  Annie  McLane  Blanchard.    He  was 
the  fifth  child.    His  brothers  and  sisters  were 
George,  May.  Irene.  Wayne,  Wanda  and  Nellie 
who  later  changed  her  name  to  Louise.   Angus 
rather  was  a  school  teacher,  a  banker,  a  business 
owner  and  a  farmer.   He  had  homesteaded  in  the 
Pamum  area  and  had  accumulated  additional 
farmland. 

Angus  had  attended  school  in  the  two-story 
frame  building  across  from  his  house.   It  was 
later  destroyed  by  fire  and  Byron  donated  land  ti 
the  south  ol  his  home  for  a  new  red  brick  schoo 
to  be  built.    Angus  attended  school  there  from 
the  5th  to  the  8th  grade.   At  mat  time,  St. 
Anthony  had  no  high  school,  so  he  and  his 
Blanchard  cousins  went  to  Ricks  Academy  in 
Rexburg.   They  all  lived  together  in  a  boarding 
house  and  had  a  lot  of  fun.   George  died  at  the 
age  of  22  of  a  bad  heart;  then  his  father 
developed  a  heart  condition  and  had  to  retire. 
He  decided  to  retire  in  Long  Beach,  California. 
He  left  Angus  and  Wayne  and  his  brother-in-law 
Uncle  Charlie  McLane,  to  run  the  farm. 
Wanda  and  Louise  were  still  in  school,  so  they 
graduated  from  school  in  California  and  stayed 
there.  A  year  before  he  moved,  Byron  had  built 
a  new  red  brick  home  and  planned  to  return  to 
Chester  every  summer.   In  1926,  Angus  was 
called  to  serve  a  mission  for  the  LDS  church. 
He  went  to  the  Central  States  Mission.  After  he 
returned,  he  lived  in  the  family  home  with 
Wayne  and  they  continued  farming  for  several 
years.   In  the  meantime,  his  father  had  passed 
away,  leaving  his  mother  a  widow.  Annie 
continued  living  in  California. 

After  I  graduated  from  high  school,  I  still 
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dated  Angus,  but  I  had  college  in  mind  for  the 
tall.    Dallas  had  already  found  me  a  job  working 
for  a  professor  for  my  room  and  board  at 
Moscow.   But  by  this  time,  Dad  had  been  very 
ill  with  inflammatory  rheumatism  and  was 
confined  to  his  bed  for  seven  months.   It  had 
affected  his  heart.   Also,  a  large  goiter 
complicated  his  heart  condition.    Between 
summer  and  fall,  Angus  decided  to  settle  down. 
He  didn't  tell  me  in  so  many  words,  so  I  told  him 
that  I  was  going  to  college  if  at  all  possible. 
When  1  found  out  that  it  was  not  financially 
possible  for  me  to  go  to  school,  Angus  finally 
asked  me  if  I  wanted  to  live  in  California  that 
winter. 

We  got  engaged  the  day  after  Thanksgiving 
and  the  next  day  we  drove  to  Idaho  Falls  to  buy 
my  ring.   When  I  showed  Mom  and  Dad  my  ring 
the  next  morning,  I  think  that  they  were 
surprised,  even  though  they  had  been  expecting 
it.  They  liked  Angus  very  much.   Angus  wanted 
to  be  married  right  away,  but  I  didn't  want  to 

eave  Dad  until  I  knew  he  was  out  of  danger, 
-loyd  Blanchard,  Angus's  cousin,  and  Rula  were 

ngaged  about  the  same  time,  so  we  planned  a 
double  wedding.   We  drove  to  Utah  to  be 
named  and  were  married  in  the  Salt  Lake 
Temple  on  January  11th,  1933,  at  11  A.M.   It 

as  a  lovely  wedding,  but  Rula  and  I  both 
issed  having  our  family  with  us  on  this 
portant  occasion.   We  have  celebrated  every 

nniversary  together,  except  for  two,  since  we 

ot  married.   My  brother  Tom  and  his  wife  Alta 
illam  had  been  married  only  a  few  months 

efore  us  and  they  have  always  been  a  part  of 

ur  anniversary  celebrations. 

Floyd  and  Rula  and  Angus  and  I  took  our 

pneymoon  together  to  Long  Beach,  California, 

here  Angus'  parents  Byron  and  Annie 

lanchard,  had  moved. 

[ima  Lou  Howard,  Angus's  niece,  remembers 
meeting  her  new  aunt  for  the  first  time. 

I  remember  the  first  time  I  saw  Aunt  Jean. 
ie  picture  in  my  mind's  eye  is  as  clear  as  if  it 
ere  yesterday.   I  was  very  young  -  there  she 
)od  in  a  coat  that  seemed  to  have  white  fur 
ound  the  shoulders  which  framed  her  dark 
ir.  She  had  lovely  big  sparkling  dark  eyes  and 
e  had  a  charming  smile.   I  thought  she  was  the 


most  beautiful  lady  I  had  ever  seen! 


It  was  the  first  time  that  Rula  and  I  had  ever 
been  so  far  from  home  and  we  had  a  few  bouts 
of  homesickness.  When  we  returned  to  Idaho, 
we  took  Angus'  mother  with  us.  The  day  after 
we  left,  Long  Beach  had  a  terrible  earthquake, 
so  we  felt  lucky  that  we  had  left  in  the  nick  of 
time!  We  visited  with  Wanda  and  Reed  in  San 
Francisco. 

Wanda  Chase,  Angus's  sister,  remembers 
welcoming  Jean  into  the  family. 

The  Blanchards  were  delighted  when  Angus 
brought  that  darling  Jean  Murdoch  into  our 
family.   Her  friendly  happy  smile,  the  twinkle  in 
her  deep  brown  eyes,  her  coy  demure 
mannerisms  endeared  her  to  us  immediately! 
How  pleased  we  were  when  we  found  she  was 
also  an  excellent  cook,  was  skilled  in  sewing  and 
knitting  and  possessed  many  other  talents. 


While  I  was  in  San  Francisco,  I  found  out  I 
was  pregnant.   It  was  a  lovely  surprise  and  I 
couldn't  wait  to  get  home  to  Chester  to  start 
making  baby  clothes!  When  we  arrived  home, 
we  were  happy  to  find  out  that  Loma  Winters 
and  Alta  were  expecting  babies,  too.   Alta  and  I 
had  a  lot  of  fun  making  baby  clothes.   She  taught 
me  to  crochet  and  is  more  like  a  very  dear  sister 
than  a  sister-in-law.   We  always  had  a  lot  of  fun! 
One  time  Dad  had  bought  a  ram  in  St.  Anthony, 
so  we  drove  down  to  get  it.   Angus  and  Tom 
decided  to  tie  the  poor  old  thing  up  in  the  trunk 
of  our  car.  On  the  way  back,  we  decided  to  stop 
and  see  the  show,  leaving  the  poor  sheep  tied  up 
all  that  time.   It  was  miracle  that  it  was  still  alive 
when  we  arrived  home. 

After  our  honeymoon,  we  got  down  to  being 
really  married  with  all  the  problems  of 
adjustment,  hired  men,  and  the  care  of  a  really 
large  home.   I  was  used  to  cooking  for  a  large 
family  and  it  seemed  I  always  cooked  too  much 
food.   Also,  I  never  knew  how  many  hired  men 
to  cook  for  from  day  to  day.   Then,  when  Angus 
worked  late  into  the  night,  I  would  worry  myself 
sick  about  accidents. 

I  enjoyed  my  new  home.  It  was  so  beautiful 
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and  big!   It  was  big  enough  to  raise  a  big  family 
in,  plus,  allow  for  me  to  have  our  relatives  come 
stay  with  us.   I  got  acquainted  with  my  new 
neighbors  and  got  active  in  the  Chester  Ward 
Primary  and  Relief  Society. 

Claudia  Hathaway  remembers 
Jean  as  a  new  bride: 

I've  admired  Jean  ever  since  she  came  to 
Chester  as  a  bride.   She  has  such  a  sweet 
disposition  and  I've  really  enjoyed  her.   She  is 
such  a  good  hostess.   I've  seen  great  numbers  of 
relatives  there  so  much  and  she  has  cared  for  and 
loved  them  all.   I've  marveled  at  how  she  could 
do  it.   I  seldom  visit  her  that  I  don't  come  awa\ 
with  such  a  good  feeling  as  well  as  a  new  idea  in 
sewing  or  crocheting . 

Loma  Winters  remembers: 

Jean  was  the  first  woman  in  Chester  to  have 
an  automatic  washer  and  dryer.   Angus  alwa>  s 
helped  Jean  and  nothing  was  too  good  for  her. 
Jean  is  a  very  good  cook  and  she  always  had  the 
pots  and  pans  necessan  to  whip  up  a  good  meal 
She  loves  little  children.   She  is  very  special  and 
loves  everyone... and  she  NEVER  says  anything 
bad  about  people.   She  is  always  good  and  I  love 
her. 

Neva  Brown  says: 

Jean  has  always  been  a  kind  and  very 
considerate  neighbor.   In  bad  times  and  good 
times,  she  sends  delicious  food  to  our 
house... She  is  an  excellent  cook.   My  children 
love  to  play  at  her  home  and  she  always  treats 
them  as  her  own. 


Dale  was  born  at  home  on  October  3rd, 
1 933 .   He  was  such  a  beautiful  baby  and  we 
were  so  proud  of  him.   Martha  was  living  with 
us  at  the  time  and  he  was  born  on  her  birthday. 
He  was  a  very  good  baby  and  a  real  joy  to  us. 
(It  was  a  tragic  blow  to  all  of  us  when  Tom  and 
Alta's  baby  was  born  the  next  month  and  lived 
only  two  days.)  When  Dale  was  a  year  old,  we 
left  him  with  his  grandparents  and  took  off  by 
bus  for  the  World's  Fair  in  Chicago.  We 


stopped  at  Rawlins,  Wyoming,  for  breakfast  and 
Angus  went  to  mail  some  postcards  while  I 
boarded  the  bus.  The  bus  took  off  leaving  Angu 
and  three  others  behind!  I  was  in  a  panic. 
Anyway,  the  bus  driver  thought  we  were  on  our 
honeymoon  and  he  was  playing  a  good  joke  on 
us.  He  finally  told  us  the  other  bus  would  catch 
us  in  Cheyenne,  so  I  just  enjoyed  the  company  o 
two  very  nice  sailors  for  the  next  100  miles! 

When  we  got  to  Detroit,  they  wouldn't  rent 
rooms  to  us  because  we  had  left  our  suitcases  at 
the  bus  depot.    But  when  the  lady  found  out  that 
we  were  married  and  even  had  a  baby  back 
h* une.  she  couldn't  do  enough  for  us.    We  pickec 
up  a  new  Dodge  ear  in  Detroit  and  drove  on  to 
Chicago  and  found  Angus's  brother  Wayne 
waiting  for  us.    We  had  left  him  at  home  to  do 
the  fall  planting,  but  he  decided  to  see  the  fair, 
too.    Hut  he  didn't  like  Chicago  at  all.    It  was  ton 
unfrtendl) .   Wayne  said  that  even  if  a  Negro  had 
spoken  him,  he  would  have  kissed  him.  On  the 
way  home,  we  stopped  in  St.  Paul  and  visited 
with  some  ol  Angus  s  missionary  friends. 

Barbara  came  along  to  join  our  family  on 
March  2.  1936.    There  was  a  raging  blizzard  and 
the  doctor  had  to  ride  in  a  sleigh  from  the 
highway  to  our  house.    We  were  so  happy  to 
have  a  little  girl.    When  she  was  a  baby,  Barhara 
came  down  with  pneumonia  and  also  had  a 
concussion  from  an  auto  accident.    Barbara  was 
always  such  a  tiny  dainty  little  girl  who  had  such 
a  sweet  and  gentle  personality.    But  she  had 
spunk  too,  and  could  fight  her  own  battles.  She 
used  to  make  Dale  toe  the  line  when  he  teased 
her  and  she  loved  to  put  on  the  boxing  gloves 
with  him.   When  Barbara  was  a  year  old,  we 
bought  my  parents'  farm  and  they  moved  into 
Ashton  where  they  operated  the  Murdoch  Dairy. 
Tom  and  Alta  lived  across  the  street  from  them 
and  were  very  good  to  help  them  out. 

We  decided  to  spend  the  winter  in  Long 
Beach,  so  we  packed  up  the  kids,  took  Tressa 
(who  had  just  graduated)  along,  and  we  were  on 
our  way.  We  rented  a  house  and  settled  down  to 
enjoy  "sunny  California."   However,  there  was 
more  rain  that  winter  than  sun.   Angus's  sister, 
May,  became  critically  ill,  so  his  mother  decided 
to  fly  back  to  Idaho  to  be  with  her.   She  wanted 
to  leave  on  the  night  plane,  but  we  insisted  that 
she  take  the  noon  flight.   We  were  thankful  we 
had  been  insistent  because  the  later  flight  crashed 
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in  a  canyon  killing  all  of  the  passengers.   May 
passed  away  just  before  Christmas  and  we  came 
back  to  Idaho  tor  the  funeral,  leaving  Tressa 
with  Barbara  and  Dale.   We  returned  to 
California  in  time  for  Christmas  and  Louise,  who 
was  pregnant,  and  I  had  a  lot  of  fun  shopping  for 
toys  for  the  kids.   We  bought  the  girls  dolls  for 
50  cents  and  little  red  chairs  for  25  cents. 
Louise  went  to  the  hospital  and  had  Carla  two 
days  after  Christmas.   Then  Mother  Blanchard 
got  pneumonia  followed  by  gall  bladder  surgery. 
She  never  really  recovered  from  her  operation 
and  passed  away  in  March,  just  after  we  had 
arrived  back  home  in  Chester,  so  we  had  to  turn 
around  and  go  back  to  California  for  the  funeral. 
Both  Annie  and  Byron  are  buried  in  California. 

Don  came  along  to  brighten  our  lives  on 
January  18th,  1939,  on  his  Grandmother 
Blanchard' s  birthday.   He  was  such  a  sweet, 
affectionate  baby.   When  he  was  little,  Angus 
and  I  went  to  California  to  the  fair  in  San 
Francisco.   Martha  came  and  stayed  with  the 
three  kids.  We  got  home  at  midnight  and  I  was 
operated  on  at  1 :00  P.M.  for  appendicitis.  What 
a  year  it  was!  Wallace  and  Babe  worked  for  us 
the  next  summer.   They  got  German  measles, 
but  went  to  the  Junior  Prom  anyway.   Everyone 
had  been  exposed  by  then,  anyway.   Don  got 
bitten  by  ants  in  his  pants  that  summer  and  that 
was  really  funny  at  the  time,  but  Don  didn't  think 
so. 

Virginia  was  born  in  1940  on  Dale's  birthday 
at  eight  P.M.  When  she  was  one  year  old, 
Barbara  was  operated  on  for  appendicitis.   Dale 
slipped  on  the  hall  rug  and  slammed  into  the 
front  door  and  it  made  quite  a  gash  in  his  head. 
Don  mangled  his  finger  in  a  cream  separator's 
gears.  It  seemed  like  one  crisis  after  another. 
Thank  goodness,  we  had  Jenny  Winters  living 
across  the  street  to  come  to  our  aid.   She  was  a 
nurse.  When  Virginia  was  four,  she  fell  and 
cracked  her  arm.   It  was  quite  painful.  The 
doctor  said  it  was  as  bad  as  a  break.   She  was 
always  a  quiet,  self-sufficient  little  girl. 

In  the  meantime,  Uncle  Wayne  would 
always  tell  us  how  to  raise  our  kids... being  an 
"old  bachelor"  himself.   He  decided  to  enlist  in 
the  Army  and  was  sent  to  England  during  the 
war.  Wallace  and  Howard  were  in  the  Army, 
too.  Howard  went  to  Europe  and  Wallace  was 
stationed  in  Texas  where  he  met  his  wife, 


Pauline.   Before  Wayne  left,  we  told  him  we 
were  expecting  another  baby.  That  fall,  we 
decided  to  have  the  baby  at  Tressa' s  home 
because  there  was  no  hospital  in  the  area  and  she 
was  expecting  a  baby  about  the  same  time. 
Tressa 's  mother-in-law  had  nursing  experience 
and  she  would  assist  us.   Her  baby  girl,  Sandra 
Jean,  was  born  23  hours  earlier  than  our 
daughter,  Jo  Anne,  on  September  15th  and  16th, 
1 943.  These  two  girls  have  been  close  cousins 
and  best  friends  all  their  lives.  JoAnne  had 
beautiful  blond  curly  hair  and  a  sparkling 
personality. 

When  JoAnne  was  about  two  and  one  half,  I 
had  some  heart  trouble  and  spent  a  while  in  bed. 
When  I  recovered,  I  went  on  a  trip  with  Tressa 
to  the  Canadian  Temple.   It  was  one  of  the  most 
glorious  experiences  of  my  life.   There,  I  had  a 
special  blessing  indicating  that  Angus  and  I 
would  be  able  to  have  another  baby,  if  our  faith 
was  strong  enough.  This  was  wonderful  news, 
as  the  doctor  had  advised  against  us  having  any 
more  children.   Soon  afterward,  we  were  blessed 
with  another  baby  girl,  Marlene,  who  was  born 
on  October  17th,  1948.   It  had  been  five  years 
since  we  had  a  baby  in  the  house  and  she  was  a 
very  welcome  addition  to  our  family.   The  whole 
family  loved,  adored  and  spoiled  this  beautiful 
little  girl.  Marlene  had  brown  eyes  and  blond 
hair  and  a  win-  your-heart  smile.   She  was  strong 
and  quick  to  learn  and  we  thought  that  she  was 
the  smartest  kid  in  Chester. 

I  was  truly  blessed  to  be  born  into  such  a 
wonderful  family.   I  thank  my  parents  for 
instilling  in  their  family  the  love  we  have  for 
each  other.  Our  family  relationship  is  something 
unique  and  very  precious.   Angus  and  I  have 
tried  to  instill  this  same  feeling  of  love  and  pride 
in  our  own  family. 

Angus  is  a  very  special  person.   No  one 
knows  but  me,  all  the  tender  things  he  does  for 
me  every  day  of  our  lives.  There  aren't  words 
good  enough  to  express  the  way  I  feel  about  him 
and  my  family. 

Because  Angus  quit  school  to  help  his  father 
on  the  farm,  he  made  sure  that  all  our  children 
would  not  only  graduate  from  high  school,  but 
would  have  the  opportunity  to  go  to  college.  He 
worked  hard  and  made  many  sacrifices  for  this 
to  happen.  One  time  he  had  three  in  college  at 
the  same  time!  Dale  went  a  short  time  to  ISU 
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before  deciding  to  join  the  Marines.   He  spent  a 
year  in  Korea  just  after  the  war  ended.   When  he 
returned,  he  married  a  very  lovely  girl,  Rulene 
Parkinson,  the  daughter  of  dear  family  friends. 
She  is  a  wonderful  wife  and  mother  and  we  are 
very  proud  of  the  four  grandsons  that  they  have 
given  us,  Noel,  Brent,  Boyd  and  Brian.   Dale 
works  in  security  for  the  Department  of  Energy 
in  Nevada. 

Barbara  waited  for  her  missionary  while  she 
attended  Utah  State  University.   She  became  an 
elementary  school  teacher.   Her  husband, 
Richard  Bateman,  has  been  like  a  real  son  to  us. 
They  have  a  wonderful  family  of  three  children: 
Don,  Cindy  and  Heidi,  who  all  live  in 
California. 

Don  went  on  a  mission  in  Northern 
California,  then  graduated  from  Utah  State 
where  he  studied  math  and  electronics.    Un- 
earned his  Master's  Degree  at  Arizona  State 
University  and  is  a  professor  at  Southern  I  tab 
State  College  in  Cedar  City.   There  he  met  and 
married  a  lovely  girl,  Linda  Woollard.   They 
have  four  bright  children  they  are  very  proud  of, 
David,  Duane,  LeeAnn  and  Darin. 

Virginia  also  graduated  from  USU  with  a 
degree  in  English  Education.    She  has  been 
teaching  ever  since  and  seems  to  really  enjoy  tier 
career.   She  has  lived  in  many  different  states 
and  countries.   Angus  and  I  went  to  Japan  to  visit 
them.  JoAnne  accompanied  us.   Virginia  has 
been  married  three  times.   She  was  married  to 
Doug  Jones  who  died  of  cancer  their  first  year  ol 
marriage,  then  she  married  Stan  Smith  and  the\ 
had  two  children,  Brittany  and  Christopher. 
That  marriage  lasted  for  twenty  years,  then  they 
were  divorced.   Now,  she  is  married  to  Mike 
Smiley  and  has  a  step-son,  Morgan.   Mike  treats 
me  like  his  own  mother. 

JoAnne  graduated  from  USU  with  a  degree 
in  Social  Science  and  Education.   She  taught 
school  for  several  years  and  married  Don 
Breummer.   After  their  divorce,  she  became  an 
airline  stewardess  with  TWA.   Because  TWA 
allowed  passes  for  the  parents,  we  have  traveled 
extensively  all  over  the  world,  thanks  to  JoAnne. 
She  is  married  to  Randell  Gardner  and  they  have 
two  very  talented  children,  Lindsey  and  Jordan. 
They  live  in  California. 

Marlene  also  attended  USU  where  she 
studied  business.   She  is  currently  an  office 


manager  for  a  large  lumber  company  and,  in  her 
spare  time,  helps  her  husband.  Glen  Floyd,  raise 
and  race  registered  quarter  horses.  She  and  her 
ex-husband,  Lennie  Peterson,  have  one  daughter 
Jo\ .  who  Angus  and  I  had  the  privilege  of 
helping  raise.  Marlene  became  the  step-mom  to 
five  other  children  when  she  and  Glen  married. 

The  following,  which  will  tie  in  the  rest  of 
Jean  and  Angus's  history,  was  written  by  her 
daughters,  Gina  Smiley  and  Barbara 
Bateman. 

Angus  and  Jean  worked  hard  and  didn't  like 
to  be  idle.    Besides  his  farming,  Angus  owned 
and  operated  a  service  station  and  grocery  store 
in  ( Ihester.    He  also  owned  a  mobile  home  sales 
agency  and  had  a  couple  o\  rental  houses  in  St. 
Anthony.    All  Uiese  projects  kept  his  children  to 
bus\  to  yet  into  mischief.    Angus  was  a  pleasant. 
outgoing,  optimistic  person  who  provided  well 
for  Ins  famil)  .    Both  Jean  and  Angus  were  active 
in  main  church  activities,  as  well  as  THE 
FLYING  FARMERS  ot  AMERICA 
organization.   Angus  owned  his  own  plane  and 
nearl)  frightened  Jean  (and  anyone  else  who 
dared  ride  with  him)  to  death  every  time  he  took 
her  tor  a  spin  in  his  AERONICA.   Jean  was 
honored  to  be  chosen  as  Hying  Queen  for  the 
state  of  Idaho  one  year  and  they  had  fun  going  to 
Chicago  for  the  convention  where  she  competed 
nationally.    Angus  also  served  as  a  Fremont 
Counts  school  trustee.    They  had  a  loving 
marriage  and  celebrated  their  Golden  Wedding 
Anniversary  in  January  of  1983  with  many 
friends  and  relatives  honoring  them. 

Angus  was  active  in  farming  until  his  early 
seventies.    As  long  as  he  kept  busy,  his  chronic 
rheumatoid  arthritis  continued  to  bother  him 
some,  but  the  constant  movement  kept  him 
flexible.   Once  he  stopped  working,  it  seemed  hi 
body  began  to  quit  on  him.   He  also  suffered 
from  chronic  gout.   Then,  he  was  diagnosed  as 
having  both  diabetes  and  Parkinson's  disease. 

Any  one  of  these  infirmities,  alone,  would 
not  have  caused  Angus  to  become  bed-ridden  his 
last  year.   It  was  so  heartbreaking  to  see  such  a 
strong  vibrant  man  become  so  physically  weak. 
However,  Angus's  condition  did  not  daunt  his 
spirits.   He  amazed  everyone  with  his  cheerful 
attitude.   He  rarely  complained,  nor  showed  that 
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he  was  sad  or  even  felt  sorry  for  himself.   Every 
time  someone  assisted  him,  he  always 
remembered  to  say,  "Thank  you.   1  really 
appreeiate  your  help."   Jean  was  at  his  side  every 
moment.   She  was  loving  and  devoted  to  Angus. 
When  she  became  so  exhausted  and  could  no 
longer  lift  or  move  him,  men  her  children  and 
their  spouses  rallied  around  mem  both.   On  a 
rotating  basis,  the  kids  would  come  to  Chester  to 
help  out  for  a  month  or  two  at  a  time.   But  mere 
finally  came  a  time  when  Angus  needed  more 
specialized  care  and  he  went  to  the  hospital 
permanently.   There,  Jean  continued  to  stay  with 
him  14-16  hours  per  day  for  months.   Her  sister, 
Tress,  relieved  her  when  she  could.   Jean  wanted 
to  spend  as  much  time  with  Angus  as  she  could, 
for  she  knew  that  she  would  miss  him  terribly 
when  he  was  gone. 

Angus  never  lost  his  sense  of  humor  nor  his 
good  spirits  while  in  the  hospital.   In  fact,  the 
nurses  were  quite  delighted  that  he  joked  with 
them  and  teased  them  up  to  the  end.   Even 
though  Angus's  body  had  failed  him,  his  mind 
remained  clear  and  sharp  and  he  was  very 
Loncerned  about  Jean.   A  month  or  so  before 
Jean's  birthday,  he  showed  Marlene  a  birthday 
:ard  from  him  with  a  message  from  Kahlil 
Gibran,  the  poet.   It  read: 


There  was  dawn  in  your  eyes, 

and  in  that  dawn  there  was 

the  silent  mystery  of  a  deep  night, 

and  the  silent  promise  of  a  full  day, 

and  I  was  fulfilled, 

and  I  was  whole. 

Your  love  has  made  my  life  complete. 

Then  he  dictated  this  message  to  Marlene  to 
trite  on  the  card  for  him: 

"Mum,  Marlene  is  helping  me  with  this, 
he'll  know  when  to  give  it  to  you.  Thanks, 
4um  for  the  caring  you  did  for  me  all  these 
ears,  especially  the  last  few.   I  love  you.   I  wish 
ie  last  years  had  been  different  and  I'll  worry 
bout  you.  But  Marlene  has  promised  to  look 
fter  you  and  that  helps  some.  We  had  a  good 
larriage,  didn't  we,  Mum?  I'm  going  to  miss 
ou  as  you'll  miss  me.   But  remember,  we  had 
n  eternal  marriage.   Someday  I'll  come  to  you; 
11  call  your  name  and  we'll  be  together  - 


Forever.   I  love  you,  Mum." 

Angus     April  20,  1984 

Angus  passed  away  in  St.  Anthony  on  June 
7th,  1984,  with  Jean  at  his  side,  holding  him. 
He  died  with  a  great  deal  of  dignity  and  was  a 
great  inspiration  to  his  family.  Jean's 
unwavering  devotion  and  love  has  also  been  an 
inspiration  to  all  who  know  her.   Marlene  gave 
her  father's  birthday  card  to  Jean  on  her 
birthday,  June  25th.   She  has  treasured  this  card 
and  has  kept  it  near  her,  reading  its  loving 
message  over  and  over. 

In  spite  of  bad  eyesight  and  crippling 
scoliosis  and  arthritis,  Jean  managed  to  live  alone 
in  Chester  for  five  years,  with  Marlene  nearby  to 
help  her.   She  spent  each  winter  with  her 
daughters,  JoAnne  and  Barbara,  in  California. 
Jean  was  no  longer  lonely  when  Mike  and  Gina 
decided  to  retire  in  Chester.   They  all  agreed  to 
live  together  in  the  family  homestead,  taking  care 
of  Jean  and  fixing  up  the  house,  which  needed 
extensive  work.   It  was  a  mutually  advantageous 
and  pleasant  arrangement.   In  the  meantime, 
Mike  and  Gina  took  care  of  her  pressing  health 
needs,  having  the  cataracts  taken  off  her  eyes 
and  having  both  crippled  knees  replaced  so  she 
would  not  have  to  be  confined  to  a  wheelchair. 
Now  that  Jean  was  no  longer  lonely  and  could 
see  and  walk  better,  life  was  good. 

A  few  years  later,  however,  Jean  started 
forgetting  things.  It  was  hard  at  first  to 
determine  what  was  normal  for  a  person  in  her 
late  seventies  and  what  wasn't.   Before  long,  she 
forgot  how  to  write,  then  to  speak,  and  had  to  be 
reminded  how  to  eat.   She  also  became  easily 
confused. 

Doctors  confirmed  that  she  most  likely  had 
Alzheimers.  Jean  has  regressed  into  what  is 
known  as  her  "second  childhood"  and  seems 
rather  content  and  secure  in  her  own  little  private 
world.   She  is  still  the  sweet  loving  person  she 
always  was  and  is  such  a  joy  to  care  for.  The 
thing  she  loves  most  is  to  watch  children  and  to 
rock  her  baby  doll.  She  smiles  at  her  doll  in 
such  a  loving  and  nurturing  way,  it  reminds  her 
own  children  how  she  must  have  been  with  them 
when  they  were  babies.   Her  granddaughter, 
Lee  Ann,  sized  up  her  grandmother's  situation 
very  well  when  she  asked,  "Do  you  think  this  is 
God's  way  of  Gramma  coping  with  old  age?" 
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She  may  be  right,  for  Jean  is  not  in  any  pain  and 
has  no  worries  and  she  is  cared  for  by  a  very 
loving  family. 

One  only  has  to  look  into  Jean's  smiling 
loving  face  and  trusting  brown  eyes  and  he  can 
see  the  sweet  little  girl  she  must  have  been  80 
years  ago. 

Her  brother,  Howard,  describes  Jean  very 
well:    "As  I  was  growing  up,  I  cannot  remember 
anything  about  Jean  that  wasn't  pleasant.   I  have 
always  admired  her  for  her  sweet  personality. 
She  always  has  a  smile  for  you  and  tries  not  to 


complain.   She  has  been  a  faithful  and  devoted 
wife  to  Angus  all  these  years.   She  has  been  a 
good  mother  and  loves  her  children.   1  have 
always  enjoyed  being  around  her  and  going  to 
their  home.  Jean  has  always  been  a  good 
influence  on  my  life  and  others  as  well." 

Brittany,  her  young  granddaughter,  once 
said,  "My  grandma  is  the  next  best  thing  to  Mrs. 
Santa  Claus!"   What  a  rare  and  choice  spirit  Jean 
has  been!   This  lovely  angel  has  touched  the 
hearts  oi  everyone  who  has  known  her  and  we 
have  all  been  blessed. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dale  Robert 

B 

03  Oct  1933 

M 

■  18  Dec 

(2)  Barbara  Joyce 

B 

02  Mar  1936 

M 

•  19  A  ut' 

(3)  Don  Lee 

B 

18  Jan  1939 

M 

18  Dec 

(4)  Virginia  Kaye 

B 

■03  Oct  1940 

M 
M 
M 

■  10  Max 
22  Dec 

24  1  fee 

(5)  Jo  Anne 

B 

■  16  Sep  1943 

M 

■  02  Mar 

(6)  Marlene 

B 

-  17  Oct  1948 

M 

M 

23  Dec 

■  03  Jul  1 

1955  to  Rulene  Parkinson 

1960  to  Charles  Richard  Bateman 

1967  to  Linda  Lx*e  Woollard 

1963  to  Samuel  Douglas  Jones  (Deceased) 

1964  to  Stanley  Parley  Smith  (Div) 
1984  to  Michael  Thomas  Smiley 
1974  to  Randell  Perron  Gardner 

1968  to  Lennie  D.  Peterson  (Div) 
981  to  Glen  C.  Floyd 


Jean  (Murdoch)  Blanchard 


Angus  and  Jean  (Murdoch)  Blanchard 
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Back  (L  to  R):  Dale,  Barbara,  Virginia,  Don 
Front  (L  to  R):  Angus,  Jo  Anne,  Marlene,  Jean  (Murdoch)  Blanchard 


TRIBUTE  TO  JEAN  (MURDOCH)  BLANCHARD 


ear  Mom, 

ve  been  looking  back  at  all  the  years 
e've  both  spent  in  happiness  and  tears. 
ie  ups  and  downs  in  our  life 
ie  happiness,  sadness,  and  strife. 

s  we've  both  grown  older 

^e  seen  the  cares  you've  had  to  shoulder. 

>me  were  big,  some  were  small 

it  you  managed  to  carry  them  all. 

xi've  given  so  much  of  yourself 
ith  never  a  thought  for  your  health. 
)u  taught  me  to  stand  upright, 
ught  me  to  choose  wrong  from  right. 


In  our  trek,  down  life's  road, 
Even  as  I  am  growing  old, 
I  hope  some  day  I  may  be 
As  wise  as  you  seem  to  me. 

God  must  have  cared  so  much  for  me, 
He  gave  you  to  me  didn't  He? 
You've  been  a  wonderful  mother, 
I'd  never  ask  for  any  other. 
My  love  for  you  runs  swift  and  deep, 
My  love  for  you,  I'll  always  keep. 

by  Marlene  (Blanchard)  Floyd 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  LAURA  JEAN  (MURDOCH)  BLANCHARD 
and  CHARLES  ANGUS  BLANCHARD 

1  -  DALE  ROBERT  BLANCHARD.  Dale  Robert  Blanchard  was  born  on  the  3rd  of  October,  1933,  the 
first  child  of  Laura  Jean  Murdoch  and  Charles  Angus  Blanchard.   He  attended  elementary  school  at  the 
three  room  Chester  school.  While  attending  South  Fremont  High,  he  worked  on  the  family  farm  and 
developed  an  interest  in  photography.  Riding  and  maintaining  motorcycles  became  a  life  long  avocation. 
Following  graduation  in  1952,  he  attended  a  year  at  Idaho  State  College  studying  aircraft  mechanics. 
During  that  year,  he  began  to  date  his  wife  to  be,  Rulene  Parkinson.   They  had  meet  briefly  during  the 
time  her  father  worked  for  Angus. 

Dale  enlisted  in  the  Marine  Corps  and  served  from  1953  to  1956.   He  arrived  in  Korea  shortly  after 
the  "Cease  Fire"  agreement.  While  there  he  worked  as  a  tank  electrician  and  mechanic.  The  17th  of 
March,  1955,  stands  out  as  the  day  Dale  returned  to  the  United  States.   During  that  summer,  he  competed 
for  a  spot  on  the  Marine  Rifle  team,  beginning  another  lifelong  avocation  in  competitive  pistol  and  rifle 
shooting  and  reloading  (it's  less  expensive).   Dale  married  Rulene  Parkinson,  daughter  of  Jennie  Mae 
Karlson  and  Royal  John  Parkinson,  on  December  18,  1955.   She  was  born  in  Parker,  Idaho,  on  the  23rd 
of  August,  1937.   Following  separation  from  the  Marine  Corps  in  August  1956,  Dale  enrolled  at  Utah 
State  College  in  Logan,  Utah,  where  he  again  studied  aircraft  mechanics  and  served  in  the  Air  Force 
ROTC. 

His  first  child,  Robert  Noel  Blanchard,  was  born  on  March  28,  1957,  In  Logan,  Utah.   Dale  decided 
that  in  order  to  support  his  family  he  would  find  work.   He  started  with  Federal  Services,  the  security 
force  for  the  Nevada  Test  Site,  during  April  of  1957.  This  was  just  prior  to  the  end  of  above  ground 
testing  of  nuclear  weapons.   The  family  moved  to  Henderson,  Nevada,  on  July  24,  1957.   This  has  been 
the  family  home,  except  for  a  nine  month  period  from  November  1957  to  August  1958  mat  he  spent 
working  at  LLNL  in  Livermore,  California.  Three  more  sons  were  born  to  Dale  and  Rulene.  These  were 
Brent  Alan,  in  1960  and  Boyd  Angus  and  Brian  Royal  in  1964  (twins). 

Dale  became  an  amateur  radio  operator  during  the  early  1960s  (WA7IXK).   He  retired  on  October  1, 
1992,  after  thirty  three  years  working  for  the  security  force  of  Wackenhut,  Inc.  His  shooting  skill  earned 
him  many  bonuses,  a  place  on  the  Wackenhut  Pistol  Team  and  several  interesting  vacations  for  Rulene  as 
he  competed  at  the  various  Department  of  Energy  sites  around  the  country.   He  competed  at  the  National 
Matches  at  Camp  Perry,  Ohio  three  times  as  a  member  of  the  Nevada  State  Team.  Rulene  was  an 
alternate  member  of  the  Nevada  Pistol  Team  of  1962.  Dale  was  instrumental  in  developing  the  training 
program  for  "new  hires"  on  the  security  force. 

Rulene  and  Dale  were  active  in  the  Cub  Scout  program  for  several  years  and  they  were  able  to  support 
their  sons  while  they  served  missions  for  the  LDS  Church.   Three  sons  served  foreign  missions:  Robert  in 
Japan,  Boyd  in  Brazil,  and  Brian  in  Switzerland.   Brent  served  in  Florida.   Robert,  Boyd  and  Brian  earned 
degrees  from  Ricks  college,  Brent  attended  college  in  Cedar  City  for  one  year  prior  to  his  mission  and  all 
four  obtained  degrees  at  BYU.   Brent  is  currently  studying  law  at  the  South  Western  University  at  San 
Diego,  California.   Rulene  has  served  as  a  teacher  in  Primary,  Sunday  School  and  Relief  Society  and  was 
President  of  the  YWMIA  for  about  a  year. 

Dale  and  Rulene  worked  for  Communication  Specialists  for  a  time,  he  as  an  electronic  technician  and 
she  as  a  secretary.   Rulene  worked  as  a  photographic  technician  at  the  Remote  Sensing  Lab  for 
EG&G/Energy  Measurements  from  1980  until  1995  when  Bechtel  Nevada  took  over  the  contract  for 
supporting  the  Nevada  Test  Site.   She  accepted  a  voluntary  RIF  package  in  1996.   She  has  now  retired. 
Since  retirement,  Dale  has  spent  much  time  and  effort  repairing  and  remodeling  the  family  home  and 
touring  the  country,  attending  motorcycle  rallies  and  enjoying  the  freedom  to  travel.   He  and  Rulene  were 
able  to  enjoy  a  visit  to  Japan  during  the  time  Robert  and  his  family,  Midori  and  Jennifer,  were  living  and 
working  there. 

Robert  Noel  married  Midori  Sukumo  on  the  29th  of  August,  1986,  in  the  Salt  Lake  City  Temple. 
They  are  the  parents  of  Jeffery,  (stillborn)  and  Jennifer  Kie.   Brent  Alan  married  Kristina  Lefler  on 
August  18,  1989,  in  the  Salt  Lake  City  Temple.  They  are  the  parents  of  Marcus  Alan,  Ryan  Andrew  and 
Nathen  Aric.     Brian  Royal  married  Julie  Norton  on  May  4,  1991 ,  in  the  Los  Angeles  Temple.   They  are 
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the  parents  of  Taylor  James  and  Hayden  Robert.   Boyd  Angus  married  Heather  Paysant  on  December  3, 
1994.   They  were  sealed  in  the  San  Diego  Temple  on  October  26,  1996.   They  are  the  parents  of  Bryon 
Alec.   If  success  is  judged  by  your  children,  then  Dale  has  enjoyed  a  successful  life. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Robert  Noel 

(2)  Brent  Alan 

(3)  Boyd  Angus 

(4)  Brian  Royal 


B  -  28  Mar  1957 
B-01  Mar  1960 
B- 02  Oct  1964 
B- 02  Oct  1964 


M  -  29  Aug  1986  to  Midori  Sakuma 
M  -  14  Aug  1989  to  Kristina  Marie  Lefler 
M  -  03  Dec  1994  to  Heather  Ann  Payzant 
M  -  04  May  1991  to  Julie  Norton 


Left:   Dale  and  Rulene  (Parkinson)  Blanchard 


Back  (  L  to  R):   Boyd,  Brian,  Robert 
Front  (L  to  R):   Brent,  Dale,  Midori  (Sakuma)  Blanchard 
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1-    Robert  N.  Blanchard.  I  was  born  on  March  28,  1957,  at  1 1 :00  am  MST  in  Logan,  Utah.  I  was 
raised  mostly  in  Henderson,  Nevada,  but  I  spent  some  summers  in  Chester,  Idaho,  farming  with  my 
father  and  grandfather. 

I  graduated  from  Basic  High  School  in  Henderson,  Nevada.  I  worked  at  J.  R.  Simplot  Chemical 
in  Pocatello,  Idaho,  from  September,  1975  through  December,  1975.  Then  I  worked  at  State 
Industries  in  Henderson,  Nevada,  from  January  1976  to  January  1978.   I  then  worked  at  Kerr-McGee 
Chemicals  from  May,  1978  through  August,  1980.   I  also  worked  some  as  an  intern  during  summer 
break.  (1981,  1982,  1984) 

I  entered  Ricks  College  in  1980  and  graduated  in  April,  1982,  with  an  Associate  of  Science 
Degree  in  Electronic  Engineering.   I  then  accepted  a  mission  call  to  the  Japan  Osaka  Mission.   I 
entered  the  Missionary  Training  Center  in  November  of  1982.   I  landed  in  Japan  in  January  of  1983, 
and  completed  my  mission  in  May,  1984.   I  served  in  Nara,  Tenmabashi,  Neyagawa,  Gobo,  and 
Neyagawa  again. 

Next  I  entered  Brigham  Young  University  in  September,  1984,  and  graduated  in  April,  of  1989.  I 
received  a  Bachelor  of  Science  in  Electronic  Engineering,  a  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  Asian  Studies  and  a 
Minor  in  Japanese. 

I  entered  Sony  in  San  Diego  during  August  of  1989.  I  then  transferred  to  Japan  on  January  31, 
1990.   While  mere,  I  worked  at  Osaki  Technology  Center  in  Tokyo  and  lived  in  Shinyurigaoka, 
Kawasaki,  for  one  year  and  ten  months.  We  men  moved  to  Shiromachi,  Chiba-Ken,  in  December  of 
1991  and  stayed  there  through  September  of  1993.  We  are  presently  living  in  Escondido,  California. 
I  still  design  computer  displays,  mostly  power  supply  circuits. 

I  married  Midori  Sakuma  on  August  29,  1986.  We  have  had  one  male  child,  Jeffery  Takemori 
Blanchard.   He  was  stillborn  at  time  of  delivery,  March  6,  1988,  in  Provo,  Utah.  A  second  child, 
Jennifer  Kei  Blanchard,  was  born  March  19,  1991,  in  Kawasaki,  Japan,  at  Saint  Maryanne  Hospital. 
She  is  bilingual. 

Midori  was  born  in  Naha,  Okinawa,  September  12,  1957.  She  came  to  the  United  States  to  study 
business  in  1981 .   She  served  a  mission  in  the  California  San  Jose  Mission  from  1982  through  1983. 
She  went  back  to  Japan  through  Hong  Kong.   She  had  a  good  time  there.   In  Japan,  she  worked  for  a 
while  and  then  decided  to  go  back  to  school  in  Provo  in  late  1984.   She  was  attending  Utah  Valley 
Community  College  when  she  met  Robert  N.  through  an  acquaintance.   This  was  just  before 
Thanksgiving  of  1985.   She  thought  Robert  was  a  nice  guy,  but  too  eager.  So,  she  told  him  not  see 
her  so  much.   Robert  was  heartbroken  for  most  of  January  and  February  of  1986.   Midori  soon 
decided  that  Robert  was  not  such  a  jerk  anyway  and  surprised  him  by  doing  all  types  of  nice  things, 
especially  on  his  birthday.   Poor  Robert  soon  could  not  help  asking  Midori,  "How  would  it  be  if  we 
got  married?"   Or  some  other  words.  This  was  during  the  afternoon  session  of  General  Conference  on 
Saturday  in  April.  Well,  as  things  would  go,  they  were  soon  engaged. 

They  lived  in  the  usual  couples  basement  apartment  until  the  place  was  condemned.  Then  they 
moved  on  to  Wymount  married  housing.  There  they  lived  until  graduation.   During  that  time  Robert 
worked  at  UPS  in  the  early  morning  hours  and  went  to  school.   Midori  went  to  school  until  she 
became  pregnant.   Unfortunately,  the  pregnancy  went  full  term  with  no  success.   After  much 
disappointment,  Midori  went  back  to  school  and  obtained  her  Associate  Degree  in  Business.   Robert 
continued  to  work  and  go  to  school.   (Nearly  wore  him  out,  it  took  three  years  to  complete  a  year  and 
a  half's  worth  of  classes!)  Soon  after,  Midori  worked  some  and  then  graduation  came  in  April  of 
1989. 

Once  the  long  wait  was  over,  we  moved  to  San  Diego  to  start  a  new  career  and  life.  After  six 
months  we  went  to  Japan  and  spent  nearly  four  years.  We  were  able  to  see  many  places.   Best  of  all 
we  had  another  child  and  she  has  been  a  blessing.  Jennifer,  or  Kei-chan  as  we  call  her,  is  also  well 
traveled.   She  has  been  to  Okinawa  and  Kumejima  once.   She  was  truly  excited  by  the  ocean.  On  our 
final  trip,  she  saw  Okinawa,  Ishigaki,  and  Iriomote  Islands  with  her  parents.   She  also  came  to  the 
U.S.  in  April  of  1993,  to  visit  her  grandparents.   It  was  her  first  experience  in  an  English  speaking 
world.   Boy,  was  she  frustrated!   She  has  also  been  to  Osaka,  Seattle  and  other  places  too  numerous  to 
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mention.   Now  that  she  is  accustomed  to  living  in  the  U.S.,  she  has  made  new  friends  and  is  speaking 
too  much  English. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeffery  Takemori      B  -  06  Mar  1988  (stillborn) 

(2)  Jennifer  Kei  B  -  19  Mar  1991 


Back:  Robert  Blanchard 
Front:  (L  to  R):  Midori  (Sakuma)  and  Jennifer  Blanchard 


2  -  Brent  Alan  Blanchard.  Life  on  this  earth  began  for  Brent  Alan  Blanchard  early  in  the  morning 
of  March  1 ,  1960,  at  St.  Rose  de  Lima  Hospital  in  Henderson,  Clark  County,  Nevada.   He  was  the 
second  of  four  sons  raised  by  Rulene  (Parkinson)  Blanchard  and  Dale  Robert  Blanchard,  both 
originally  from  southeastern  Idaho. 

Until  the  twins,  Boyd  and  Brian,  were  born  in  October,  1964,  Brent  spent  much  of  his  play  time 
following  after  his  brother  Robert  Noel  (known  by  his  middle  name  until  about  1988).    Brent  and  Noel 
were  usually  good  "partners  in  crime",  and  even  tried  to  make  it  rain  inside  the  house  during  a  bath 
because  it  was  already  raining  outside  that  night. 

First  grade  was  exciting  for  Brent  because  he  learned  to  read.   After  finishing  the  Sally.  Dick  and 
Jane  books  before  Thanksgiving,  Brent  began  checking  books  out  of  the  library,  reading  up  to  three 
books  a  week  until  the  end  of  high  school.   When  he  was  a  newspaper  carrier  from  1971  to  1974  (age 
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1 1  to  14),  he  also  read  the  first  two  sections  of  the  Las  Vegas  Review- Journal  almost  every  day. 

Brent's  interests  broadened  during  high  school  to  include  entertainment  arts.   He  appeared  in  three 
drama  productions,  sang  in  the  men's  choir  one  year  and  sang  in  the  Bel  Canto  mixed  chorus  for  three 
years.  An  elementary  school  friend  "drafted"  Brent  into  the  Senior  Debate  division  during  his  last 
year  of  high  school. 

Brent  attended  Southern  Utah  State  College  during  the  1978-79  school  year  and  contributed  to  the 
college  Speech  and  Debate  Team's  successes  in  orations,  impromptu  speaking  and  debate.   Majoring 
in  Communications  put  Brent  in  a  radio  broadcasting  class  and  he  thoroughly  enjoyed  hosting  three  and 
four-hour  segments  of  Rock  'n  Roll  programming  on  the  college  FM  station. 

Spring  quarter  in  Cedar  City  was  also  the  time  to  put  his  life  in  order  and  begin  preparing  in 
earnest  to  serve  a  mission  for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints.   Brent  worked  at  Pizza 
Hut  through  the  summer,  submitted  papers  to  serve  a  mission  in  August  and  reported  to  the  LDS 
Missionary  Training  Center  December  20,  1979.   As  a  missionary,  Brent  trained  two  new  Elders, 
served  as  a  District  Leader  twice  and  finished  as  a  Zone  Leader.   His  best  experiences  were  those 
involving  spiritual  experiences  while  teaching,  counseling  with  other  missionaries,  and  while  reading 
and  meditating  on  what  he  would  later  call  "the  realities  of  the  unseen  world." 

Brent  returned  to  Nevada  in  December  1 98 1 ,  and  plunged  into  classes  at  Brigham  Young 
University  a  few  days  later.   He  majored  in  Public  Relations,  helped  organize  a  shooting  sports  club 
and  was  both  a  reporter  and  an  editor  for  the  student  lab  newspaper,  the  Daily  Universe. 

After  attending  a  friend's  wedding  in  the  St.  George  Temple  in  October  1988,  Brent  visited  his  old 
school  buddy,  Doug  Lefler,  in  St.  George.   During  this  trip,  Doug's  wife  Barb  finally  persuaded  Brent 
to  look  up  Doug's  younger  sister  in  Salt  Lake  City.  Barb  had  first  mentioned  this  idea  two  or  three 
years  earlier.   Brent  was  already  going  to  Salt  Lake  to  see  an  old  friend  be  baptized  the  first  weekend 
of  November  1988.   That  is  how  Brent  came  to  travel  450  miles  to  Salt  Lake  City  for  a  date  with  a 
hometown  girl. 

During  their  second  date  over  the  Thanksgiving  holiday  -  again  in  Salt  Lake  -  Brent  decided  that 
Tina  had  the  most  important  characteristics  he  could  want  in  a  wife:   a  kind  heart  and  a  thoughtful 
passion  for  what's  right. 

Brent  and  Kristina  Marie  Lefler  maintained  an  expensive  long-distance  relationship  until  early 
June,  then  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  August  14,  1989.   They  chose  to  marry  on  a  Monday  to 
allow  themselves  a  weekend  to  travel  and  enjoy  time  together  at  church  before  the  wedding,  as  well  as 
avoid  the  rush  of  being  one  of  a  dozen  or  more  couples  being  married  on  the  same  day. 

While  Brent  was  director  of  public  relations  and  marketing  for  a  cardiology  group,  Tina  presented 
him  with  Marcus  Alan  Blanchard  on  November  2,  1990.  The  boy  opened  a  world  of  new  experiences 
for  the  couple  and  has  proven  to  be  a  wonderful  playmate  for  his  dad. 

Brent  tried  a  career  change  to  the  financial  planning/securities/insurance  industry  in  late  1992  and 
the  first  half  of  1993.  Dissatisfied  with  the  high  promises,  evening  working  hours  and  low  payout  for 
his  efforts,  Brent  left  that  industry  and  worked  at  several  odd  jobs,  mostly  in  construction  framing. 

Brent  and  Tina  took  one  of  several  leaps  of  faith  at  this  time  and  decided  to  have  another  baby. 
After  "starting"  the  baby,  Brent  returned  to  a  full  time  position  in  the  world  of  marketing,  handling 
advertising  and  marketing  support  materials  for  a  manufacturer  of  spa  and  pool  controls.  Their  second 
son,  Ryan  Andrew  Blanchard,  was  born  May  30,  1993.   Ryan  is  a  delightful  social  bug  who  loves  to 
take  baths  and  sit  next  to  mom  or  dad  during  story  time. 

As  of  this  writing  (June  1995),  Brent  was  working  as  a  marketing  support  specialist  for  the 
regional  office  of  a  national  health  benefits  administration  company.  Long-term  plans  revolve  around 
entering  law  school  in  August  of  1995,  in  order  to  more  fully  use  his  writing  skills  and  earn  enough  so 
Tina  can  come  home  and  be  a  full-time  mom. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Marcus  Alan  B  -  02  Nov  1990 

(2)  Ryan  Andrew  B  -  30  May  1993 

(3)  Nathan  Aric  B  -  14  Dec  1996 
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Back  (L  to  R):  Brent  and  Tina  (Lefler)  Blanchard 
Front  (L  to  R):  Marcus,  Ryan,  Nathan 


3  -  Boyd  Angus  Blanchard.  Boyd  Angus  Blanchard  was  born  3:39  PM,  on  October  2,  1964,  in 
Henderson,  Nevada.   He  was  the  eldest  of  twin  boys  by  some  ten  minutes  and  third  son  of  Dale  Robert 
Blanchard  and  Rulene  Parkinson.   He  attended  school  at  Gordon  McCaw  Elementary,  Burkholder 
Junior  High  and  Basic  High  School.   During  his  school  years  he  was  invited  to  be  a  charter  member  of 
MENS  A,  the  genius  club.   He  starred  in  the  school  play  in  junior  high  and  sang  in  the  choir  during  his 
senior  high  school  time.   He  was  a  member  of  the  1981  award  winning  Nevada  All  State  Choir. 

He  spent  ten  days  in  Hawaii  with  the  High  School  Choir  and  visited  BYU  Hawaii.  His  sunburn 
peeled  off  in  New  York  the  next  week  during  a  Seminary  Church  History  tour.  He  earned  an 
Associate  of  Science  Degree  in  Electronics  at  Ricks  College.   After  leaving  Ricks,  he  worked  for 
Wilson  Electronics  in  Henderson  as  lead  technician  in  Satellite  Down-Converter  production  while 
awaiting  a  mission  call.   He  served  two  years  in  Brazil  Curitaba,  where  he  arrived  with  a  broken  foot 
that  he  suffered  in  the  MTC  on  the  4th  of  July  playing  volleyball.  He  spent  lots  of  time  writing  to 
Switzerland  where  his  twin  brother  Brian  was  serving.  He  even  got  to  call  him  twice.  After  six 
months  in  the  field  he  got  to  be  a  Senior  Companion,  Trainer,  and  District  Leader  all  on  the  same  day. 

After  his  mission,  he  enrolled  at  BYU  and  earned  another  degree  in  the  field  of  Electronics 
Engineering  Technology  and  a  minor  in  Physics.  While  at  BYU,  he  sang  with  the  Mormon  Youth 
Symphony  and  Choir.   He  spent  3  years  living  in  Long  Beach,  California,  working  for  a  subcontractor 
demonstrating  hardware  and  software  for  IBM  computers. 

He  married  Heather  Anne  Payzant  on  December  3,  1994,  in  Moreno  Valley,  California.  Heather 
was  born  in  Long  Beach  Memorial  Hospital  on  May  5th,  1975.  She  was  completing  an  Associates 
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Degree  in  Fashion  Design  at  Brooks  College  when  she  met  Boyd  at  a  Young  Adult  Family  Home 
Evening.  They  were  sealed  in  the  San  Diego  Temple  on  October  26,  1996.  They  were  blessed  with  a 
son,  Byron  Alec,  on  December  7th,  1996.   Byron  was  born  in  his  Great,  Great  Grandpa  Byron 
Blanchard's  resting  place.   At  present,  the  family  is  hoping  to  relocate  in  Nevada,  Oregon  or  Arizona. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bryon  Alec 


B  -  07  Dec  1996 


Boyd  and  Heather  (Payzant)  Blanchard  with  son  Bryon 


4  -  Brian  Royal  Blanchard.  Brian  Blanchard  was  born  on  Oct.  2,  1964,  in  Henderson,  Nevada,  13 
minutes  after  his  twin  brother  Boyd.   He  is  the  youngest  son  of  Dale  and  Rulene  Blanchard.    He 
attended  school  in  Henderson,  graduating  from  Basic  High  School  in  1982.   After  attending  Ricks  Jr. 
College  for  two  years  (82-84),  Brian  received  an  Associates  of  Science  Degree  in  Electronics 
Engineering  Technology  (EET). 

Brian  entered  the  MTC  in  Provo,  Utah,  on  Dec.  5,  1984,  to  serve  a  German  speaking  mission  in 
Zurich,  Switzerland.  He  returned  home  on  Dec.  6,  1986,  and  began  attending  Brigham  Young 
University  (BYU)  in  Jan.  1987.  While  working  on  a  Bachelors  of  EET,  he  met  Julie  Norton,  daughter 
of  Ron  and  Holly  (Wimmer)  Norton,  originally  from  Ogden  Utah.   Later,  Brian  changed  his  major  to 
Electrical  Engineering  (EE)  and  continued  dating  Julie  whom  he  fell  in  love  with  and  married.  Julie 
and  Brian  were  married  on  May  4,  1991  in  the  Los  Angeles  Temple. 

Julie  was  born  Sept.  6,  1968,  in  Provo,  Utah.   By  age  three,  she  had  lived  in  three  different  towns 
(Provo  and  Roosevelt,  Utah  and  Arizona)  before  her  family  settled  in  Irvine,  California.  Julie  was 
studying  Elementary  Education  when  she  met  Brian.   She  received  her  degree  in  Aug.  1991.  Julie 
supported  the  family  while  Brian  finished  his  studies. 

Taylor  James  Blanchard,  Brian  and  Julie's  first  child,  was  born  on  June  30,  1993.    At  mis  time 
Brian  was  finishing  his  Master  of  Engineering  Management  Degree  (MEM).   In  August  of  1994,  Brian 
received  his  Bachelors  of  Science  in  EE  and  MEM  degrees. 

After  graduation  and  finding  work,  Taylor,  Julie  and  Brian  moved  to  Rancho  Santa  Margarita, 
California  (east  of  Mission  Viejo)  where  Brian  found  work  in  the  cellular  phone  industry  for  Motorola. 
On  Nov.  10,  1995,  Hayden  Robert  Blanchard  was  born,  Julie  and  Brian's  second  son.  Julie  cares  for 
Taylor  and  Hayden  and  manages  the  household  affairs. 

Soccer  was  one  of  Brian's  favorite  sports  during  jr.  high  and  high  school.   In  jr.  high  school, 
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Brian  was  a  member  of  the  school's  award  winning  Boy's  Choir.   During  high  school,  Brian  joined  the 
school's  Marine  Corps  Jr.  ROTC,  and  was  a  member  of  the  Rifle  team,  Exhibition  Drill  (Armed  and 
Unarmed)  team  and  Color  Guard.   During  one  of  the  ROTC's  summer  trips  to  Camp  Pendelton,  Brian 
had  his  first  opportunity  to  rock  climb.   This  became  one  of  Brian's  favorite  activities  until  leaving  on 
his  mission.   One  of  the  interests  mat  Brian  and  his  father  Dale  have  in  common  is  Amateur  (HAM) 
radio.   Brian  has  a  Technician  2nd  Class  license. 

As  a  young  girl,  Julie  took  Hawaiian  dance  lessons  from  her  mother  and  participated  in  many 
luaus.   During  junior  high,  Julie  was  on  the  Principal's  Honor  Roll  for  all  terms  but  one,  an  award  to 
those  students  who  achieved  all  A's.   Drill  Team,  church  dances  and  young  women  activities  were  the 
highlights  of  high  school.  Julie  was  a  member  of  Woodbridge  High  School's  award  winning  drill  team 
for  two  years.   The  team  competed  against  other  schools  throughout  California  and  they  even 
performed  at  Disneyland.   Hiking,  camping,  and  backpacking  were  among  Julie's  favorite  Young 
Women's  activities. 

Taylor  James  Blanchard,  born  June  30,  1993,  took  his  first  steps  on  March  13,  1994.   Around  his 
year  mark  Taylor  could  say:   more,  juice,  tree,  mama,  dada,  baby  -  to  name  a  few  words.  He  loves  to 
listen  to  stories  and  has  many  words  and  phrases  memorized  to  his  favorite  stories.   At  13  months  of 
age,  Taylor  and  Julie  attended  a  "Mommy  and  Me"  swimming  class.  Taylor  passed  with  "floating 
colors".   From  about  12  months  -  17  months,  he  loved  to  dump  trash  cans,  so  we  always  knew  where 
he  had  been.   Taylor  is  passing  on  his  love  of  books,  speaking  and  other  abilities  to  his  brother 
Hayden,  whom  Taylor  loves  to  play  with. 

On  Nov.  10,  1995,  Hayden  Robert  Blanchard  was  born.   He  began  walking  on  Oct.  7,  1996. 
Hayden  loves  the  pool  and  water  in  general.   He  often  follows  his  brother  Taylor  around.   He  is  active 
and  happy.   Hayden  can  pronounce  several  words,  although  his  parents  are  usually  needed  to  translate. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Taylor  James 

(2)  Hayden  Robert 


B-30Jun  1993 
B-  10  Nov  1995 


Brian  and  Julie  (Norton)  Blanchard 
with  sons  (L  to  R),  Taylor  and  Hayden 
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2  -  BARBARA  JOYCE  BLANCH ARD  BATEMAN.   I,  Barbara  Joyce  Blanchard  Bateman,  was  born 
March  2nd,  1936,  the  second  child  (and  first  daughter)  of  six  children  born  to  Charles  Angus  Blanchard 
and  Laura  Jean  Murdoch  Blanchard  at  Chester,  Fremont  County,  Idaho.   I  was  born  during  a  March 
blizzard.   The  roads  were  snowed  in  and  impassable,  so  our  family  doctor,  Dr.  Hargis,  braved  the  winter 
storm  on  horseback  to  deliver  me.  There  were  no  hospitals  in  the  area  at  that  time. 

My  grandparents,  Byron  and  Annie  Blanchard,  were  among  the  pioneers  to  clear  the  land  and 
homestead  in  the  Fall  River/Chester  area.   Their  first  home  was  a  log  house.   Later,  Byron  built  a  large 
three  story  brick  house  located  in  the  center  of  the  town  near  the  church  and  the  school,  so  it  was  in  the 
center  of  village  activities.   Later,  my  father  inherited  the  family  home  plus  die  farmland.   I  was  born  in 
this  house,  as  was  my  brother,  Dale,  three  years  previously. 

Chester  is  a  small  farming  community.   There  were  three  stores,  a  train  depot,  a  grain  elevator,  a  log 
church,  a  school  (which  later  burned  down),  and  a  town  hall  -  all  within  walking  distance  of  our  home. 
Further  up  the  road  was  the  cemetery  and  our  dry  farm.   There  was  a  lot  of  comraderie  and  closeness 
within  the  community.   This  townsite  was  relatively  new.   Since  most  of  the  people  were  pioneers,  my 
hometown  had  a  great  community  spirit.   The  focal  point  was  the  combination  drygoods/grocery  store/gas 
station/postoffice  that  my  Uncle  Delbert  owned.   Everyone  met  and  greeted  one  another  at  the  store. 
There  were  several  benches  in  which  you  could  sit  and  visit  all  day  long,  if  you  wished.   Another  popular 
gathering  place  in  the  summer  was  the  ol'  swimming  hole  on  Fall  River.   Families  gathered  there  each 
evening  to  swim,  watch  the  kids,  or  just  to  visit.   On  Sundays,  the  townsfolk  (  who  were  mainly  Mormons) 
gathered  every  morning  at  the  church  for  Sunday  School  and  again  in  the  evening  for  Sacrament  Meeting. 
There  were  also  a  lot  of  church  outings,  so  it  was  a  great  place  to  live.   I  had  a  happy  childhood  and  felt 
secure.   I  had  five  brothers  and  sisters.   My  mother  was  one  of  ten  children  and  she  had  lived  her  early  life 
in  Ashton,  which  was  eight  miles  away.   My  father  had  six  brothers  and  sisters,  as  well  as  six  cousins, 
who  all  lived  in  Chester.   It  was  a  blessing  to  have  a  lot  of  relatives  on  both  sides  of  the  family.   This  made 
family  reunions  on  both  sides  a  really  fun  time.   This  combination  of  circumstances  made  it  wonderful  for 
a  child  to  grow  up  in.    I  spent  a  lot  of  time  out  of  doors. 

My  earliest  memories  are  three  that  happened  when  I  was  two  years  old  -  the  first  one  is  when  the 
school  house  burned  down.   I  can  even  remember  mat  I  was  wearing  a  yellow  dress  at  the  time;  the  second 
memory  is  of  me  trying  to  step  into  my  father's  footsteps  in  the  soft  dirt  as  I  was  following  behind  him  and 
my  brother  Dale  on  their  way  to  the  barn;   my  third  memory  is  of  looking  up  on  the  sink  for  a  drink  of 
water  and  being  frustrated  because  I  was  so  little. 

I  remember  playing  with  my  dolls  a  lot  under  the  big  apple  trees  in  the  orchard;  the  grass  would  be  tal 
and  soft.   My  father  made  me  a  wooden  ironing  board  and  I  would  wash  all  of  my  doll  clothes  in  a  wash 
tub,  hang  them  on  the  line  to  dry,  then  iron  them  on  my  ironing  board.   We  also  had  a  large  raspberry 
patch  near  the  orchard.   Every  summer  the  ladies  in  the  neighborhood  would  bring  all  their  kids  and  huge 
dish  pans  to  pick  the  berries  while  the  kids  played  tag  and  hide  and  seek  in  our  huge  yard.   The  ladies  were 
to  give  Mom  half  of  what  they  picked  and  keep  the  other  half.   As  each  pan  was  filled,  it  was  set  aside  on 
the  ground.   One  day,  I  spied  all  these  pans  of  raspberries  lined  up  on  the  grass,  and  I  wondered  just  how 
it  would  feel  to  stick  one  foot  in  the  middle  of  each  pan.   I  thought  it  would  feel  really  good  on  a  hot  day, 
so  I  left  one  footprint  deep  in  each  pan.   I  was  right,  it  felt  terrific!   Afterward,  I  had  to  wash  off  my 
feet.   The  women  were  aghast  when  they  spied  the  footprints,  so  they  lined  up  all  the  children  in  a  row  an 
measured  their  feet.   Lucky  for  me,  there  were  too  many  children  with  the  same  size  feet! 

I  never  thought  of  myself  as  mischievous,  but  another  time  I  was  sent  to  the  barn  to  gather  the  eggs. 
After  gathering  two  baskets  full  of  eggs,  we  children  decided  it  would  be  great  fun  to  throw  all  the  eggs  at 
the  back  of  an  old  shed  just  to  see  what  it  would  look  like.  The  yellow  spattering  over  the  wood  and 
running  down  the  side  proved  to  be  rather  fascinating  -  we  were  so  creative,  so  we  didn't  stop  until  we 
had  thrown  every  egg! 

Another  fun  place  on  the  farm  was  our  pond.  We  spent  countless  hours  wading  in  it  and  catching 
frogs.  We  build  a  raft  and  had  a  good  time  rafting  over  the  pond.   I  also  remember  my  brother,  Dale, 
pulling  me  in  a  wagon  to  the  river  which  was  over  a  mile  away  so  we  could  play  with  our  cousins  Harriet 
and  Gale  Blanchard  who  lived  on  the  river.  There,  we  loved  playing  on  an  old  abandoned  car  near  the 

370 


river's  edge.  Then,  he  would  pull  me  all  the  way  back  home.  We  liked  the  water  a  lot.  We  had  a 
basement  that  flooded  with  subwater  every  summer.   When  it  got  about  three  feet  deep,  my  dad  would 
have  to  pump  out  the  old  stagnant  water  with  a  hose  connected  to  a  pump  which  he  ran  out  to  the  lawn  to 
water  it.  Once,  I  came  along,  picked  up  the  hose  and  drank  the  mirky  water,  then  I  had  to  go  to  the  doctor 
to  get  a  typhoid  shot  so  I  wouldn't  get  sick.   I  remember  that  my  mom  yelled  to  Virginia  to  run  to  the 
garden  to  get  me  some  turnips  to  eat  right  after  I  drank  the  bad  water.   She  ran  to  the  garden  like  crazy.  I 
think  mom  believed  raw  turnips  were  a  good  antidote.   To  this  day,  I  love  eating  raw  turnips.       My 
brother,  Don,  was  born  when  I  was  three  years  old.   Eighteen  months  later,  my  sister,  Virginia,  was  born. 
I  was  five  at  the  time.   I  remember  that  I  was  so  thrilled  to  have  a  baby  sister,  my  parents  gave  me  a  baby 
doll.   Now  both  my  mom  and  I  had  babies!    When  my  mom  rocked  her  baby,  I  rocked  mine;  when  Mom 
dressed  or  fed  her  baby,  I  did  also.   I  vowed  that  I  would  take  good  care  of  my  baby  my  whole  life  and 
would  be  such  a  good  mother.   So,  I  fed  my  doll  three  times  a  day  and  changed  and  dressed  her 
constantly.   I  didn't  have  a  doll  bed  so  I  emptied  my  dresser  drawer  and  that  became  her  bed.    After  a 
while,  I  got  so  burdened  by  this  awesome  responsibility  that  I  had  set  up  for  myself  that  I  discovered  that  I 
couldn't  go  do  anything  else  fun.   So  I  went  to  my  dad  and  said,  "Daddy,  my  baby  doll  has  died. "  He 
asked  me,  "What  did  she  die  of?",  and  I  said,  "She  died  of  the  flu."  Then  he  asked  me  what  I  wanted  to 
do.  I  told  him  that  I  would  like  to  have  a  funeral  and  bury  her  in  the  flower  garden.  Dad  was  so 
compassionate.   He  said,  "OK",  and  he  got  a  little  box,  and  we  put  the  doll  in  it  and  buried  her  in  Mom's 
flower  garden  by  the  driveway.   We  said  a  little  prayer,  covered  her  up,  put  a  rock  over  the  grave,  and 
even  put  a  grave  marker  on  it.   Her  untimely  demise  was  such  a  great  relief.   Relieved  of  all  the 
responsibility  of  chil drear ing,  I  went  off  to  play! 

Many  happy  childhood  hours  were  spent  playing  in  our  large  barn.   The  barn  was  an  enormous  two 
story  structure  that  my  dad  had  helped  his  father  build  as  a  kid.   Each  summer,  my  dad  and  the  hired 
hands  put  new  hay  in  for  cattle  and  horses  to  eat  over  the  winter.   My  dad  used  a  forklift  to  get  the  hay 
into  the  barn.  It  hung  high  overhead  from  the  rafters  with  a  massive  pulley  and  a  rope.  We  children  loved 
to  grab  this  rope  and  swing  in  the  air  across  the  soft  hay.   It  was  an  exhilarating  feeling  to  be  airborne; 
then  we  would  let  go  of  the  rope  and  freefall  to  the  hay  below.  We  would  also  make  tunnels  under  the  hay 
and  crawl  through  the  mazes.   At  the  time,  we  didn't  realize  that  the  hay  could  collapse  and  that  we  could 
have  suffocated.   We  were  too  busy  having  fun  to  realize  the  dangers  of  living  and  playing  on  our  farm. 
In  the  wintertime,  we  used  to  climb  to  the  top  of  the  roof  of  the  barn  and  slide  off  with  cardboard  under 
our  seats.  One  time,  we  decided  to  test  an  old  grinder.  To  see  if  it  still  worked,  I  advised  Don  to  stick  his 
finger  in  it  as  I  rotated  the  handle.  Don  yelped  like  crazy  and  blood  spurted  all  over.  We  sure  were 
scared,  our  parents  were  sure  mad,  and  Don  sure  didn't  trust  me  after  that  because  he  had  to  go  to  the 
doctor  to  get  his  mangled  finger  repaired. 

We  lived  really  close  to  the  Chester  schoolhouse  which  was  a  square  red  brick  building  with  wide  gray 
cement  steps  which  led  up  to  wide  double  front  doors.  There  were  so  many  stairs  that  the  whole  school 
could  line  up  on  each  step,  eight  grades  of  us,  to  have  our  school  pictures  taken,  and  there  were  still  steps 
left  over.  Inside  the  school  there  were  four  large  rooms,  three  were  classrooms  with  several  grades  in 
each  classroom.  The  fourth  room  was  our  lunchroom.  There  was  a  boy's  restroom  and  a  girl's  restroom 
on  each  side  of  the  hall  and  at  the  end  of  the  hall  was  a  very  small  library.   Outside,  there  were  trees  high 
enough  to  climb  in  at  recess,  and  there  was  a  large  ditch  on  two  sides  of  the  property  that  the  students  liked 
to  wade  in  during  recess.  Wild  yellow  roses  lined  the  ditch  and  it  was  fragrant  out  of  doors.  We  love  to 
pick  the  roses.  At  the  back  of  the  school  was  a  sturdy  metal  swing  set  that  is  still  in  use  after  all  these 
years.  The  giant  stride  was  a  tall  metal  pole  with  chains  hanging  from  it  with  handstraps.  We  would  reach 
for  the  handstraps  at  the  end  of  the  chains  and  as  we  ran,  it  would  lift  us  into  the  air  until  we  were  flying 
off  the  ground.  This  piece  of  equipment  no  longer  stands;  it  would  be  considered  too  dangerous  these  days 
for  a  school  yard. 

Across  from  the  grade  school  was  a  little  log  church.  It  had  a  hole  in  the  door  so  we  could  peek  inside 
to  see  if  the  service  had  already  started.  We  lived  closest  to  the  church,  but  somehow  were  late  a  lot.  The 
church  consisted  of  one  large  meeting  room  with  a  raised  stage  at  the  front  end.  There  were  no 
classrooms,  but  we  improvised  by  using  curtains  hung  on  overhead  wires  to  be  pulled  to  separate  into 
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classes...  much  like  in  a  hospital  room.   There  was  always  a  small  buzz  from  the  other  classes,  and  if  you 
heard  a  lesson  that  was  more  interesting  than  yours,  you  could  eavesdrop  on  lessons  given  in  front  or  in 
back  or  to  either  side  of  where  you  sat.   This  church  burned  down  when  the  potbellied  stove  overheated 
one  night.  We  watched  it  all  burn  from  our  dining  room  window.  I  prayed  to  God  that  it  would  not  burn. 
We  had  to  attend  church  in  the  school  house  until  a  larger  brick  building  replaced  it  on  the  same  property. 
We  liked  our  new  building.   When  I  was  sixteen,  I  was  asked  to  teach  the  Sunbeam  class  in  Primary.  My 
sister,  Marlene,  was  in  my  class.   Teaching  this  class  gave  me  such  pure  joy,  I  would  walk  home 
absolutely  elated  after  each  class.  I  realized  then  that  I  wanted  to  become  a  teacher.   From  then  on,  I  was 
very  focused  on  this  goal  until  I  achieved  it. 

After  grade  school,  I  went  to  St.  Anthony  to  the  junior  high  school  and  then  went  four  years  to  South 
Fremont  High  School.  When  I  was  a  senior  in  high  school,  my  father  bought  Hathaway 's  Service  Station 
and  remodeled  it  into  a  combination  general  store,  cafe,  and  service  station.   The  four  summers  that  I 
worked  there  were  without  pay  as  Dad  said  that  he  would  pay  for  my  college  if  I  did.   I  worked  alone  in 
the  store  and  sometimes  it  would  prove  hectic  to  wear  so  many  hats.  Sometimes,  I  would  put  on  a 
hamburger  for  one  customer,  then  have  to  run  out  and  pump  gas  for  another,  run  back  in,  wash  my  hands, 
flip  the  hamburger,  and  wait  on  customers  all  at  the  same  time.  Our  store  was  robbed  six  times,  and  it 
turned  out  to  be  a  deaf  old  man  who  lived  above  the  St.  Anthony  granary.   He  would  dress  as  a  woman  to 
case  out  the  stores  before  he  robbed  them.   After  he  was  found  out,  the  police  found  a  lot  of  our  store 
merchandise  in  the  granary.   He  was  sent  to  the  mental  hospital  at  Blackfoot.  This  was  just  one  of  the 
many  experiences  at  our  store  which  I  had.   Most  of  my  memories  are  fond  memories  working  for  my  dad 
while  working  my  way  through  college. 

In  the  fall  of  1955,  I  went  to  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   My  college  years  were  a  wonderfully 
exciting  time  in  my  life.   I  loved  the  independence,  the  classes  and  the  social  life.   I  went  to  three  dances  a 
week.   Mom  had  bolts  of  material  on  hand,  and  when  I  would  announce  that  I  had  another  formal  dance 
coming  up,  she  would  sew  up  a  new  formal  for  me  by  the  next  weekend.   I  remember  a  beautiful  blue 
chiffon  with  crinoline  undernetting  in  which  she  had  not  yet  had  a  chance  to  put  in  the  zipper... so  in  the 
car  on  the  way  to  the  dance,  she  sewed  me  into  the  dress.  We  arrived  just  in  time  for  my  date  to  pick  me 
up.   After  the  dance,  I  returned  to  my  apartment.   It  was  empty.   I  then  realized  that  all  my  roommates 
had  gone  home  for  the  weekend,  so  I  had  to  sleep  on  top  of  the  bed  with  my  stiff  crinolines  sticking  up  in 
the  air.  In  the  morning,  I  asked  a  neighboring  roommate  to  cut  me  out  of  the  dress. 

I  met  Richard  Bateman  my  first  week  at  Ricks  College.   When  I  first  noticed  him,  he  was  strumming  a 
guitar  and  serenading  (with  a  group  of  guys)  us  girls  under  our  two  story  window.   We  dated  for  two  years 
at  Ricks.  Then,  I  went  on  to  Utah  State  University  in  Logan,  Utah.   Richard  worked  on  the  railroad 
putting  in  railroad  ties  for  a  year  so  he  could  earn  money  for  a  mission  for  the  Mormon  church.   He  was 
called  to  serve  his  mission  in  June,  1958,  in  the  Southern  States  Mission.   We  became  engaged  in  the  cloak 
room  of  the  Groveland  Ward  church  house  just  before  his  missionary  farewell.   The  next  two  years  went 
by  rapidly.  I  finished  my  senior  year  at  USU  and  graduated  with  a  B.S.  Degree  in  Elementary  Education. 
I  then  taught  first  grade  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  I  taught  36  first  graders  in  the  days  when  teachers'  aides 
and  volunteers  were  unheard  of.  It  was  a  very  rewarding  year. 

In  June  of  1960,  Richard  returned  from  his  mission  and  we  were  married  in  August  at  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple.   It  was  a  wonderful  day  to  remember.  We  had  two  receptions:  one  in  Chester  and  one  in 
Groveland.   Our  first  home  was  a  used  30  foot  trailer  house.   We  bought  it  in  Idaho  Falls  and  pulled  it 
with  our  vintage  white  Cadillac  that  cost  us  $200.00  to  American  Fork,  Utah,  where  I  had  a  contract  to 
teach  second  grade  for  $3800  per  year,  and  Richard  would  attend  BYU  at  Provo.   The  next  summer,  we 
pulled  our  trailer  to  live  in  Yellowstone  Park  where  Richard  was  employed  with  the  Forest  Service 
maintenance  department.   He  worked  on  roads  and  bridges  all  summer.  It  was  a  delightful  time  as  we 
were  able  to  fish  every  evening  and  prepared  for  the  arrival  of  our  first  child  who  was  to  be  born  in 
September. 

Our  son,  Don,  was  born  September  17th,  1961,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  which  was  six  miles  from 
Chester  where  his  grandparents  lived.  Becoming  a  mother  for  the  first  time  was  the  ultimate  experience 
of  my  life.  He  was  a  beautiful  baby  boy. 
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When  our  baby  was  a  month  old,  we  pulled  our  trailer  to  California  where  Riehard  could  attend  school 
at  Berkeley.   We  had  to  live  there  one  year  for  residency  before  he  could  attend  college,  so  he  worked  at 
Shell  Oil  while  I  stayed  home  being  a  mom.  When  Richard  started  school,  I  went  back  to  work  teaching 
second  grade  in  San  Pablo  where  I  taught  for  two  years.   After  a  year,  Richard  got  interested  in  the 
Financial  Planning/Insurance/Investment  field.   After  living  in  our  little  trailer  for  four  years,  we  sold  it 
for  $2000  which  became  our  down  payment  for  a  three  bedroom  home  in  Concord  that  cost  us  $16,000. 

Cindy  Lou  was  born  on  February  18th,  1966,  when  Don  was  five  years  old.   I  was  thrilled  to  have  a 
little  baby  girl.   When  Cindy  was  one  year  old,  I  taught  kindergarten  at  Pleasant  Hill  for  a  year.   Richard 
was  a  good  provider  and,  from  that  time  on,  I  could  stay  home  and  be  a  full-time  mother.   In  1969,  we 
moved  into  a  larger  home  in  Castro  Valley  that  cost  $38,000.  We  have  enjoyed  raising  our  children  in  this 
versatile,  large  four  level  home. 

On  November  30,  1970,  we  welcomed  our  new  daughter  Heidi  Jo  into  the  family.  I  have  always 
thought  of  Heidi  as  my  "sunshine  child"  as  she  had  long  blond  hair  and  when  her  face  would  light  up,  she 
was  like  a  burst  of  sunshine. 

Having  our  children  five  years  apart,  we  bought  a  time-share  condo  at  Lake  Tahoe  so  we  could  all 
participate  in  various  skiing  activities  on  all  levels  together.  Summers  were  spent  in  hiking  and  swimming. 
We  also  belonged  to  the  Napa  Valley  Ranch  Club,  where  we  camped  year  after  year.  We  enjoyed  the 
activities  and  dancing  held  there.   That  is  where  Cindy  began  her  love  of  horses.   We  spent  many 
Christmases,  as  well  as  summers,  in  Idaho  visiting  both  Richard's  and  my  family  which  lived  75  miles 
from  each  other,  (one  week  at  each  grandparent's  house).  On  one  of  these  trips,  the  children  collected  live 
grasshoppers  for  a  whole  week.  Their  aim  was  to  make  edible  chocolate  covered  grasshoppers.  They 
prepared  them,  but  they  did  not  have  the  nerve  to  eat  them.  We  also  owned  a  small  travel  trailer  and  we 
loved  going  to  Santa  Cruz  and  visiting  the  beaches. 

Our  children  all  graduated  from  Castro  Valley  High  School.   Don  went  to  Ricks  College  where  he  met 
Deide  Williams.   They  are  married  and  have  two  children:  Joy  and  Chad.   Cindy  is  married  to  Matt 
Peixoto  and  they  have  three  children:  Nicole,  Joseph  and  Rachel.  Heidi  still  lives  at  home  and  is  currently 
attending  college  (as  is  Cindy)  and  working.   It  is  wonderful  to  have  my  children  live  nearby.    I  really 
love  children  and  have  been  fortunate  enough  to  have  taught  most  of  my  life  since  I  had  my  dream  at  the 
age  of  sixteen.  I  taught  for  five  years  before  raising  my  children.  Still  wanting  to  teach,  I  became 
involved  with  the  Girl  Scouts  of  America  when  my  two  girls  were  of  that  age.  This  fulfilled  a  need  I  had 
to  use  my  creativity  and  to  influence  young  children.   I  did  this  for  six  years  and  it  was  a  wonderful 
experience  for  me  and  Girl  Scouts  will  always  be  dear  to  my  heart. 

I  have  also  taught  children  in  various  church  positions  wherever  I  have  lived.   In  1987,  I  opened  my 
own  successful  Daycare  in  my  home.  I  am  fortunate  to  live  in  a  large  home  next  to  the  elementary  school. 
I  am  licensed  for  14  children,  and  my  whole  family  is  involved  with  the  Daycare  and  love  it,  too.   I  have 
Idone  this  for  ten  years.  I  also  have  a  great  interest  in  photography  and  have  taken  a  lot  of  college  and 
[professional  classes.   I  am  very  creative  in  my  takes  and  I  specialize  in  pictures  of  children  dressed  in 
|vintage  clothing  with  old  fashioned  settings.  Many  people  are  quite  pleased  with  the  results.   I  have  also 
)hotographed  weddings.   Currently,  I  am  producing  a  video  movie  called  "The  Great  and  Dangerous 
adventure"  that  involves  all  the  children  in  my  Daycare.   It  has  been  filmed  on  location  all  over  the  Bay 
irea  with  the  children  in  costumes.   It  has  been  a  great  learning  experience  for  both  the  children  and  me. 
It  has  become  the  ultimate  vehicle  for  my  creativity.   I  am  doing  this  movie  to  preserve  a  piece  of  the 
children's  precious  childlike  qualities  that  eventually  become  lost  when  they  reached  adulthood. 

Richard  and  I  have  really  enjoyed  raising  our  own  three  children.   In  Concord,  we  built  a  playhouse 
'ith  a  loft.  We  also  had  for  our  children  a  20  person  tepee  with  a  wooden  floor  out  in  our  backyard.  In 
"astro  Valley,  we  built  a  tree  house  for  them,  plus  had  a  large  boat  that  was  beached  in  a  large  sand  yard, 
)lus  we  put  in  a  pool.   Our  four  level  house  had  room  for  both  a  girl's  club  room  and  a  boy's  club  room  as 
/ell  as  a  theater  room  which  had  a  stage.  The  neighborhood  children  loved  to  dress  up  and  put  on  plays 
lere.   Now  that  all  our  children  are  grown,  we  have  converted  one  level  as  a  Daycare  Center.  Our 
[randchildren  live  just  next  door,  so  they  enjoy  joining  in  with  the  other  children  for  activities  and  field 
"ips. 
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I  am  living  a  full  active  life,  as  well  as  caring  for  my  family  and  operating  my  Daycare.   I  am  active 
in  the  Church  and  am  still  pursuing  my  interest  in  photography  and  movie  making.   I  have  a  testimony  of 
the  gospel,  and  it  is  the  core  of  my  life.   I  am  grateful  for  all  that  God  has  given  me  and  accept  the  new 
obstacles  and  challenges  that  come  my  way  as  learning  experiences  for  my  growth  in  His  eternal  plan. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Don  R. 

(2)  Cindy  Lou 

(3)  Heidi  Jo 


B  -  17  Sep  1961  M  -  03  Apr  1981  to  Deide  Williams 
B  -  18  Feb  1966  M  -  19  Jul  1987  to  Matthew  Peixoto 
B- 30  Nov  1970 


Back  (L  to  R):  Don,  Heidi,  Cindy 
Front:  (L  to  R):  Barbara  (Blanchard),  Richard  Bateman 


1  -  Don  R.  Bateman.  Don  R.  Bateman  was  born  Sept.  17,  1961 ,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  and  was  the 
first  child  born  to  Richard  and  Barbara  Bateman.   Don  was  born  on  Sunday  and  was  delivered  by  Dr. 
Barrett,  who  was  also  a  bishop.   Don  was  born  10  minutes  before  Dr.  Barrett  was  to  speak  at  church. 
When  Don  was  one  month  old,  he  and  his  parents  traveled  to  California  to  live.  They  pulled  a  30  foot 
trailer  with  an  old  white  Cadillac.  Due  to  an  accident  on  the  way,  they  arrived  with  a  Cadillac  of 
many  colors  and  with  a  different  hood  and  fenders.  They  lived  in  El  Cerrito  in  a  trailer  court  for  three 
years.  The  first  year  Richard  worked  at  Chevron  Research  to  establish  residency  and  Barbara  stayed 
home  with  Don.   In  1962  Richard  attended  the  University  of  California  at  Berkeley,  and  Barbara 
taught  school  in  San  Pablo.  In  1964  the  trailer  was  sold  and  a  home  purchased  in  Concord,  California. 
Don  was  three  years  old.   He  attended  first  grade  in  Concord.  He  was  delighted  with  the  arrival  of  a 
baby  sister,  Cindy,  in  1966.  In  1969  the  family  sold  the  Concord  home  and  moved  to  Castro  Valley. 
A  second  sister,  Heidi,  was  welcomed  into  the  family  in  1970.   Don  attended  second  through  sixth 
grades  at  Marshall  School,  Jr.  High  at  Earl  Warren,  and  graduated  from  Castro  Valley  High  School  in 
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1980. 

In  the  tall  of  1980,  Don  attended  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.   There  he  met  Deide  Williams 
from  Florida,  and  they  married  April  3,  1981 .   They  moved  back  to  the  Bay  Area  where  they 
managed  apartments  and  Don  worked  in  the  floor  covering  business.   Their  first  daughter  was  born 
April  15,  1982,  and  they  named  her  Joy  Marie.   She  was  a  beautiful  baby  with  red  curly  hair  and  was 
a  joy  to  all.   Don  and  Deide  bought  a  home  in  Alameda.   A  second  child,  a  boy,  was  born  Feb.  2, 
1988,  and  they  named  him  Chad.   He  was  a  handsome  baby  with  big  eyes,  dark  hair,  and  a  loving 
nature.   In  1992  the  family  sold  the  Alameda  house  and  moved  to  Byron,  California,  where  they 
bought  a  home  in  the  country  where  they  had  animals  and  enjoyed  the  area.  Joy  and  Chad  attended 
the  Byron  schools,  and  in  1996  Joy  graduated  from  Byron  Elementary  School.   In  the  fall  of  1996  the 
family  decided  to  move  to  Georgia  where  Deide's  parents  live,  to  spend  some  time  with  them.   Deide 
is  working  in  accounting  there  and  Don  is  working  in  the  mortgage  lending  business  as  a  broker. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Joy  Marie  Patricia  B  -  02  Apr  1 982 

(2)  Chad  Ashley  B  -  02  Feb  1 988 


(L  to  R)  Joy,  Don,  Diede  (Williams),  and  Chad  Bateman 


2  -  Cindy  Lou  Bateman  Peixoto.  I,  Cindy  Lou  Bateman  Peixoto,  was  born  February  18th,  1966, 
the  second  child  and  first  daughter  of  three  children  born  to  Charles  Richard  Bateman  and  Barbara 
Joyce  Blanchard  Bateman.   I  was  born  at  Concord  Community  Hospital  in  Concord,  California.  We 
lived  in  a  three  bedroom  house  on  a  court  until  I  was  three  years  old.  Then,  we  moved  to  Castro 
Valley,  California,  in  1969,  which  is  the  place  that  I  grew  up  and  truly  what  I  call  home.   I  grew  up 
active  in  dance,  played  the  piano  and  went  through  the  Girl  Scout  program. 

I  have  loved  and  owned  horses  my  whole  life.   Right  now,  we  have  three  horses,  two  mares  and 
one  gelding.   My  husband,  Matt,  works  as  a  ranch  hand  on  a  local  ranch  which  is  15  miles  from  our 
house  in  Castro  Valley.   We  are  lucky  to  have  such  an  opportunity  like  this.  We  graze  our  horses  on 
the  ranch  and  also  have  our  vegetable  and  fruit  gardens  which  allows  me  to  do  a  lot  of  canning.   Matt 
also  gets  to  deer  hunt  there  and  our  three  children  love  the  space  and  all  the  beauty  that  the  country 
offers.   This  year,  we  are  going  to  raise  our  own  beef;  last  year  we  raised  pigs. 

Matt  and  I  went  to  high  school  together  and  became  good  friends  the  year  I  was  a  sophomore  and 
he  was  a  junior.  We  dated  for  two  years  and  were  married  in  July  of  1987.   Our  first  child  is  Nicole 
Marie,  who  was  born  January  12,  1991 .   Nicole  is  truly  a  social  butterfly,  and  is  very  feminine  and 
always  concerned  about  what  is  around  her.   Our  second  child  is  Joseph  Matthew,  who  was  born 
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January  27,  1993.   He  is  very  much  into  bugs  and  nature,  but  is  also  very  gentle.   Our  last  child  is 
Rachel  Elizabeth,  who  was  born  Sept.  1 1 ,  1995.   In  spite  of  being  the  smallest,  she  is  very 
independent  and  strong  willed,  yet  very  loving.   My  children  are  beautiful  and  are  truly  gifts  from 
God.   I  am  very  lucky  to  have  married  my  best  friend  and  to  have  such  good  kids.   We  are  also  lucky 
to  live  so  close  to  both  Matt's  family  and  my  own.   My  children  are  indeed  fortunate  to  have  their 
Bateman  grandparents  live  on  the  next  street  and  the  Peixoto  grandparents  live  only  five  miles  away. 

In  addition  to  ranch  work,  Matt  works  for  a  general  contractor  and  enjoys  his  job.   I  have  worked 
in  the  veterinarian  field  as  a  technician  for  the  last  ten  years,  but  have  recently  decided  I  would  like  to 
get  a  Bachelor's  Degree  in  nursing.   I  am  going  to  school  for  my  prerequisites  so  I  can  soon  apply  to 
the  nursing  program. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Nicole  Marie 

(2)  Joseph  Matthew 

(3)  Rachel  Elizabeth 


B-  12  Jan  1991 
B- 27  Jan  1993 
B-  11  Sep  1995 


Back:   (L  to  R)  Matthew  Peixoto,  Cindy  (Bateman) 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Joseph,  Nichole,  Rachel 


3  -  Heidi  Jo  Bateman.  My  name  is  Heidi  Jo  Bateman.  I  was  born  on  November  30,  1970,  to 
Charles  Richard  and  Barbara  Blanchard  Bateman  at  Kaiser  Hospital  in  Hay  ward,  California.  Barbara 
Bateman  is  the  daughter  of  Angus  and  Jean  Blanchard.   I  grew  up  in  Castro  Valley  with  both  of  my 
parents  and  an  older  brother  and  sister,  Don  and  Cindy.  I  was  the  youngest  child.   Growing  up,  I  was 
involved  in  Brownies  and  Girl  Scouts,  which  I  enjoyed  very  much,  mostly  because  my  mom  was  my 
leader.   I  had  a  pony  that  I  named  Brownie  because  he  was  the  color  of  a  brownie.  Eventually,  I  sold 
him  because  I  felt  I  was  getting  too  old  for  a  horse.   I  miss  having  a  horse,  but  hopefully  someday  I 
will  have  another.  I  have  two  cats  named  Tiger  and  Pepper.  Pepper  died  of  old  age  in  July  of  1995. 
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He  was  14  years  old.   Tiger  is  five  years  old  and  is  a  great  cat  to  have. 

1  work  at  G  D  California  in  Pleasanton,  California,  as  a  secretary/data  entry/support  system 
person.   G  D  is  a  company  that  buys  the  rights  of  computers  from  companies  that  don't  want  to 
upgrade  and  we  recycle  the  parts.   It  is  a  good  business  and  1  really  enjoy  my  job  and  the  people.   I 
have  fun,  even  though  it  is  a  lot  of  work.   I  volunteer  at  a  veterinary  hospital  to  gain  experience  with 
the  treatment  and  health  of  domestic  animals  and  I  also  volunteer  at  Sulphur  Creek  Nature  Center  in 
Hayward.   I  started  mere  in  October  of  1996  and  1  love  being  there  and  working  around  the  animals. 
Sulphur  Creek  is  a  center  where  sick  and  injured  wild  animals  are  brought  for  treatment  and  then 
released  back  into  the  wild.   I  help  care  for  and  feed  the  animals.   I  have  learned  so  much  from  my 
volunteer  work.   I  believe  I  have  become  more  giving  and  less  selfish.   Someday,  I  would  like  to  work 
with  and  care  for  wild  animals,  such  as  elephants,  monkeys  or  mostly  the  big  cats  such  as  lions,  tigers, 
leopards  or  cougars/mountain  lions.   Some  of  my  hobbies  are  reading,  walking,  dancing  and  animals. 


Heidi  Bateman 


-  DON  LEE  BLANCHARD.  Don  Lee  Blanchard  was  born  on  January  18,  1939,  in  St.  Anthony, 
iaho.   He  attended  elementary  school  in  Chester,  Idaho,  but  went  to  St.  Anthony  for  grades  seven 
trough  12.   After  graduation  from  high  school  he  attended  Ricks  College  for  one  year  and  a  quarter.  In 
ebruary  of  1959  he  went  on  a  mission  to  Northern  California.  He  served  his  entire  mission  in  three  areas 
i  two  districts.   His  first  assignment  was  in  Trinity  County  for  six  months  and  was  later  transferred  to 
nderson  for  nine  months.   His  last  nine  months  were  spent  in  Sacramento. 

Don  returned  to  Ricks  in  January  of  1961  and  completed  the  two-year  electronics  technology  program 
l  one  year.   He  transferred  to  BYU  for  one  semester,  but  later  that  year,  he  transferred  to  Utah  State 
University  in  Logan.   He  completed  his  Bachelor's  Degree  in  1964  in  Industrial  Arts  Education  and  his 
(asters'  Degree  in  Speech,  (Radio  and  Television)  in  1968  at  Utah  State.  He  worked  as  an  announcer  and 
lgineer  for  KVNU  Radio  while  he  attended  the  university. 

Don  was  hired  by  College  of  Southern  Utah  (now  Southern  Utah  University)  in  1964  as  one  of  the 
3ungest  faculty  members  they  had  ever  hired.   He  teaches  Electronic  Engineering  Technology  and 
chnology  Teacher  Education  courses;  he  served  as  Chairman  of  the  Technology  Department  from  1983 
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through  1987.   In  1984  he  was  selected  as  Technology  Teacher  of  the  Year  for  the  State  of  Utah  and  in 
1 994  he  was  chosen  as  the  first  recipient  of  the  Electronics  Teacher  of  the  Year  award  for  the  State  of 
Utah. 

In  1969-70,  Don  was  awarded  a  sabbatical  leave  from  the  college  and  pursued  a  doctor's  degree  in 
technical  education  at  Arizona  State  University  in  Tempe.  He  completed  the  degree  in  1976,  taking  time 
out  to  have  his  first  two  children  and  to  build  a  home.  His  wife,  Linda,  also  attended  the  university  and 
received  her  Master's  Degree  in  Family  Life  from  Arizona  State  in  1971. 

Don  has  served  as  a  Scoutmaster,  District  Chairman  over  Boy  Scouts,  Timberline  Course  Director, 
and  as  a  Woodbadge  staff  member.   He  has  received  the  District  Award  of  Merit.   A  highlight  of  his 
scouting  career  was  serving  on  the  faculty  at  Philmont  Scout  Ranch  in  Cimmaron,  New  Mexico  for  three 
different  courses  over  a  two  year  period.    Don's  church  callings  have  included  High  Priest  Group  Leader 
and  the  Enoch  Stake  High  Council.   He  has  worked  as  a  Consulting  Engineer  for  many  radio  and 
television  stations  in  the  Intermountain  Region  and  is  currently  a  Vice  President  and  Chief  Engineer  for 
KSUB-AM  and  KSSD-FM  in  Cedar  City. 

He  married  Linda  Lee  Woollard  on  December  18,  1967,  in  Denver,  Colorado. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  David  Lee 

(2)  Duane  Lee 

(3)  LeeAnn 

(4)  Darin  Lee 


B-  19  Dec  1971 
B-  16  Feb  1974 
B- 20  Jul  1977 
B- 25  Sep  1978 


M  -  18  Mar  1994  to  Jamie  Mae  Jones 


Back:  (L  to  R)  David,  Jamie  (Jones),  Darin,  Duane,  and  LeeAnn 
Front:  Linda  and  Don  Blanchard 


1  -  David  Lee  Blanchard.  David  was  born  on  December  19,  1971,  in  Cedar  City,  Utah  and  attended 
Cedar  High  School.  He  served  in  the  Paris  and  Bordeaux  missions  from  March,  1991 ,  to  March, 
1993.  On  March  18,  1994,  he  married  Jamie  Mae  Jones,  a  member  of  his  high  school  graduating 
class.   He  is  currently  attending  Southern  Utah  University,  majoring  in  Chemical  Engineering.  He 
works  part  time  for  Atone 's  Interiors,  a  local  furniture  company. 
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David  and  Jamie  (Jones)  Blanchard 


2  -  Duane  Lee  Blanchard.  Duane  was  born  in  Cedar  City,  Utah  on  February  16,  1974,  and  attended 
Cedar  High  School.  He  was  originally  called  to  serve  in  the  Kiev,  Ukraine  Mission,  but  while  he  was 
in  the  MTC  he  was  issued  a  new  call  to  be  one  of  the  first  six  elders  to  serve  in  Mongolia.  He  is 
currently  attending  Southern  Utah  University  majoring  in  Electronic  Engineering  Technology.   He 
works  part  time  for  the  English  Language  Study  Center  at  SUU  as  well  as  KSUB  and  KSSD  radio 
stations  as  an  announcer  and  board  operator. 


3  -  LeeAnn  Blanchard.  LeeAnn  was  born  on  July  20,  1977,  in  Cedar  City,  Utah.  She  was  a  1995 
Honor  Graduate  from  Cedar  High  School  where  she  was  active  in  Pep  Band  as  well  as  various  clubs. 
She  attended  the  Governor's  Honor  Academy  at  Southern  Utah  University  and  has  attended  classes  at 
SUU  and  Dixie  College.   She  is  currently  attending  Utah  State  University  on  a  University  Club 
Scholarship  and  is  majoring  in  Business. 

4  -  Darin  Lee  Blanchard.  Darin  was  born  on  September  25,  1978,  and  is  attending  Cedar  High 
School.   He  is  employed  part  time  by  KSUB  and  KSSD  radio  stations  as  an  announcer  and  board 
operator.   He  is  a  member  of  the  Cedar  High  Diving  Team  and  is  interested  in  a  career  in  Video 
Graphics. 
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4  -  VIRGINIA  KAYE  BLANCH ARD  SMILEY.  I  was  born  on  October  3,  1940,  to  Charles  Angus 
Blanchard  and  Laura  Jean  Murdoch  Blanchard.   My  father  was  35  years  old  and  my  mother  was  26.   I 
arrived  on  my  brother,  Dale's,  eighth  birthday;  my  sister  Barbara  was  five  and  my  brother  Don  was  18 
months  old.  Jo  Anne  came  three  years  after  I  was  born  and  Marlene  arrived  eight  years  later.  Barbara  and 
Dale  were  born  at  our  home  in  Chester,  Idaho,  on  an  eighty  acre  farm  that  my  father  had  inherited  from 
his  parents;  but  I  was  born  in  St.  Anthony  at  a  maternity  home  attended  by  a  midwife.  Don  and  Marlene 
were  the  only  ones  born  in  a  hospital. 

I  came  to  earth  just  prior  to  the  United  States  entry  into  World  War  II.   I  don't  remember  much  about 
the  hardships  of  the  war,  especially  since  my  father  was  never  drafted.   He  farmed  1000  acres  and  the 
government  felt  that  the  farmers  should  stay  on  the  farms  to  provide  food  for  the  military  and  the  rest  of 
the  nation.   So,  we  were  lucky  to  have  our  dad  at  home  with  us.   Many  of  my  uncles  had  been  drafted  and 
having  our  father  at  home  made  us  feel  more  secure  in  an  uncertain  world.   Luckily,  all  the  soldiers  we 
knew  who  went  to  war  came  home  safe  and  sound. 

I  remember  a  few  things  about  the  war  years:   I  recall  gas  and  sugar  rationing  and  that  candy  and  gum 
were  scarce  and  a  special  treat  when  it  was  available.   I  remember  Uncle  Wayne  brewing  up  a  concoction 
on  the  stove  that  he  called  "gum",  but  it  smelled  and  tasted  like  rubber  and  turpentine.  We  children  were 
cautioned  that  we  were  to  be  aware  of  any  unidentified  flying  aircraft  -  especially  ones  with  a  "red  sun" 
painted  on  them.   Airplanes  flew  over  Chester  regularly  and  occasionally  dropped  leaflets.  We  were 
always  worried  that  they  would  be  Japanese  planes  and  I  had  nightmares  of  being  chased  by  Japanese 
soldiers. 

I  remember  that  plastic  had  not  been  invented  yet.   All  our  toys  were  made  of  wood  or  tin  or  rubber 
which  had  been  painted.  We  had  to  be  careful  to  not  leave  our  toys  and  dolls  out  of  doors  because  the  rain 
would  ruin  the  paint  or  make  them  rust.   All  of  our  clothes  were  heavy  wool  which  smelled  when  wet  in 
winter,  or  cotton  in  the  summer  which  required  long  hours  of  ironing.   There  was  no  nylon  clothing  - 
except  nylon  stockings.   After  the  war,  my  mom  and  dad  were  shopping  at  one  of  my  dad's  favorite 
hang-outs,  the  Army  Surplus  Store,  and  Mom  spotted  a  parachute  for  sale.   She  thought  that  it  would  be 
great  to  sew  us  some  underclothing.  We  were  the  first  in  the  neighborhood  to  have  nylon  panties  and 
slips.   Mom  was  a  real  trend-setter!   It  was  about  that  same  time  that  some  inventive  person  put  zippers  not 
only  on  Levis,  but  on  galoshes.   That  really  streamlined  getting  dressed  and  out  of  doors! 

The  war  ended  about  the  time  I  entered  school  at  the  age  of  five.  I  was  an  eager  student  because  my 
father  had  been  teaching  me  to  read  before  I  entered  school.   I  have  fond  memories  of  sitting  on  his  lap 
taking  turns  reading.   I  was  fascinated  at  the  way  reading  could  unlock  my  imagination  and  take  me  to 
faraway  places!  I  loved  reading  from  the  very  beginning.   Math  was  another  story.   I  hated  it.   It  just 
didn't  make  sense  to  me  and  it  was  a  struggle  all  the  way  through  school.   I  did  my  work,  checked  the 
answers,  had  my  parents  double  check  my  work.   But  then  at  school,  they  would  all  be  marked  wrong!   I 
never  could  figure  out  what  I  was  doing  wrong  and  why  it  didn't  work  for  me  until  I  was  in  college  taking 
a  public  health  class  for  teachers.  When  I  was  reading  about  learning  disabilities  in  my  textbook,  I 
recognized  that  I  transposed  numbers.   All  my  life  I  had  felt  so  dumb  and  stupid.   It  was  a  big  relief  to 
realize  that  was  not  the  case.  In  the  meantime,  I  had  learned  to  cope  fairly  well  with  this  handicap  by 
myself.   In  those  days  there  were  no  special  education  classes.  If  there  had  been,  I  feel  that  I  could  have 
developed  a  better  self-image.   But  on  the  other  hand,  I  feel  that  if  I  HAD  known  I  had  a  learning 
disability,  I  may  have  just  given  in  to  it  and  not  tried  as  hard.   I  feel  mat  NOT  knowing  was  a  blessing  to 
me;  otherwise,  I  would  not  have  felt  confident  to  go  on  to  college. 

I  grew  up  a  rather  quiet,  independent  child.   I  was  so  painfully  shy  that  I  had  difficulty  initiating 
friendships  and  consequently,  relied  on  my  family  for  most  of  my  activities.   I  was  not  good  in  sports  and 
always  felt  like  a  loner,  (I  could  feel  lonely  in  a  room  full  of  people)  and  I  always  longed  to  fit  in  better 
than  I  did.  My  shyness  and  lack  of  confidence  caused  me  a  lot  of  anguish. .  .especially  in  church.  I  hated 
going  to  church  because  our  bishop  -  bless  his  heart  -  liked  to  call  people  (of  all  ages)  out  of  the 
congregation  to  speak  in  church  on  the  spur  of  the  moment.  I  agonized  the  whole  meeting.   I  knew  if  I 
were  called  to  speak,  I'd  either  faint  on  the  spot,  be  compelled  to  lambast  the  bishop  for  what  he  was 
doing,  or  wet  my  pants  out  of  fear.  Any  one  of  these  options  would  have  embarrassed  my  family  beyond 
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belief.   (Ironieally  enough,  years  later  I  became  a  speech  teacher.   I  was  pretty  good  at  taking  fearful 
students  and  giving  them  the  confidence  to  get  up  in  front  of  a  group  and  give  a  speech.   A  lot  of  these 
terrified  students  later  confessed  that  the  class  turned  out  to  be  rather  fun... giving  a  speech  wasn't  that  bad 
after  all.) 

Throughout  my  school  years,  I  was  an  avid  reader... I  read  two  to  three  books  per  week... I  read  the 
classics  tucked  inside  my  social  studies  and  biology  books  at  school,  I  read  while  I  ate,  I  read  on  the  bus 
and  I  continued  reading  in  bed  with  a  flashlight  until  2  or  3  o'clock  in  the  morning.   I  visited  the  public 
library  regularly  and  I  mink  I  checked  out  almost  every  book  available  except  for  science  fiction  which 
held  no  fascination  for  me.   I  always  enjoyed  my  English  classes  the  best,  so  it  was  no  surprise  that,  when 
I  went  to  Ricks  College  in  1958,  I  decided  to  major  in  English  Education.   I  graduated  from  Utah  State  in 
1962  and  began  my  teaching  career  in  Clearfield,  Utah.   Teaching  English  has  proven  to  be  a  pretty 
wonderful  career  for  me  for  the  past  30  years.  Where  else  can  you  turn  a  hobby  into  a  career  and  get  paid 
for  doing  what  you  love  to  do?  It  has  been  great  teaching  literature  and  reading  and  grammar  all  these 
years,  plus,  I  have  really  loved  being  around  kids! 

While  teaching  in  Clearfield,  a  missionary  I  had  dated  and  waited  for  returned  from  his  mission  in 
Germany.   I  married  Samuel  Douglas  Jones  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  in  May  of  1963.   Doug  was  a  very 
outgoing  person  who  had  a  great  sense  of  humor;  he  was  also  very  smart  and  had  a  great  deal  of 
ambition.   We  moved  to  Provo,  Utah,  where  he  was  majoring  in  foreign  languages  at  BYU.  He  was  the 
top  student  in  that  department  and  had  been  selected  to  go  to  Columbia  University  Graduate  School  the 
following  year.   In  the  meantime,  I  had  accepted  a  teaching  position  in  Spanish  Fork. 

Unfortunately,  Doug  became  very  ill  while  at  BYU  and  by  the  time  the  doctors  decided  to  get  serious 
about  his  condition,  it  was  too  late.   After  surgery,  the  doctors  determined  that  he  had  cancer  and  that  he 
would  live  only  two  to  six  months.   The  cancer  was  so  far  advanced  that  he  lived  only  six  weeks.  Our 
marriage  might  have  been  short,  but  it  was  a  quality  marriage. 

A  week  before  Doug  died,  we  had  been  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  invited  three  General  Authorities  of  the 
LDS  Church,  whom  his  father  had  known,  to  come  bless  him  with  good  health.   After  the  prayers,  they 
sadly  shook  their  heads  and  indicated  that  their  prayers  would  not  be  answered.  I  was  devastated  because  I 
had  faith  in  what  the  Bible  said  about  prayer  and  faith  moving  mountains.  My  faith  was  sorely  shaken  by 
this  event.   After  his  death  in  November,  I  was  encouraged  to  go  on  a  church  mission.  It  seemed  like  a 
good  idea  at  the  time  because  I  had  quit  my  job  to  be  with  Doug.  I  had  no  job  to  go  back  to  and  it  would 
be  a  long  time  until  the  next  school  year.   Doug  had  left  a  little  insurance  money  and  I  thought  that  perhaps 
going  on  a  mission  would  build  up  my  shattered  faith  in  the  power  of  prayer. 

I  went  to  the  Eastern  States  Mission  (New  York).  I  tried  to  do  my  best,  but  my  heart  was  not  in  it.  I 
was  still  troubled  with  the  prayer  issue  and  I  could  not  concentrate  on  memorizing  the  lessons.  I  felt  that  I 
was  an  asset  to  the  mission,  but  I  was  in  no  way  dynamic.  Everyone  said  I  set  a  good  example  to  the 
people  I  met  and  we  did  have  some  baptisms.  I  tried  to  be  cheerful  and  not  to  mope,  but  looking  back,  I 
can  see  that  I  was  still  in  the  grieving  process  and  would  have  probably  been  better  off  staying  at  home  and 
getting  some  bereavement  counseling.  I  only  had  enough  money  for  one  year,  so  instead  of  asking  the 
ward  to  support  my  mission,  I  asked  to  be  released  and  it  was  granted.  In  retrospect,  I  should  have  used 
the  money  to  go  to  graduate  school  and  get  my  Master's  Degree.   However,  I  met  some  lovely  people  in 
New  York  and  learned  that  I  really  loved  the  East. 

That  same  year,  Stan  Smith,  one  of  my  boyfriends  from  college,  got  in  touch  with  me  and  told  me  that 
he  had  always  been  in  love  with  me,  but  was  so  poor  and  uncertain  of  his  own  future  that  he  never  felt  he 
could  get  serious;  and  after  I  married  Doug,  he  realized  his  mistake.  I  had  always  cared  a  lot  for  Stan  and 
after  we  started  dating  again,  it  wasn't  long  until  we  decided  to  get  married.   I  thought  that  he  was  a 
God-send  from  heaven.  I  had  so  much  love  spilling  over  from  my  love  for  Doug,  it  felt  good  to  be  able  to 
love  again.  We  were  married  in  Chester  at  my  parents'  home  during  his  Christmas  break  from  college. 
He  had  driven  the  winter  roads  from  Washington,  D.C.  where  he  was  a  student  at  American  University 
and  worked  for  Senator  Frank  Church.   He  was  supposed  to  finish  his  research  paper  during  the  break,  so 
Uncle  Tom  said  he  could  go  to  his  cabin  where  it  was  quiet  to  finish  writing  the  paper.   However,  I 
couldn't  stay  away  and  he  never  got  it  quite  finished.  When  he  returned  to  college  and  told  his  professor 
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that  the  reason  his  paper  was  not  too  terrific  was  because  he  had  tried  to  write  it  on  his  honeymoon,  his 
professor  laughed  and  gave  him  an  extension  on  it.  We  lived  in  Arlington,  Virginia.    The  next  year,  I  got 
a  job  teaching  elementary  school  in  Maryland  and  since  Stan  was  enrolled  at  the  University  of  Maryland  in 
graduate  school,  we  moved  to  Maryland.  I  really  liked  living  in  the  Washington,  D.C.  area.  There  was 
always  a  lot  to  do  and  we  had  many  close  friends.  I  liked  the  museums,  the  theater,  the  parks  and  the 
heartbeat  of  the  city.   Everything  was  so  exciting  to  me!   It  was  about  this  time  that  I  shortened  my  name 
to  Gina.  While  living  in  Virginia,  I  decided  that  I  did  not  like  being  named  after  a  state! 

Stan  had  earned  a  B.S.  in  Economics  and  was  working  on  a  graduate  degree  in  Political  Science.   His 
first  job  was  in  D.C.  with  the  Department  of  Commerce.   During  that  time,  our  first  child,  Brittany,  a 
sweet  little  girl,  was  born.   She  was  born  on  December  4,  1967.   Three  months  later,  Stan  had  a  chance 
to  change  to  a  more  exciting  career  with  the  Department  of  Defense.   However,  this  necessitated  a  move 
to  Colorado  Springs,  Colorado.   There,  our  second  child,  a  delightful  son,  Christopher,  was  born  on 
November  13,  1968.   It  was  just  perfect  having  both  a  boy  and  a  girl.   We  enjoyed  our  babies  very  much. 
I  taught  English  and  Reading  mere  for  three  years,  then  we  got  a  chance  to  live  in  Tokyo!  What  a 
marvelous  experience  that  would  be.  We  moved  to  the  Orient  in  1971 .  Japan  was  an  exciting  place  to  live 
and  a  fun  place  to  work.  We  were  there  for  three  years,  then  moved  to  Seoul,  Korea,  for  two  years.   I 
taught  school  for  the  Department  of  Defense  a  total  of  five  years.   They  were  good  schools  and  we  feel 
fortunate  mat  our  children  got  a  good  start  there.   They  attended  school  in  both  countries.   We  loved  living 
in  the  Orient  very  much,  but  our  children  were  growing  up  not  knowing  their  aunts,  uncles,  cousins  and 
grandparents;  so  we  felt  that  it  was  time  to  return  to  the  States. 

We  returned  to  America  in  1976... an  important  year  because  it  was  America's  Bi-Centennial  as  well 
as  the  year  the  Teton  Dam  broke  and  flooded  the  area.  Stan  had  found  employment  with  the  Department 
of  Energy  and  I  was  offered  a  job  teaching  in  Idaho  Falls.   It  was  a  good  place  to  raise  our  children.  It 
was  fun  for  us  because  we  had  the  opportunity  to  see  our  loved  ones  quite  frequently.   Mom  and  Dad 
were  not  in  good  health  and  we  were  able  to  visit  with  them  and  help  them  out  a  lot.  We  also  kept  busy 
(too  busy)  with  our  raspberry  farm  located  in  Ririe.   We  had  made  really  close  friends  and  everything 
seemed  to  be  going  wonderfully  well  when  Stan  lost  his  job.  He  tried  to  find  another  job,  but  was 
unsuccessful.   However,  there  was  an  opening  in  his  field  back  in  Virginia  at  the  Pentagon.   So,  in  1983, 
we  had  to  sell  our  house  and  say  good-bye  to  our  friends  and  family.   It  was  an  extremely  hard  move  on 
the  kids.  They  had  done  this  so  many  times  before  and  had  hoped  to  never  have  to  do  it  again.   I  loved  my 
job  and  hated  to  resign,  plus  my  parents'  declining  health  worried  me.  We  moved  back  with  heavy 
hearts... all  the  time  I  kept  telling  my  children  that  they  would  really  love  living  in  the  East. 

This  move  proved  to  be  a  big  mistake.   Brittany  and  Chris  did  not  like  their  new  home.   Brittany  got 
depressed  and  even  ran  away  from  home,  back  to  Idaho,  and  I  had  to  go  get  her.   In  the  meantime,  my 
twenty  year  marriage  to  Stan  was  really  strained.  I  had  nearly  worn  myself  out  trying  to  make  him  happy 
and  to  make  the  marriage  work.   He  was  extremely  controlling  and  was  what  I  term  a  'rageaholic'.   Six 
months  after  our  move,  I  realized  that  all  we  did  was  pack  up  our  troubles  and  move  them  2,000  miles.  It 
had  not  been  a  solution  to  our  problems;  they  were  getting  much  worse.  Earlier,  we  had  separated  and  had 
almost  gotten  a  divorce,  then  we  thought  that  this  move  would  make  a  difference;  we  were  wrong.  The 
following  year,  I  divorced  Stan  and  by  then  the  children  had  learned  to  really  like  the  East,  so  we  stayed  in 
Virginia  where  Brittany  and  Chris  graduated  from  high  school. 

In  the  meantime,  I  became  friends  with  Michael  Smiley,  a  widower.  I  had  known  him  since  living  in 
Japan.  Friendship  turned  to  love  and  we  were  married  in  Falls  Church,  Virginia,  on  Christmas  Eve  by  a 
justice  of  the  peace  who  was  a  retired  CIA  agent.   Mike  was  very  sweet,  loving  and  caring;  and  he  was 
really  good  to  me,  my  children  and  my  mom.  He  had  a  teenage  son,  Morgan,  who  was  about  the  same 
age  as  Brittany  and  Chris... they  all  got  along  really  well. 

Mike  was  an  ex-Marine  who  had  decided  to  go  to  college  after  the  age  of  30.   He  went  to  night  school 
while  working  days  for  the  Department  of  the  Army.   It  was  hard  on  him  to  go  home  from  work  each 
night  for  only  a  little  while  and  then  go  off  to  school.  When  he  was  home,  he  would  stay  up  until  2  or  3 
A.M.  studying.  He  did  this  for  eight  years.   Mike  earned  his  degree  in  Business  Administration  from  the 
University  of  Maryland  -  Far  East  Campus.  Then,  while  working  for  the  U.S.  Treasury  in  Washington, 
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D.C.,  he  completed  his  M.A.  in  Public  Administration  from  Golden  Gate  University.  Unfortunately,  he 
was  not  able  to  attend  his  own  graduation,  for  his  wife,  Fumiko,  tragically  died  in  a  car  accident  at  that 
time.  They  had  been  married  twenty  years. 

After  Mike  and  I  were  married,  I  worked  on  my  M.A.  in  Linguistics  at  George  Mason  University  and 
taught  English  as  a  Second  Language  while  Morgan  and  Brittany  went  to  college  and  Chris  finished  high 
school.   Then,  Morgan  decided  to  enlist  in  the  Army  and  Chris  joined  the  Marines. 

In  1989,  Mike  turned  55  and  retired  from  the  U.  S.  Treasury;  he  had  worked  for  the  government  for 
over  30  years.   He  had  several  lovely  retirement  parties.   It  was  too  expensive  to  live  in  the  D.C.  area  on 
his  pension,  so  we  looked  around  for  a  nice  inexpensive  place  to  move  to.   He  really  liked  Idaho,  so  we 
decided  on  Fremont  County  to  be  near  my  family.   At  first  we  looked  seriously  at  a  "fixer-upper"  in  St. 
Anthony  to  buy,  then  reconsidered  because  my  mom's  house  needed  extensive  repairs.  We  talked  it  over 
with  Mom  and  decided  it  would  be  mutually  advantageous  for  us  to  buy  her  home,  do  the  necessary  repair 
work  and  have  her  live  with  us.   It  has  worked  out  really  well  for  all  of  us.   Mom  had  been  a  widow  for 
about  five  years  and  was  lonely.  She  also  was  partially  blind  and  quite  crippled  with  arthritis  and  scoliosis. 
We  made  sure  she  got  the  cataract  surgery  and  the  two  knee  replacements  needed.   We  quite  enjoyed 
living  with  each  other.  Then,  a  few  years  ago,  Mom  came  down  with  Alzheimers.   Her  condition  requires 
24  hour  care,  so  now  she  lives  with  each  of  her  children  for  three  months:  Don,  Barbara,  JoAnne  and 
Mike  and  me.   She  seems  really  content  whichever  home  she  is  in.   She  knows  that  she  is  loved  and  cared 
for.  She  is  still  so  very  good  natured  and  sweet  and  we  all  feel  it  is  a  blessing  to  care  for  her. 
Fortunately,  she  is  in  good  physical  condition  for  her  81  years. 

Currently,  Mike  works  as  a  reserve  deputy  sheriff  in  Fremont  County.   He  works  as  a'patrolman,  a 
jailer,  for  Operation  Lifesaver  for  the  railroad  and  mans  the  police  boat  on  Island  Park  Reservoir.  Since 
moving  to  Idaho,  I  have  enjoyed  teaching  English,  Debate,  Speech,  English  as  a  Second  Language  and 
GED  for  Eastern  Idaho  Technical  College  and  Fremont  County  Schools.    I  have  substituted  for  Madison 
County.  We  love  to  keep  busy  and  will  probably  never  really  retire.  We  have  a  good  quiet  life  in  the 
country,  but  occasionally  miss  the  big  city... we  especially  miss  our  children  who  still  live  in  the  East. 

Brittany  (26)  graduated  from  Marymount  University  in  Bio-genetics  and  is  currently  the  supervisor  in 
a  large  DNA  laboratory  in  Falls  Church,  Virginia.   Morgan  (27)  received  an  ROTC  scholarship  and 
majored  in  political  science  at  the  University  of  Idaho.   He  is  currently  an  officer  in  the  Army  and  is 
seriously  considering  going  to  law  school  through  an  Army  program.   Chris  (25)  is  in  the  process  of 
earning  a  degree  in  computer  science  and  is  working  his  way  through  college.   All  three  children  have 
promised  themselves  that  they  would  not  think  of  marriage  until  they  had  their  careers  launched  -  even  if  it 
took  them  until  they  were  thirty.   It  looks  like  they  are  all  going  to  keep  that  promise.  I  respect  that,  but  I 
am  ready  to  be  a  grandmother  with  some  grandchildren  to  enjoy. 

The  blessings  of  my  life  have  been:  my  children  (including  my  step-son)  who  have  taught  me  patience 
and  love;  my  dear  husband,  Mike,  who  has  been  loving  and  supporting  to  me  in  everything  I  have  done 
and  has  been  so  good  to  my  children  and  to  my  mother;  my  wonderful  parents  who  taught  me 
unconditional  love,  the  importance  of  education  and  how  to  work;  my  teaching  career  which  has  spanned 
30  years  in  two  foreign  countries  and  six  states;  and  the  opportunity  to  travel  and  to  learn  about  other 
people,  cultures  and  the  wonders  of  the  world. 

I  believe  my  life's  experiences  have  given  me  a  wide  vision  of  the  world,  its  people  and  its 
interactions.  It  has  made  me  realize  more  fully  God's  intent  with  the  inhabitants  of  this  globe:  that  we  are 
all  children  of  a  God  who  loves  us,  that  we  must  learn  to  accept  each  other's  differences  and  to  learn 
tolerance  so  we  can  live  in  harmony  with  one  another;  and  that  we  must  be  responsible  caretakers  of  the 
world  that  was  created  to  sustain  us  all  in  that  quest. 

Michael  Thomas  Smiley,  husband  of  Virginia  Blanchard.  Michael  Smiley  was  born  on  July  2,  1934,  in 
Jacksonville,  Florida,  to  Carlton  Smiley  and  Kathleen  Tompkins,  their  only  child.   His  mother  did  not 
work,  so  she  spent  a  lot  of  quality  time  with  her  son.   As  a  child,  Mike  loved  animals,  enjoyed  traveling 
and  was  an  avid  reader.   During  World  War  II,  his  father  was  sent  to  Hawaii  and  the  family  stayed  in 
Florida.   After  the  war,  the  family  continued  the  habit  begun  in  1937  of  shuttling  back  and  forth  between 
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California,  where  there  were  better  job  opportunities,  and  Florida,  the  home  of  both  the  Smiley  and  the 
Tompkins  in-laws.  They  were  constantly  moving  from  the  east  coast  to  the  west  coast.  It  seemed  every 
other  year  Mike  was  in  a  different  school.  Once,  when  he  was  twelve  years  old,  he  decided  he  wanted  to 
go  back  to  Florida  to  live  with  his  grandmother,  so  he  hitchhiked  across  America.   His  grandmother's 
house  was  in  Starke,  Florida.   It  was  an  ideal  place,  next  to  streams  to  fish  from,  and  next  to  a  resort, 
Kingsley  Lake,  where  Mike  enjoyed  being  with  his  friends  and  family  and  dog. 

At  the  age  of  17,  his  folks  were  in  Florida  and  ready  for  another  move,  so  Mike  decided  to  join  the 
Marines.  His  mother  signed  for  him  since  he  was  under  18.   Mike  went  to  boot  camp  at  Parris  Island, 
South  Carolina,  and  eventually  stayed  in  the  Marines  for  over  ten  years.   His  military  occupational 
specialty  was  Infantry,  but  Mike  also  spent  a  lot  of  time  doing  Security  and  Military  Police  duties.  Some  of 
his  duty  stations  were  El  Toro  and  Camp  Pendelton,  California;  Camp  LeJeune,  North  Carolina; 
Morocco,  Newfoundland,  Alaska  and  the  Far  East.   Mike  spent  his  18th  birthday  on  the  Mediterranean 
while  his  battalion  was  afloat  for  six  months  with  the  Navy.  The  Med  Cruise  was  a  wonderful  experience 
for  it  allowed  a  teenager  to  see  exotic  ports  of  call! 

Mike  had  become  intrigued  with  the  Orient  during  his  first  tour  of  duty  on  Okinawa.   While  studying 
the  Japanese  language  and  culture  in  California,  Mike  developed  a  special  interest  in  Eastern  philosophy, 
so  when  he  was  again  assigned  to  Okinawa,  he  was  thrilled.   His  Marine  battalion  set  out  for  the  Orient  on 
a  transport  ship.   However,  the  night  before  reaching  Okinawa,  Mike  was  notified  that  his  parents  had 
died,  so  he  returned  to  the  mainland  to  take  care  of  their  burial  and  estate.   They  died  in  Gallup,  New 
Mexico,  while  on  a  trip.   Mike  had  them  cremated  and  took  their  remains  back  to  Okinawa  with  him. 
Since  he  had  already  decided  to  take  a  discharge  from  the  Marine  Corps  and  remain  in  the  Orient,  he  had 
his  family  tomb  built  on  Okinawa.   After  his  discharge,  Mike  married  a  Japanese  woman  from  Okinawa 
named  Hatsuko  Nakahodo;  however,  that  marriage  was  short  lived  and  ended  in  divorce. 

Mike  later  married  another  Japanese  woman  from  Okinawa  named  Fumiko  Kudaka.   Unfortunately, 
her  family  had  a  difficult  time  accepting  that  their  daughter  had  married  a  foreigner,  until  their  son, 
Morgan,  was  born.   At  that  point,  Morgan  cemented  their  family  together.   A  couple  of  years  later,  a 
beautiful  daughter,  Karen,  was  born.   Fumiko  was  a  wonderful  mother  and  wife,  as  well  as  a  professional 
seamstress  and  cook. 

About  two  years  after  his  discharge  from  the  Marines,  Mike  got  a  civilian  job  with  the  Department  of 
the  Army  on  Okinawa.   Mike  had  earned  his  high  school  equivalency  diploma  early  in  his  Marine  career 
through  the  GED  program  and  now  started  college.   The  University  of  Maryland  had  an  overseas  division 
on  Okinawa.   After  work,  Mike  would  go  home  and  spend  a  little  time  with  the  family,  eat  and  then  go  to 
night  school.   After  night  school,  the  children  would  be  in  bed  and  he  would  stay  up  until  2  or  3  in  the 
morning  studying.  This  went  on  for  eight  years.   His  family  was  very  patient  with  him  and  were  very 
proud  when  he  earned  his  B.S.  in  Business  Administration. 

In  the  meantime,  his  job  transferred  him  to  Tokyo,  Japan  and  to  Seoul,  Korea.   Morgan  and  Karen 
went  to  school  in  Okinawa,  Japan  and  Korea.   They  were  both  beautiful  children  who  had  very  good 
dispositions  and  were  kind  to  their  friends  and  honorable  to  their  parents. 

It  was  in  Korea  that  Karen  became  very  sick.  Her  desperate  parents  took  her  to  many  doctors  before 
she  was  finally  diagnosed  as  having  Juvenile  Rheumatoid  Arthritis.  She  was  a  very  sick  girl  and  died 
when  she  was  only  seven  years  old.    It  was  a  very  sad  time  for  all.   In  her  short  years,  Karen's  sweet 
soul  touched  all  those  who  knew  and  loved  her.   Her  parents  took  her  ashes  to  Okinawa  to  be  near  Mike's 
parents  who  never  got  to  know  their  delightful  little  granddaughter. 

After  Karen's  death,  Mike  decided  to  move  his  family  to  America.  It  was  a  pretty  exciting  change  for 
Morgan  and  Fumiko  who  had  never  been  to  the  United  States.  They  lived  in  North  Carolina  for  a  few 
years.  Then,  Mike  was  offered  a  job  and  promotion  with  the  Department  of  Treasury  in  Washington,  D. 
C.  They  moved  to  Arlington,  Virginia,  where  Morgan  graduated  from  high  school.  In  the  meantime, 
Mike  had  started  working  on  his  Master's  Degree.  He  earned  his  M.A.  in  Public  Administration  from 
Golden  Gate  University  about  the  same  time  that  Morgan  graduated  from  high  school.   Unfortunately,  both 
graduations  were  marked  with  sadness,  as  Fumiko  unexpectedly  died  of  an  aneurysm  of  the  aorta.  Mike 
went  to  Morgan's  graduation  ceremony,  but  didn't  have  the  heart  to  go  to  his  own.  Fumiko  would  have 
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been  very  proud  of  them  both. 

About  a  year  later,  Mike  married  Gina  Smith,  who  had  recently  moved  to  Virginia.   It  was  a  small 
world!   He  had  known  both  Gina  and  her  ex-husband  while  they  lived  in  the  Orient  and  their  children  had 
been  school  chums  in  both  Japan  and  Korea.    Gina's  children,  Brittany  and  Chris,  are  almost  the  same  age 
as  Morgan  and  came  to  live  with  their  mom  and  Mike.   About  five  years  after  his  marriage  to  Gina,  Mike 
retired  after  35  years  of  government  service  (counting  the  years  in  the  Marines).  Mike  and  Gina  then 
moved  from  Virginia  to  Gina's  birthplace  in  Chester,  Idaho.   Mike  had  become  a  Freemason  in  1972  in 
Yokohama,  Japan.   Now  he  became  quite  active  in  that  Fraternity  as  well  as  becoming  a  reserve  deputy 
sheriff  for  Fremont  County,  Idaho. 


CHILDREN:  (2)  Stanley  Parley  Smith  (Div) 

(1)  Brittany  Lynne  B  -  04  Dec  1967 

(2)  Christopher  Yuri       B  -  13  Nov  1968 


M  -  Linda  Custer 


CHILDREN  of  Michael  Thomas  Smiley  and  (2)  Fumiko  Kudaka  (Dec) 

(1)  Morgan  B  -  16  Sep  1966 

(2)  Karen  B- Oct  1968 

D-  1975 


Michael  Smiley 


Virginia  (Blanchard)  Smiley 


1  -  Brittany  Lynne  Smith.  Brittany  Lynne  Smith  was  born  on  December  4,  1967,  at  Prince 
George's  County  Hospital  in  Cheverly,  Maryland.  It  was  an  exciting  event  for  her  parents,  Stanley 
Parley  Smith  and  Virginia  Kaye  Blanchard  Smith.  She  arrived  at  8:30  A.M.  weighing  6  pounds,  7 
ounces  and  had  blond  wavy  hair  and  blue  eyes  like  her  daddy.   He  was  so  proud  and  her  mother  was 
so  exhausted,  but  was  not  too  tired  to  eat  all  the  chocolates  her  friends  and  family  had  brought  to  the 
hospital!  (A  good  source  of  quick  energy.) 

Brittany  was  a  delightful  little  girl,  full  of  giggles  and  enthusiasm.  She  was  quick  and  learned  to 
walk  and  talk  early.  Her  gregarious  personality  delighted  everyone.  Her  mother  worried  about  her 
lack  of  weight  gain. .  .She  weighed  only  16  pounds  at  the  age  of  one. .  .due  to  her  not  being  able  to  keep 
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food  in  her  stomach.  However,  with  the  aid  of  vitamins,  the  doctors  assured  her  parents  that  Brittany 
was  in  good  health. 

Her  parents  moved  from  the  Washington,  D.C.  area  to  Colorado  Springs,  Colorado,  when  she 
was  3  months  old  because  her  father  had  been  transferred  there  by  the  Department  of  Defense.  There, 
her  brother,  Christopher  Yuri,  was  born.   They  loved  each  other  dearly  and  got  along  great.  Her 
mother  taught  school  for  three  years  in  Colorado  Springs  while  Brittany  and  Yuri  went  to  a  terrific 
baby-sitter. 

At  the  age  of  four,  the  family  moved  to  Tokyo,  Japan,  for  three  years.   She  started  school  in  the 
American  Department  of  Defense  Schools  where  her  mother  taught.  She  was  an  eager  and  a  good 
student  with  a  quick  mind.   Unfortunately,  Brittany  missed  a  lot  of  school  due  to  sickness.   Two  years 
later,  the  family  was  transferred  to  Seoul,  Korea.  Brittany  went  to  school  for  two  more  years  in  the 
Far  East,  then  the  family  decided  to  move  back  to  America,  where  the  children  could  have  the 
opportunity  to  get  to  know  their  relatives.   She  lived  in  Idaho  Falls  for  seven  years.  There,  the  doctors 
discovered  she  had  severe  migraine  headaches  and  that  explained  all  the  vomiting  and  sick 
days... usually  30  school  days  per  year.   With  the  proper  medicine,  Brittany  gained  weight  and  looked 
normal,  with  her  clothes  finally  fitting  her.   Her  headaches  became  less  frequent  and  she  continued  to 
be  a  good  student  in  school. 

In  the  meantime,  everywhere  she  lived:  Colorado,  Japan,  Korea,  Idaho,  mothers-to-be  asked  if 
they  could  name  their  new  baby  -  if  it  were  a  girl  -  after  Brittany.   At  least  a  dozen  little  Brittanys  have 
been  named  after  her. 

At  the  age  of  15,  her  father  was  transferred  back  to  the  Pentagon  in  Virginia.   Both  she  and  Chris 
really  hated  to  leave  their  friends  and  change  schools  and  they  were  not  too  happy  about  moving 
again.  She  graduated  from  Falls  Church  High  School  in  1985,  with  good  business  skills  and  worked  as 
a  receptionist  in  Georgetown,  Washington,  D.C,  for  a  year  before  starting  college.  She  worked  her 
way  through  college  -  interned  at  Georgetown  University  -  and  graduated  from  Marymount  University 
in  1991  with  a  B.S.  Degree  in  Biology.    She  planned  for  a  career  in  Bio-genetics  and  is  currently  a 
supervisor  of  a  large  DNA  lab  in  Falls  Church,  Virginia.   She  has  an  exciting  promising  career  and 
everyone  is  proud  of  her  achievements.  Especially  so,  since  her  migraines  have  debilitated  her  so 
much  along  the  way.  In  spite  of  the  setbacks  and  discouragements  associated  with  her  health,  Brittany 
has  been  optimistic  and  persevering  in  her  goals. 


Brittany  Smith 
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2  -  Christopher  Yuri  Smith.  Christopher  Yuri  Smith  was  welcomed  into  the  world  around  1:30 
P.M.  on  November  13,  1968,  at  Penrose  Hospital  in  Colorado  Springs,  (El  Paso  County),  Colorado, 
by  his  parents  Stanley  Parley  Smith  and  Virginia  Blanchard  Smith.   He  weighed  in  at  7  pound  13 
ounces  and  had  fuzzy  blond  hair  and  big  brown  eyes.   He  looked  a  lot  like  his  mom.   His  parents  were 
thrilled  to  have  such  a  cute  little  boy.   He  joined  his  sister,  Brittany,  at  home  to  make  a  family  of  four. 

Yuri  was  supposed  to  have  been  born  in  October,  but  he  was  stubborn.   His  Uncle  Bob  said  that 
the  reason  he  resisted  being  born  was  the  name  that  his  father  had  picked  out  for  him.  (It  seemed  that 
no  one  but  Stan  liked  the  name  Yuri.)  His  grandparents  had  missed  the  big  event  when  Brittany  had 
been  born,  so  they  wanted  to  be  there  for  this  grandchild.   However,  after  weeks  of  waiting,  Grandpa 
Blanchard  had  to  leave  to  go  home  to  Idaho  to  attend  to  some  business.   Grandma  stayed  to  care  for 
Brittany,  who  was  too  young  (ten  months  old)  to  have  any  clue  that  she'd  soon  have  a  baby  brother  to 
cuddle  and  love.   She  took  her  first  steps  the  week  her  mom  went  to  the  hospital. 

His  parents  survived  the  first  year  of  having  two  babies  on  bottles  and  in  diapers.   They  also 
survived  having  Yuri  in  the  hospital  for  surgery  on  a  hernia  at  the  age  of  ten  months.   He  took  his  first 
steps  the  day  he  came  home  from  the  hospital.   Yuri  was  a  good  natured  and  sweet  child,  a  bit  on  the 
quiet  side,  which  was  welcome  because  his  sister  turned  out  to  be  quite  a  chatterbox. 

Brittany  was  just  a  tiny  baby  and  Yuri  was  average  sized,  so  for  the  first  three  years  of  their  lives 
they  were  pretty  much  the  same  size.   People  used  to  think  that  either  we  had  twins  or  that  we  had 
adopted  because  they  did  not  look  like  brother  and  sister.  Brittany  wound  up  having  tight  curly  blond 
hair  and  blue  eyes  and  Yuri  had  straight  blond  hair  and  brown  eyes.   About  the  age  of  nine,  his  hair 
turned  brown. 

His  dad  worked  as  a  civilian  at  Fort  Carson,  Colorado,  and  his  mom  was  a  career  school  teacher. 
His  parents  loved  to  travel  and  their  jobs,  so  having  two  children  was  perfect.   The  children  were 
loads  of  fun  and  became  really  good  travelers.   When  Yuri  was  three,  the  family  moved  to  Tokyo, 
Japan.   Yuri  was  so  fascinated  by  the  airplane,  he  went  into  a  trance  for  the  16  hour  flight.   He  loved 
flying  so  much  that  when  the  plane  landed,  the  stewardesses  had  to  bribe  him  to  get  him  off. 

Yuri  started  school  in  Japan,  then  moved  to  Korea  for  the  second  grade.   In  the  3rd  grade  he 
moved  back  to  America  and  attended  school  in  Idaho  Falls.   He  loved  America,  his  neighborhood  and 
his  friends.... tolerated  school.... and  his  dad's  raspberry  farm.... loved  soccer  and  biking  and  video 
games.   It  was  here  that  he  earned  enough  money  for  a  small  inexpensive  computer.   He  taught 
himself  how  to  operate  and  repair  it  in  just  a  short  time.  This  led  to  a  lifelong  fascination  for  computer 
technology.  In  the  third  grade,  Yuri  got  tired  of  people  commenting  on  his  strange  name,  so  he 
decided  to  go  by  his  first  name,  Christopher. 

Chris'  mom  taught  junior  high  English  and  he  wound  up  going  to  her  school  -  which  proved  good 
for  her  but  bad  for  him.   He  could  not  get  away  with  even  being  a  fraction  tardy  without  her  knowing 
about  it.   On  the  other  hand,  she  could  monitor  his  friends  and  class  work.   Chris  had  a  flair  for  art  - 
especially  facials  -  and  his  first  painting  of  the  Indian,  Geronimo,  won  a  prize.  When  Chris  was 
fourteen,  the  family  moved  to  Falls  Church,  Virginia.   He  didn't  want  to  move,  but  was  a  good  sport. 
Chris  always  had  an  optimistic  outlook  and  seemed  to  "roll  with  the  punches"  really  well.   At  Falls 
Church  High  School,  his  art  teacher  recognized  Chris's  talents  and  got  him  an  apprenticeship  at 
National  Graphic  Arts.   He  did  extremely  well  and,  by  the  time  he  graduated  from  high  school,  had  a 
promising  career. 

Chris'  teenage  years  were  a  bit  rocky.   Due  to  circumstances  beyond  his  control,  he  wound  up 
going  to  four  high  schools  in  four  years.   Also,  during  his  high  school  years,  his  parents  finally  got 
that  divorce  they  had  been  promising  each  other  for  twenty  years.  Since  then,  his  mother  has 
remarried  once  and  his  father  has  remarried  four  times.   Chris  proved  to  be  a  pretty  resilient  kid. 

All  the  way  through  high  school  Chris  dreamed  of  joining  the  Air  Force.   A  year  after  he 
graduated,  Chris  went  to  the  recruiting  office.  He  got  a  real  surprise  at  the  front  door  when  he  saw  a 
stunningly  beautiful  young  female  Marine  recruiter.   All  she  had  to  do  was  to  say,  "Come  here, 
Sonny,"  give  him  a  short  sales  pitch  and  a  pen  and  Chris  walked  out  the  door  a  Marine!   After  Parris 
Island,  he  was  assigned  duty  in  Twenty-nine  Palms,  California,  Guantonamo  Bay,  Cuba,  and  LeJeune, 
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South  Carolina.  While  at  LeJeune,  he  was  in  a  car  accident  and  nearly  broke  his  neck.   He  spent  one 
year  at  Bethesda  Naval  Hospital  and  was  discharged  with  a  medical  disability. 

Chris  is  currently  working  his  way  through  college.  He  wants  a  degree  in  Computer  Science.  He 
is  quite  adept  with  his  hands  and  is  a  quick  learner.   All  he  needs  to  do  is  see  how  something  is  done 
and  he  can  do  it.  When  it  comes  to  computers  he  is  a  whiz  kid.   He  has  a  great  deal  of  knowledge  and 
know  how;  all  he  needs  is  the  sheepskin  to  go  with  it. 

Chris  is  good  natured,  is  optimistic,  is  a  hard  worker  and  is  very  pleasant  to  be  around.   He  also 
possesses  good  public  relations  and  managerial  skills.  Whatever  career  Chris  chooses,  he  will  be 
successful  and  happy. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joshua  Robert  Custer  Smith         B  -  06  Sep  1996 


Christopher  Smith 


1  -  Morgan  Smiley.  Morgan  Smiley  was  born  September  16,  1966,  in  Okinawa,  Ryukyu  Islands, 
Japan,  to  his  proud  parents,  Fumiko  Kudaka  Smiley  and  Michael  Thomas  Smiley.   Morgan  spent  the 
first  ten  years  of  his  life  either  on  Okinawa,  or  at  Camp  Zama,  (mainland)  Japan,  or  in  Seoul,  Korea. 
Morgan's  father  worked  for  the  Department  of  the  Army  and  the  family  moved  about  as  work 
assignments  changed. 

Morgan's  sister,  Karen,  was  about  two  years  younger  than  Morgan.  Karen  died  in  the  spring  of 
1976  while  the  family  was  living  in  Korea.   In  December  of  1976,  Morgan's  father  accepted  a  position 
with  the  Department  of  the  Army  at  Fort  Bragg,  North  Carolina,  and  the  family  moved  to  Fayetteville 
just  outside  of  Fort  Bragg.  Morgan  finished  junior  high  school  in  Fayetteville. 

The  family  then  moved  to  Arlington,  Virginia,  in  the  Washington,  D.C.  metropolitan  area,  where 
Morgan  graduated  from  high  school.  Just  prior  to  Morgan's  graduation,  his  mother  unexpectedly  died. 
This  event  sort  of  put  Morgan  (and  his  father)  at  loose  ends  and  Morgan's  heart  was  not  really  in  to 
going  to  college  at  this  time,  although  he  enrolled  for  a  while  at  the  University  of  Maryland. 

Fortunately,  a  family  friend  invited  Morgan  to  come  and  live  in  Germany  for  about  six  months  and 
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he  did.   Morgan  had  already  traveled  briefly  in  Europe  with  his  high  school  Latin  class,  so  he  looked 
forward  to  a  more  lengthy  stay. 

After  returning  from  Europe,  Morgan  enrolled  in  college  at  George  Mason  University  but  again 
decided  that  he  was  not  yet  ready  for  college.   Morgan  then  joined  the  Army  for  a  four  year 
enlistment.   After  boot  camp  at  Fort  Leonard  Wood,  Missouri,  Morgan  attended  field  medic  training 
at  Fort  Sam  Houston  in  San  Antonio,  Texas.   For  the  remainder  of  his  four-year  enlistment,  Morgan 
was  assigned  to  Schofield  Barracks,  Hawaii.   Interestingly,  Morgan's  namesake,  his  great-uncle 
Morgan  (Tommy)  Tompkins,  had  also  been  assigned  to  Schofield  Barracks  during  the  early  1920s. 

Morgan's  father  had  by  this  time  married  a  long-time  family  friend,  Gina  Smith.  Gina  was  a 
native  of  Idaho  and,  after  retiring  from  civil  service,  Morgan's  father  and  step-mother  decided  to 
make  their  home  in  Chester,  Idaho.   So,  at  the  end  of  his  Army  enlistment,  Morgan  came  to  the  home 
of  his  father  and  step-mother  in  Idaho  where  he  decided  that  he  was  now  ready  to  get  serious  about 
college. 

Morgan  enrolled  in  the  political  science  program  at  the  University  of  Idaho  in  Moscow,  Idaho, 
using  his  G.I.  Bill  and  also  obtaining  an  ROTC  scholarship.  Morgan  had  enjoyed  military  life  and 
planned  to  continue  his  Army  career  after  completing  college. 

In  May,  1994,  Morgan  graduated  from  the  University  of  Idaho  and  was  commissioned  as  a  Second 
Lieutenant  of  Infantry  immediately  upon  graduation.  Infantry  had  been  Morgan's  first  choice  of 
officer  branches,  so  he  was  happy.   After  attending  the  Infantry  Officers'  Basic  Course  at  Fort 
Benning,  Georgia,  Morgan  was  assigned  to  Fort  Campbell,  Kentucky.   At  this  writing,  Morgan's 
battalion  at  Fort  Campbell  will  be  leaving  in  about  forty-five  days  for  a  six-month  assignment  as  a 
peacekeeping  force  in  the  Sinai  Desert  as  a  part  of  the  Camp  David  Peace  Accords  between  Egypt  and 
Israel. 

In  closing  this  as  yet  brief  history  of  Morgan,  it  only  remains  for  me,  his  father,  to  say  that  I  am 
always  intrigued  when  people  speak  of  the  difficulties  they  have  had  with  their  children.   With 
Morgan,  thanks  mostly  to  the  way  that  he  developed  his  own  personality  as  well  as  to  the  loving 
guidance  of  his  mother,  Morgan  was  never  a  problem  or  a  cause  for  concern  for  his  parents.   There 
were  no  terrible  twos  and  there  were  no  rebellious  teens.  Morgan  was  always  a  fine  boy  and  has 
grown  into  an  intelligent  man  who  routinely  and  consistently  makes  much  better  life  decisions  than  his 
father  ever  did  at  the  same  age. 


Morgan  Smiley 
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5  -  JOANNE  BLANCHARD  GARDNER.  I  was  born  during  World  War  II  to  Charles  Angus  and  Laura 
Jean  Murdoch  Blanchard  on  September  16th,  1943.  I  arrived  23  hours  after  my  first  cousin,  Sandra  Jean 
Garrett,  who  was  born  in  Aunt  Tressa  and  Uncle  Clyde's  home.   Mom  was  due  first  and  came  into  St. 
Anthony,  to  await  my  arrival  so  the  doctor  wouldn't  have  to  go  out  in  the  country,  but  Aunt  Tress  had 
Sandra  first  and  I  came  the  next  day.  We  always  called  ourselves  Twin  Cousins  because  we  were  born  in 
the  same  house,  the  same  bed  and  delivered  by  the  same  doctor  only  23  hours  apart!!   We  had  great  fun 
with  this  at  college.  I  was  the  5th  child.   My  older  siblings  are  Dale,  Barbara,  Don  and  Virginia.   Our  little 
sister,  Marlene,  was  born  when  I  was  five  years  old. 

Dad  and  Mom  lived  in  Chester,  Idaho,  in  the  huge  red  brick  house  that  Dad  had  inherited  from  his 
father,  Byron  Blanchard.   Dad  was  a  farmer  and  dry  rancher.   Our  home  was  right  in  the  middle  of  town, 
meaning  we  were  by  the  church,  so  we  felt  we  were  in  the  main  stream  of  life!   Mom  was  a  housewife 
with  all  the  never-ending  work  that  comes  with  living  on  a  farm.   Work  was  never  done  and  we  all  worked 
in  the  house,  in  the  garden,  in  the  store,  or  on  the  farm  and  dry  ranch. 

Now  that  I  am  grown,  I  realize  just  how  much  work  our  parents  did  to  give  us  the  opportunity  of  going 
to  college,  music  lessons,  etc.   Our  dad  would  get  up  at  4:30  A.M.  to  start  working  on  the  farm.   Many 
years  we  had  cows  to  milk  and  feed.  We  also  had  chickens,  pigs,  dogs,  cats,  and  a  horse.   Dad  would  have 
worked  four  to  five  hours  before  coming  in  for  breakfast  which  mom  always  had  ready.   Dad  would  then 
start  the  process  of  yelling  upstairs  and  downstairs  trying  to  get  all  of  kids  up  to  help.  We  never  co- 
operated willingly.   Our  standard  saying  was,  "In  a  minute..."  Dad  called  us  the  "Slowcum  Kids."   I  wish 
now  I  would  have  helped  out  a  lot  more,  but  we  did  do  a  lot  of  work  all  the  time. 

I  much  preferred  to  be  outside  than  inside,  so  I  was  always  happy  when  Dad  needed  someone  to  drive 
truck  for  him.  When  the  wheat  was  harvested,  all  of  us  combined,  drove  truck  and  helped  out  in  anyway 
we  could.   All  summer  long  we  hauled  rocks  from  the  dry  farm  and  put  them  in  the  barrow  pits  along  the 
side  of  the  road  by  the  house.   The  rocks  just  kept  growing  and  replenishing  the  earth.  Every  time  the 
ground  was  plowed  another  crop  of  rocks  would  pop  up.   We  also  pulled  rye  from  the  wheat  fields.... this 
was  another  'fun'  summer  job.  One  time,  as  teenagers,  Virginia  and  I  took  our  shirts  off  to  get  tanned 
while  we  pulled  rye,  wearing  only  our  shoes,  jeans  and  bras.  We  got  so  sunburned,  we  couldn't  wear 
clothes  for  a  week! 

I  was  always  proud  of  our  home.  We  had  a  huge  lawn  which  wrapped  around  three  sides  of  our  brick 
home.  It  was  lovely  with  big  trees  all  around  it,  with  lots  of  lilac  bushes  interspersed  between  the  huge 
cottonwood  trees.   In  the  back,  we  had  a  terrific  view  of  the  barn  and  the  old  round  granary  which  was 
made  of  logs.  It  was  six  sided  and  there  were  only  three  of  these  old-style  granaries  in  Fremont  County. 
We  had  many  slumber  parties  on  our  lawn  as  we  grew  up.   Some  of  my  favorite  memories  were  of  having 
girl  friends  over  for  a  "sleep  over".  We  would  lay  our  sleeping  bags  on  the  front  lawn,  have  tons  of 
munchies,  and  count  the  falling  stars.  We  would  stay  up  half  the  night  talking  about  "Life" .  As  the 
neighbors  drove  by  they  would  honk.   Chester  was  a  wonderful  place  to  grow  up  in.   Everyone  was  either 
a  relative  or  a  neighbor.   Everyone  knew  everyone's  business.   I  always  felt  a  tremendous  amount  of  love 
and  acceptance  from  all  of  our  relatives  and  friends. 

Mom  always  had  lots  of  lovely  flowers  planted  in  her  gardens.   For  several  years  she  planted  yellow 
daffodils  between  the  sidewalk  and  the  driveway.   I  remember  people  stopping  to  take  pictures  because  it 
was  so  beautiful.   In  those  years,  I  didn't  enjoy  gardening  as  I  do  now.  Then  it  was  just  called  "weeding". 
We  always  had  a  big  vegetable  garden  to  the  side  of  the  house.   But  as  much  as  we  tried,  it  was  never  as 
successful  nor  as  prolific  as  the  neighbor's  garden  across  the  street  that  belonged  to  Elmo  and  Neva 
Brown.   Each  summer  I  would  pray  they  would  share  their  corn  on  the  cob  with  us  and  they  did.   Neva 
would  give  us  bushels  of  corn  and  we  would  husk  it  and  have  it  that  night  for  dinner.   In  the  summertime, 
we  would  dejunk  the  back  porch  from  all  the  stuff  we  put  out  there  in  the  wintertime  and  have  dinner  out 
there  each  night.   It  was  always  a  favorite  room.   It  had  windows  all  the  way  around  and  looked  towards 
the  Teton  Mountains.  My  dad  loved  this  view  of  the  mountains  and  ,  in  later  years,  our  sister,  Virginia, 
asked  Uncle  Reed  Chase  to  paint  a  picture  for  Mom  and  Dad  for  their  50th  Wedding  Anniversary. 

One  block  from  our  home  were  the  Chester  School  and  the  Chester  Ward  Church  House.  We  could 
see  all  the  action  in  town  from  the  big  picture  window  in  the  dining  room.  When  I  was  a  child,  the  church 
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burned  down  and  was  rebuilt  with  a  beautiful  brick  one.   The  brick  church  has  since  been  sold  and  is  used 
as  a  home  for  mentally  handicapped  kids.   When  the  church  hierarchy  decided  to  move  our  ward  to  meet 
in  Ashton,  it  was  very  hard  on  the  people  (especially  in  the  winter)  to  drive  the  seven  miles  to  Ashton. 
Now,  mere  isn't  a  center  for  everyone  to  gather. 

The  school  was  a  large  brick  building  where  you  walked  up  concrete  stairs  to  the  double  doors  to 
enter.   There  were  four  classrooms  and  a  tiny  library  and  two  bathrooms.   It  has  a  basement,  but  only  the 
furnace  room  was  down  there.   Years  later,  when  school  had  closed  after  my  fourth  grade  year,  Joyce 
Brown,  my  next  door  neighbor,  and  I  slid  down  the  coal  chute  to  "break  in"  and  check  things  out.   The 
wood  floors  had  buckled  and  the  books  in  the  library  were  strewn  all  over... someone  had  "checked  it  out" 
before  us!  We  were  scared  to  death  someone  would  catch  us... and  we  were  caught,  by  our  mothers,  when 
we  came  home  with  coal  stains  on  our  clothes. 

One  room  was  the  lunch  room,  one  was  4-8th  grade,  and  one  was  grades  1-3.  The  fourth  room  was 
an  inside  playroom  for  the  winter  months.   There  were  sand  tables  along  the  wall.... long  tables  with  four- 
foot  lengths  of  wood  to  hold  the  sand  in  while  we  played.  Other  games  we  played  there  were:   Red  Rover, 
Rotten  Egg  and  Farmer  in  the  Dell.   At  the  back  of  each  room  was  the  coat  room  where  we  left  our 
lunches,  boots,  and  coats.   Many  times  someone  would  sneak  into  the  coat  room  and  raid  the  lunch  pails; 
and  when  we  would  pick  up  our  pails  for  lunch,  they  would  be  empty.   I  remember  living  for  lunch... I 
would  be  so  excited  to  eat  lunch  -  because  I  always  liked  whatever  was  in  Carma  Worrel's  lunch  better 
than  mine. . .  .she  usually  had  tuna  fish  and  I  had  peanut  butter  and  jelly.  We  would  share  half  of  each 
sandwich  with  each  other.   The  rooms  were  heated  by  metal  radiators  which  were  either  too  hot  or  not 
working  at  all.   After  going  out  and  playing  in  the  snow,  the  girls  would  come  in  soaking  wet,  and  the 
teacher  would  have  us  take  off  our  stockings  and  hang  our  long,  wet,  brown  stockings  over  the  radiator  so 
we  could  walk  home  dry.   I  hated  the  long  brown  stockings.  We  had  to  wear  little  harnesses  to  hold  them 
up  and  they  had  metal  clips  to  clip  onto  the  tops  of  the  long  stockings.   In  those  days,  girls  did  not  wear 
pants,  just  dresses  and  those  long  brown  stockings  which  were  thick  and  ugly. 

I  had  a  different  teacher  all  four  years  I  was  at  Chester  School.  I  didn't  get  a  very  good  education. 
Many  times,  instead  of  class,  the  teacher  would  take  us  through  the  field  to  Uncle  Delbert's  store  for  ice 
cream!   Or  we  would  spend  time  catching  frogs  from  the  ditch  that  ran  along  the  school  property.  In  the 
5th  grade,  Chester  School  was  closed  down  and  we  were  sent  to  Central  School  in  St.  Anthony.  I  was 
scared  to  be  with  the  "town  kids",  but  my  cousin,  Sandra,  helped  make  the  transition  a  lot  easier  for  me  as 
I  was  very  shy  and  self-conscious. 

I  graduated  from  South  Fremont  High  in  1961,  and  Sandra  and  I  then  left  for  college Ricks 

College,  only  20  miles  away!!!   It  was  so  exciting!  We  lived  first  in  an  apartment  from  which  we  were 
forced  to  move  into  the  girls'  dorm  because  Sandra's  date  fell  asleep  on  the  floor  after  he  had  walked  her 
home  from  her  theater  job.   We  were  all  put  on  social  probation!  A  great  embarrassment  to  our  parents. 

After  graduating  from  Ricks  College  in  1963,  I  transferred  to  Utah  State  University  in  Logan,  Utah. 
The  summer  before  attending  USU,  while  driving  down  from  the  dry  farm  in  the  pickup,  I  hit  a  freight 
train  almost  head  on.   It  was  a  very  traumatic  experience,  and  years  later  I  had  flashbacks  to  that  moment 
in  time.   The  pickup  was  very  light  with  no  weight  in  the  back,  and  trees  and  bushes  had  grown  up  along 
side  the  railroad  track  blocking  the  view  of  the  tracks.   The  train  didn't  whistle  and  when  I  noticed  it  was 
going  to  cross  the  intersection  at  the  same  time  I  was,  I  slammed  on  the  brakes  -  but  the  pickup  kept  sliding 
as  it  was  a  gravel  road.   It  was  as  if  time  stood  still  because  everything  from  then  on  was  in  a  tunnel  of 
bright  lights  and  in  slow  motion.   I  knew  I  was  going  to  die  but  felt  completely  at  peace.   I  remember 
seeing  bright  lights  of  all  colors  and  the  sound  of  the  crash,  but  I  can't  remember  the  impact  and  was  not  in 
pain.  The  middle  of  my  front  bumper  hit  the  front  side  of  the  metal  snowplow  grate  on  the  front  of  the 
train.   I  remember  being  thrown  inside  the  pickup.   This  was  before  seatbelts.   The  next  thing  I  remember, 
I  was  floating  above  the  accident  sight  and  could  see  the  engineers  running  back  after  they  finally  came  to 
a  stop.  I  could  see  my  brother,  Don,  and  little  sister,  Marlene,  on  the  other  side  of  the  train.   I  saw  the 
men  come  to  the  passenger  side  of  the  pickup  and  look  through  the  window  and  identifying  me  as  a 
"Blanchard  girl".   Someone  asked,  "Which  Blanchard?"   By  then,  Don  and  Marlene  had  climbed  between 
the  stopped  train  along  with  other  people  from  Chester. 
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I  heard  the  engineers  say  that  I  was  dead.  I  was  bleeding  profusely  from  my  head  and  they  couldn't  get 
the  passenger  door  opened.   The  metal  railroad  sign  was  embedded  in  the  driver's  door  and  couldn't  be 
opened.   Someone  brought  a  crowbar  and  pried  the  door  open,  and  when  they  touched  me  to  pull  me  out 
of  the  wreck,  I  felt  my  spirit  go  back  into  my  body.   I  didn't  realize  until  1980,  when  I  was  relating  this 
experience  to  my  sister,  Barbara,  and  she  told  me  that  this  is  called  an  "out-of-the-body  experience".  I 
went  by  ambulance  to  the  hospital  with  Marlene  at  my  side.   Don  went  to  get  Dad  and  Mom.   The  Sheriff 
told  us  that  I  had  less  that  25%  chance  of  living  through  an  accident  like  that.   I  couldn't  speak  for  four 
days  and  only  broke  some  ribs,  chipped  a  tooth,  and  split  my  forehead  open  when  I  hit  the  windshield. 
Since  that  experience,  I  have  never  feared  death  because  I  know  there  is  life  after  death. 

I  attended  Utah  State  University  from  1963-1965.  I  graduated  with  a  double  major  in  Sociology  and 
Education  and  a  double  minor  in  History  and  Social  Work.  While  at  USU,  I  finally  got  over  much  of  my 
shyness  and  was  able  to  feel  more  comfortable  with  others.   During  this  time,  I  was  chosen  for  Miss  Idaho 
Wheat,  and  was  runner-up  in  Miss  International  Days.   I  had  finally  started  to  "blossom"  into  a  young 
lady,  instead  of  the  perpetual  tomboy. 

I  have  had  an  interesting  array  of  different  jobs.   While  at  home  in  Chester,  I  drove  the  truck  full  of 
wheat  to  the  granary  to  be  sold,  cut  wheat  and  barley  with  the  combine,  plowed  with  Dad's  D-6  Caterpillar 
tractor,  hauled  rocks,  pulled  rye,  irrigated,  mended  burlap  sacks,  bucked  hay,  picked  potatoes  and  worked 
from  age  12  until  college  graduation  in  my  dad's  country  store.   During  my  years  at  Ricks,  I  worked  for 
the  Court  Reporter,  transcribing  and  typing  up  court  cases.   I  earned  $20  a  month  which  was  just  enough 
to  make  me  feel  quite  independent.   During  the  spring  of  my  senior  year  at  USU,  I  was  accepted  into  the 
Peace  Corps  and  was  assigned  to  go  to  the  Dominican  Republic.   When  I  called  my  parents  to  tell  them  the 
good  news,  my  dad  got  so  upset  that  he  hung  up  on  me,  after  telling  me  he  would  disown  me  if  I  went.  He 
thought  it  was  like  going  into  the  military  and  didn't  want  his  daughter  in  that  environment.   (They  were  in 
the  middle  of  a  revolution!) 

After  I  graduated  from  college,  instead  of  the  Peace  Corps,  I  went  to  live  with  my  sister,  Virginia,  in 
Virginia.  Her  husband,  Stan  Smith,  was  returning  to  USU  that  summer  to  complete  his  degree,  so  it  was  a 
fun  summer  with  her.    I  was  hired  as  a  secretary  for  the  vice-president  of  the  National  Rifle  Association 
in  Washington,  D.C.,  which  was  right  across  the  street  from  the  American  Chemical  Association  where 
Virginia  worked.   Each  day,  we  would  ride  the  bus  in  from  Alexandria,  get  off  at  the  same  bus  stop,  meet 
for  lunch,  and  then  ride  the  bus  home  together.   It  was  a  wonderful  summer  seeing  all  the  sights  of 
Washington,  D.C.,  Pennsylvania,  and  New  Jersey.   That  summer  Don  Bruemmer  (whom  I  had  dated  at 
Utah  State  University)  and  I  got  engaged  at  the  Jefferson  Memorial.   In  August,  he  was  baptized  into  the 
Church.   Since  he  was  returning  to  USU  in  the  Fall,  I  applied  for  a  teaching  job  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  We 
were  married  December  28,  1965;  separated  in  September,  1966;  and  divorced  in  June,  1967.  This  was, 
without  question,  the  most  traumatic  experience  I  have  ever  had. 

I  taught  school  for  three  years  in  Idaho  and  Utah.   I  always  had  a  great  desire  to  travel,  so  in  1968  I 
became  a  flight  attendant  for  Trans  World  Airlines  and  was  based  in  San  Francisco.   I  loved  my  job  and 
was  able  to  take  Mom  and  Dad  to  Hawaii,  Scotland,  England,  France,  Italy  and  Greece.  We  also  flew  to 
Hong  Kong  and  to  Japan  to  visit  Virginia  and  Stan,  Brittany  and  Chris.  I  flew  mainly  to  the  East  coast: 
Boston,  New  York,  Philadelphia,  and  Washington  D.C.  I  was  fortunate  to  be  able  to  visit  with  my  sister, 
Virginia  (Gina)  and  her  family,  who  were  then  living  in  D.C.  Between  Gina'a  love  for  old,  historic  homes 
and  my  love  for  gardens,  we  saw  everything  ever  built  or  planted  on  the  east  coast!   During  my  off  days 
with  the  airlines,  I  was  a  substitute  teacher  where  I  made  more  money  in  one  day  than  I  did  flying  a  whole 
week  for  TWA,  but  the  benefits  of  flying  far  outweighed  the  money.  I  loved  flying  to  new  places. 

In  1973,  while  attending  church,  I  met  Randy  Gardner  who  was  just  completing  dental  school  in  San 
Francisco.  The  first  time  I  saw  him,  I  knew  he  was  someone  special  as  I  truly  saw  a  light  around  him. 
After  a  short  six  month  courtship,  we  were  married  March  2,  1974,  in  the  Pacifica  Ward  in  San 
Francisco,  and  in  January,  1976,  we  went  through  the  Oakland  Temple.  We  joked  around  that  he  married 
me  for  my  free  passes  with  the  airline  and  I  married  him  for  free  dental  work.  We  have  had  a  wonderful 
marriage  and  Randy  is  the  rock  of  my  life  and  my  best  friend. 

After  Randy's  graduation  in  April  of  1974,  we  moved  to  nearby  Walnut  Creek  where  he  was  offered 
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an  associate  position  with  a  dentist  who  had  been  one  of  his  teachers.   After  a  year,  we  bought  our  first 
home  in  Concord,  California.     Lindsey  Chante'  Gardner  was  born  September  9th,  1976.   Fourteen 
months  later,  Jordan  Justin  Randell  Gardner  arrived  on  November  20,  1977.   We  moved  to  Clayton  one 
month  before  Jordan  was  born,   and  have  lived  here  for  twenty  years.    We  built  our  present  home  on 
Tamarack  Way  in  1987  and  have  lived  here  for  ten  years. 

Clayton  is  a  very  small,  rural  town  30  miles  east  of  San  Francisco  and  located  at  the  base  of  Mt. 
Diablo.   Randy  was  fortunate  to  buy  a  100  year  old  house  on  Main  Street  which  he  made  into  his  dental 
office.   At  that  time,  1978,  Clayton  was  considered  out  in  the  country.   It  was  a  1900's  mining  town  with 
the  city  offices,  police  station,  post  office  and  barber  shop  all  in  one  building.   The  town  is  only  one  block 
long  with  eight  buildings  on  it.   Most  of  them  are  restaurants  now,  but  all  are  originals  and  charming. 
Randy  is  the  only  dentist  in  town  .   His  office  is  a  two  story  Victorian  with  a  front  porch.   Randy  is  very 
much  admired  and  respected  in  Clayton  because  he  is  so  nice  and  giving  to  everyone.   All  the  kindergarten 
classes  visit  his  office  on  field  trips  and  he  volunteers  at  the  high  school.    He  has  been  very  active  in  the 
Clayton  Business  and  Professional  Association.   They  sponsor  the  Fourth  of  July  Parade  which  draws 
thousands  of  visitors  each  year. 

In  1988,  about  the  time  Lindsey  was  going  into  junior  high  school,  I  was  flying  the  twelve  hour  Polar 
flight  to  London  and  had  to  commute  to  Los  Angeles.  I  was  flying  23  to  25  days  a  month  and  felt  I  was 
missing  out  being  with  my  husband  and  Lindsey  and  Jordan.    Since  I  had  flown  for  over  20  years,  I  had 
earned  benefits  and  lifetime  passes  for  us,  so  I  decided  to  retire  from  Trans  World  Airlines. 

Being  a  stay-at-home-mom  was  really  wonderful.   Being  a  working  mom  was  wonderful  too,  as  the 
children  really  bonded  with  their  dad.   Randy  has  been  an  exceptional  dad.  With  me  being  away  for  as 
many  as  four  days  in  a  row,  Randy  was  both  mom  and  dad.   Lindsey  and  Jordan  have  always  been 
wonderful  kids  and  a  delight  to  us.  We  have  tried  to  expose  them  to  the  world  with  its  diverse  cultures  and 
have  enjoying  taking  them  to  many  different  countries.  We  have  part  ownership  in  a  condo  in  Tahoe,  and 
we  have  spent  many  weekends  in  the  snow  or  in  the  sun  there.  We  have  gone  to  Mexico  several  times 
with  the  grandparents.   As  a  family,  we  have  enjoyed  skiing,  swimming,  soccer,  baseball,  football,  water 
polo,  and  diving  -  all  of  which  our  kids  have  participated  in  through  team  sports.  Lindsey  and  Jordan  took 
up  singing  when  they  were  seven  and  eight,  performing  at  the  local  fairs  and  rest  homes,  and  it  was  a  lot 
of  fun  for  them  to  participate  in  the  singing  groups. 

In  December  of  1995,  my  mother  came  to  live  with  us.  She  is  so  sweet,  but  is  totally  dependent  for 
her  care.   It  has  been  a  blessing  to  have  her  in  our  home  so  that  we  can  serve  and  love  her  in  her  last  days. 
Having  her  with  us  has  increased  our  feelings  of  love,  compassion,  and  tenderness  as  we  care  for  her. 

Since  retiring  I  have  taken  up  gardening  with  a  passion.  Randy  has  a  wonderful  dental  practice  in  the 
quaint  little  town  of  Clayton.   Both  of  our  children  now  are  adults  and  are  attending  BYU  together.  They 
are  the  love  and  light  of  my  life.  On  December  27,  1996,  Lindsey  married  Ryan  Craig  Moffat  in  the 
Oakland  Temple.  Two  days  later  was  Jordan's  missionary  farewell.   He  is  serving  in  the  Brazil, 
Florianopolis  Mission.  We  are  very  proud  of  our  children  and  the  good  choices  they  have  made.  They 
have  become  wonderful,  responsible  adults.  Both  are  high  achievers  in  school,  both  are  outstanding 
athletes  in  a  wide  variety  of  sports,  and  they  have  been  good  role  models.   Lindsey  was  honored  as  the 
outstanding  City  of  Clayton  Teenager  of  the  Year  in  1992.  Jordan  is  an  Eagle  Scout  and  was  chosen  as  the 
most  outstanding  young  man  at  Be  the  Best  You,  a  youth  program  at  BYU. 

We  have  certainly  been  blessed  with  a  wonderful  life.  We  are  all  active  in  our  church  and  are  always 
striving  to  be  our  best.   I  have  such  fond  memories  of  the  Murdoch  Clan,  especially  all  the  fun  reunions 
with  my  many  aunts,  uncles  and  hoards  of  cousins.   I  think  it  is  a  real  blessing  to  have  been  born  into  this 
family  and  to  share  in  our  wonderful  pioneer  heritage. 
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Randell  Ferron  Gardner,  husband  of  JoAnne  Blanchard.  I  am  married  to  JoAnne  Blanchard  Gardner. 
We  were  married  March  2,  1974,  in  San  Francisco.  We  have  two  children,  Lindsey  Chante',  born 
September  9,  1976,  and  Jordan  Justin  Randell  Gardner,  born  November  20,  1977.   Lindsey  is  married  to 
Ryan  Moffat  and  is  in  the  nursing  program  at  BYU.  Jordan  is  serving  a  mission  for  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints  in  Florianopolis,  Brazil. 

I  was  the  first  child  born  to  Aerial  M.  Gardner  and  Dora  Behling.   They  were  raised  in  Price  and 
Ferron,  Utah.   I  was  born  February  2,  1947,  in  Price,  Utah.   Shortly  after  my  birth,  my  family  moved  to 
Santa  Monica  in  Los  Angeles  County  where  my  father's  parents,  Dell  and  Lillian  Tagge  Gardner,  had 
purchased  a  motel.   Grandma  and  Grandpa  Gardner  were  also  from  Salem,  Utah.  I  have  a  younger 
brother,  Timothy,  and  a  sister,  Gina. 

I  was  raised  in  the  Santa  Fe  Springs  area  of  Southern  California.  Most  of  my  father's  large  family  all 
lived  within  an  hour's  drive  of  us.  We  always  had  large,  fun  Thanksgiving  gatherings  at  my  Uncle  Phil's 
house. 

During  my  youth,  I  was  always  active  in  the  Church  and  developed  a  strong  testimony  of  the  Church. 
I  graduated  from  high  school  at  1 7  and  asked  to  go  on  a  mission  at  that  time  but  was  told  that  I  had  to  wait 
until  I  was  19.   I  attended  BYU,  studying  to  become  a  dentist.   BYU  did  not  have  a  dental  school,  but  had 
a  very  good  record  of  having  its  graduates  accepted  to  other  dental  schools.   I  served  a  mission  to 
Northern  Germany  from  March  1967  to  March  1969.   Upon  returning  from  my  mission,  I  went  a  summer 
to  Cal  Poly  Pomona  and  then  returned  to  BYU  in  the  fall.   I  graduated  from  BYU  in  August  of  1970  and 
started  Dental  school  at  the  University  of  the  Pacific  in  September. 

In  September  of  my  senior  year  of  dental  school,  I  met  Jo  Anne  Blanchard  at  the  singles  ward  in  San 
Francisco.  We  were  mutually  attracted  to  one  another  and  fell  in  love.  As  mentioned,  we  were  married 
March  2,  1974.  I  graduated  in  April,  passed  the  California  State  Board  and  began  practicing  dentistry  in 
Concord,  California  in  July  of  1974. 

We  purchased  property  in  Clayton,  California,  and  in  1978  built  our  own  dental  office  and  have 
practiced  dentistry  at  mat  location  ever  since.   I  have  served  faithfully  (I  hope)  in  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-Day-Saints  and  I  have  tried  to  live  a  Christlike  life  as  best  I  could.   I  have  had  many 
callings  since  Jo  Anne  and  I  have  been  married.   I  was  scoutmaster  for  almost  four  years,  on  the  high 
council  for  over  three  years  and  I  am  presently  second  counselor  in  the  bishopric  of  the  Clayton  Valley 
2nd  Ward.   I  love  my  wife,  children  and  the  Church.   We  have  been  very  blessed  and  I  am  thankful  to  the 
Lord  for  his  bounteous  gifts  he  has  bestowed  upon  us. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Lindsey  Chante'  B  -  09  Sep  1976  M  -  27  Dec  1996  to  Ryan  Craig  Moffat 

(2)  Jordan  Justin  Randell       B  -  20  Nov  1977 
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Back    (L  to  R):  Jo  Anne  (Blanchard),  Randy  Gardner 
Front  (L  to  R):  Lindsey,  Jordan 


1  -  Lindsey  Chante'  Gardner.  I  was  born  September  9th,  1976  in  Walnut  Creek,  California,  to  the 
loving  parents,  Jo  Anne  and  Randy  Gardner.   I've  grown  up  my  whole  life  in  the  San  Francisco  area. 
As  a  youth  I  learned  to  play  the  piano,  violin,  flute  and  sing.   My  love  and  appreciation  for  music  has 
continued  to  grow  as  time  passes.   I  also  enjoy  sports.  I  was  an  avid  athlete  as  a  youth,  playing  some 
kind  of  sport  every  season  -  swim  team  in  the  summer,  soccer  in  the  fall  and  Softball  in  the  spring.  In 
high  school  I  continued  playing  sports,  but  also  got  involved  with  drama.   My  junior  year  I  played 
Fiona  in  the  musical  "Brigadoon."   My  first  kiss  happened  to  be  in  this  play  and  boy,  did  I  hate  the  art 
of  "staged  kisses." 

A  big  memory  I  have  of  being  a  youth  is  of  my  back  brace.   I  was  diagnosed  with  scoliosis  in  the 
fourth  grade  and  was  required  to  wear  a  brace  that  wrapped  around  my  entire  torso,  reaching  from  my 
hips  to  my  chest,  for  two  years,  24  hours  a  day.  It  was  a  challenge  to  say  the  least,  especially  for  a 
ten-eleven  year  old.  But,  as  it  often  goes,  this  trial  was  indeed  disguised  as  a  blessing,  not  only  to  me 
but  my  family  as  well.   We  learned  a  great  deal  of  compassion  and  understanding.   After  two  years 
and  a  big  growth  spurt,  it  was  necessary  to  be  fitted  for  another,  bigger  brace.   I  asked  my  father  for  a 
priesthood  blessing  the  night  before  my  appointment  to  be  refitted  for  the  new  brace.   In  his  blessing, 
he  asked  the  Lord  for  my  back  to  be  healed,  if  it  be  His  will.   A  miracle  happened  the  next  morning  in 
the  doctor's  office.  When  the  doctor  x-rayed  my  back  to  confirm  the  need  of  a  second  brace,  he  found 
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that  the  curvature  of  my  back  had  decreased  so  significantly  that  I  did  not  need  another  brace.  I  know 
that  because  of  the  faith  of  my  father  and  my  family,  the  Lord  heard  and  answered  our  prayers. 

Having  a  dentist  for  a  dad,  with  his  practice  just  a  mile  away  in  downtown  Clayton,  made  it  easy 
for  my  brother  and  me  to  earn  money.  While  in  high  school  we  both  had  the  responsibility  of  cleaning 
the  office  each  night.  This  responsibility  was  met  with  great  enthusiasm  because  it  was  a  sign  that 
meant  we  were  finally  seen  by  our  parents  as  adults.  We  also  served  as  dental  assistants  when  my  dad 
had  to  treat  emergency  patients.   And  we  also  had  the  job  of  folding  his  million  and  one  office  towels 
each  week,  plus  pulling  weeds  in  the  yard  of  the  office.  It  is  easy  to  say  that  his  dental  practice  is  truly 
a  family  practice. 

Around  1988  or  so,  at  one  of  the  Murdoch  reunions  held  out  at  the  Point,  I  remember  a  bunch  of 
us  floating  down  the  river  in  tubes  when  a  sudden  rain  storm  came  upon  us.   David,  Duane,  Leanne 
and  Darin  Blanchard,  Maikeli  Cikatoiga,  Sarah  Wodskow,  my  brother,  Jordan,  and  I  were  the  group 
stranded  in  this  storm.   We  climbed  out  of  the  river  to  seek  some  protection  from  the  hail  when  we 
spotted  a  PG&E  (that's  in  California)  utility  truck  across  the  river  with  no  driver!   We  thought  it  an 
answer  to  our  prayers.  We  crossed  the  river,  hopped  into  the  truck,  sitting  on  laps  and  squeezing  until 
all  eight  of  us  fit  inside,  and  headed  back  towards  the  Point  where  our  parents  were.  When  we  got 
there,  I  remember  my  parents  being  glad  we  were  safe  but  unhappy  that  we'd  taken  this  truck  without 
permission.  We  were  afraid  that  David's  parents,  Don  and  Linda  Blanchard,  would  be  upset  that  we'd 
done  this  deed,  especially  since  David  had  just  turned  18  and  was  now  considered  an  adult.   So,  with 
my  parents'  help,  we  took  the  truck  back  when  the  storm  ceased,  never  once  meeting  its  owner!   I 
consider  this  a  unique  memory  because  not  too  many  people  I  know  have  been  accomplices  in  stealing 
a  car! 

My  parents  have  always  stressed  the  importance  of  education.  With  education  came  first  hand 
experiences  of  which  they  gave  us  plenty.   I've  have  traveled  to  Germany,  Great  Britain,  Mexico,  the 
Caribbean,  and  all  over  the  United  States.   The  beauties  this  world  holds  are  endless. 

The  highlight  of  my  life  was  being  sealed  for  time  and  eternity  to  my  sweetheart,  Ryan  Craig 
Moffat,  on  December  27th,  1996,  in  the  Oakland,  California  Temple  It  was  indeed  a  special  day.  I 
met  Ryan  at  BYU  during  my  sophomore  year.   He  was  in  my  ward  and  lived  in  the  same  apartment 
complex  one  story  above  me.   He  impressed  me  the  first  day  I  met  him  with  his  zest  for  life  and  the 
bright  twinkle  in  his  eyes.  We  became  fast  friends  but  dated  each  other's  roommates  before  realizing 
we  both  liked  each  other.   Currently,  I  am  going  to  school  at  BYU  in  Provo,  Utah  and  pursuing  a 
career  in  nursing. 

Ryan  Craig  Moffat,  husband  of  Lindsey  Chante'  Gardner.  I  was  born  on  April  28,  1973,  to  proud 
parents,  Craig  Mather  Moffat  and  Kathleen  Davis  Moffat,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   I  was  the  second 
child  of  a  family  that  would  eventually  number  four  children.  My  father  was  a  medical  student  at  the 
University  of  Utah  and  my  mother,  a  gifted  homemaker.  Spending  my  first  two  years  at  University 
Village,  I  shared  the  playground  swings  and  seasonal  colds  with  many  other  children,  including  my 
sister,  Lauri,  two  years  my  senior. 

My  father's  educational  situation  soon  took  our  family  of  four  away  from  the  West  for  several 
years  where  we  enjoyed  the  beauties  of  Maryland,  South  Carolina  and  Connecticut.   As  the  youngest 
and  most  possessive  of  my  mother's  attention,  I  somewhat  regretfully  saw  die  addition  of  two  more 
children:  Sarah,  in  South  Carolina,  and  Andrew,  three  years  later  in  Connecticut.   Though  away  from 
beloved  grandparents  and  cousins  for  a  total  of  seven  years,  our  young  family  grew  in  strength  and 
love  for  one  another  as  we  considered  each  other  as  best  friends.   Life  was  good  for  me  as  a  young 
grade  school  student.   I  lived  the  simple  life  of  sports,  sleep,  school  and  occasional  piano  lessons  and  I 
loved  it  (except  for  the  piano  lessons). 

In  1982,  at  age  nine,  my  family  returned  to  Salt  Lake  City  where  my  father  established  a  practice 
as  an  allergist.  How  neat  it  was  for  me  to  be  surrounded  by  friends  with  similar  religious  beliefs!  We 
commenced  the  construction  of  a  new  home  on  the  east  side  of  the  valley,  located  in  the  Highland 
High  School  area.  I  attended  Highland  and  enjoyed  the  participation  in  basketball,  soccer,  choir 
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groups,  cheerleading,  student  leadership  and  I  even  managed  to  make  it  to  class  on  occasion! 

Following  graduation  in  1991 ,  I  attended  BYU  for  one  year  during  which  I  eagerly  awaited  the 
chance  to  serve  a  mission.   The  call  came  in  February,  1992,  and  three  months  later,  I  entered  the 
MTC,  bound  to  serve  in  the  Portugal  Lisbon  North  Mission.   The  MTC  was  a  great  experience  as  was 
my  two  month  stay  in  Indiana  due  to  visa  problems.   Portugal,  however,  was  life-changing.   From  day 
one,  I  grew  to  love  the  Portuguese  people  and  die  special  message  I  was  sharing  with  them,  more  than 
I  ever  had  imagined.    I  had  a  wonderful  experience  and  look  back  upon  it  with  fond  memories. 

Upon  returning  from  Portugal,  I  spent  a  special  semester  in  Jerusalem  and  then  returned  to  BYU. 
I  enjoyed  my  studies  at  BYU  and  made  some  great  memories.   It  was  at  BYU  where  I  met  Lindsey 
Chante'  Gardner,  the  love  of  my  life.   We  dated  for  several  wonderful  months  and  were  sealed  in  the 
Oakland  Temple  on  Dec.  27,  1996.  The  past  few  months  together  have  been  wonderful.  I  am 
graduating  from  BYU  this  semester  in  molecular  biology  and  I  look  forward  to  attending  Creighton 
University  Dental  School  in  the  Fall  of  1997. 


Ryan  and  Lindsey  (Gardner)  Moffat 


2  -  Jordan  Justin  Randell  Gardner.  My  name  is  Jordan  Gardner.  I  was  born  in  Walnut  Creek, 
California  on  November  20,  1977.   Since  then,  I  have  lived  in  Clayton,  California,  all  my  life.   My 
family  and  I  have  moved  into  three  different  houses.   All  of  those  houses  have  been  in  Clayton. 

My  family  consists  of  four  members:  my  father,  Randy,  my  mother,  JoAnne,  my  sister,  Lindsey, 
and  me.  We  are  a  close  family  and  belong  to  the  LDS  Church.  My  father  is  a  dentist  in  downtown 
Clayton.   He  is  always  in  high  spirits.   He  also  served  as  my  scout  master  when  I  was  in  Troop  492. 
He  made  it  a  lot  of  fun  for  the  kids  in  our  patrol.  I  earned  my  rank  of  Eagle  Scout  just  before  I  turned 
17.  It  was  nice  having  a  father  around  when  you  needed  one,  too.  My  mother  was  a  flight  attendant 
for  TWA  and  now  is  currently  retired.   Lindsey,  my  sister,  is  attending  Brigham  Young  University. 

I  played  the  clarinet  in  grade  school  and  then  the  saxophone  in  the  seventh  and  eight  grade, 
becoming  the  lead  tenor  sax  in  the  eighth  grade  jazz  band. 

At  Clayton  Valley  High  School,  I  was  active  in  a  lot  of  sport  activities.  I  played  football  for 
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Clayton  Valley  on  the  freshman  and  junior  varsity  team.  I  played  varsity  soccer  for  two  years  with 
Clayton  Valley  and  also  swam  three  years  on  the  varsity  swim  team.  I  gave  up  football  my  junior  year 
and  played  a  more  strenuous  sport  -  water  polo.  It  was  my  favorite  and  we  were  league  champions  the 
two  years  I  played.  I  received  the  award  for  most  improved  the  first  year  I  played  varsity.  It  is  a  lot 
of  fun  and  it  keeps  me  out  of  trouble.  I  developed  a  lot  of  dear  friends  in  high  school  and  enjoyed  it  a 
lot. 

After  graduation  in  June,  I  attended  BYU  summer  session  and  fall  semester.  My  favorite  classes 
were  PE  and  Book  of  Mormon.  I  received  a  mission  call  to  the  Brazil,  Florionopolis  mission  in 
February,  1997,  and  I  am  presently  learning  Portuguese. 


6  -  MARLENE  BLANCHARD  FLOYD. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joy  Lynn 


(1)  Lennie  Dee  Peterson 
B-  10  Sep  1974 


M  -  19  July  1997  to  Rodney  J.   Richardson 


Glen  and  Marlene  (Blanchard)  Floyd 


398 


1  -  Joy  Lynn  Peterson  Hill  Richardson. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Tyler  J.  Hill        B-21  Nov  1994 


Rodney  and  Joy  Lynn  (Peterson)  Richardson  Joy  Lynn  (Peterson)  Richardson  and  Tyler 
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CHAPTER  SIX 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  TRESSA  ISABELL  MURDOCH 

and 
CLYDE  RAYMOND  GARRETT 


I  was  born  January  5,  1918,  the  sixth  child 
of  ten  children  of  Brigham  and  Martha  Luann 
Hammon  Murdoch,  in  my  parent's  home  on  the 
farm  at  Farnum,  Fremont  County,  Idaho.   My 
mother  was  thirty-three  years  old  and  my  father 
was  48  years  old. 

My  mother  told  me  there  was  no  snow  until 
the  day  I  was  born.   Dr  Hargis  confirmed  this 
when  I  went  to  apply  for  a  birth  certificate.  (It 
wasn't  mandatory  to  register  births  until  1907  in 
the  state  of  Idaho,  but  he  didn't  register  my  birth 
or  the  births  of  my  family  that  he  had  delivered.) 

He  was  in  his  early  nineties  and  I  would  need 
a  birth  certificate  for  some  future  date,  when  I 
would  be  able  to  retire.  I  went  to  the  local 
hospital  and  explained  what  I  wanted  and  I  was 
able  to  get  enough  blank  birth  certificates  for  six 
of  the  children  he  had  assisted  at  their  birth.   My 
sister  Jean  went  with  me  and  we  had  such  a  nice 
visit  with  him.  He  was  so  alert  and  could 
remember  each  child.   He  lived  in  Ashton  and 
watched  us  all  grow  up  and  marry  and  was  still 
the  family  doctor  for  many  years. 

The  fall  before  I  was  born,  a  heavy  snow 
storm  came  when  it  was  time  to  thresh  the  grain 
and  then  the  weather  turned  nice  and  the  grain 
dried  out  so  it  could  be  harvested  in  November. 
Dr  Hargis  told  us  the  day  I  was  born  he  was  able 
to  drive  his  car  to  the  house  and  his  tracks  were 
the  first  tracks  over  the  new  snow.   A  big 
blizzard  came  up  later  that  day. 

I  didn't  think  printed  birth  announcements 
had  been  thought  of  at  that  time.   When  my 
mother's  sister-in  law,  Sarah  Hammon,  Uncle 
Heber's  wife,  died  and  her  son,  Wilford,  and  his 
wife,  Beth,  were  going  through  her  keep-sakes, 


they  found  a  birth  announcement  mother  had  sent 
to  them,  announcing  my  birth.   Mother  told  me  I 
was  her  smallest  child  and  I  thought  I  must  have 
been  real  small  but  the  announcement  said  I 
weighed  six  pounds.   I  was  smaller  than  any  of 
the  rest  of  the  children  at  birth. 

I  was  blessed  the  7th  of  April,  1918,  by 
Charles  L.  Rogers,  a  good  friend  of  the  folks.  I 
was  to  be  named  Tressa  Isabella  after  my 
Father's  mother,  Isabella  Crawford  Murdoch  and 
Dad's  sister,  Isabella  Crawford  Murdoch  who 
was  also  named  for  her  Mother.  When  his 
sister,  Isabella,  (Aunt  Tressie)  was  born,  Dad 
wasn't  quite  six  years  old  and  when  he  saw  his 
new  baby  sister  he  said  "what  a  cute  little 
Tressie",  so  she  carried  the  nickname  of  Tressie 
all  her  life,  although  it  was  Isabella  Crawford 
Murdoch.  The  ward  clerk  entered  my  name  as 
Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch  and  dropped  the  "a",  so 
through  the  years  I  have  gone  as  Tressa  Isabell 
Murdoch.   My  Mother  and  Dad  and  some  of  the 
other  members  of  the  family  called  me  Tressie. 
I  like  my  name  and  I  do  like  the  name  Isabella. 

Idaho  had  only  been  a  State  eighteen  years 
when  I  was  born.   It  was  the  last  state  to  be  taken 
from  what  was  originally  the  Oregon  Territory. 
When  Idaho  became  a  territory  on  March  3 , 
1 863 ,  it  included  all  of  Montana  and  most  of 
Wyoming.  It  was  admitted  as  a  State  on  July  3, 
1890. 

The  area  where  I  was  born  was  settled  in  the 
early  1900's.  My  Father  and  Uncle  Tom, 
(Dad's  brother),  came  into  this  area  in  1900  and 
liked  what  they  saw  and  both  applied  for  a 
Homestead  in  1901 .   Neither  one  was  married  at 
that  time.   Dad  had  previously  been  married,  but 
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his  wife  died  a  few  years  before  and  they  had  a 
son  named  Rue.   Rue  had  married  and  was  living 
in  Ashton  when  I  was  born.   At  this  time  he  had 
two  children,  Elaine  and  Guy.   Murray  was  born 
a  year  after  I  was  born. 

1  was  born  at  the  close  of  World  War  I .  The 
war  had  started  the  28th  of  July,  1914. 
Woodrow  Wilson  was  our  President.   The 
Armistice  was  signed  on  November  11,  1918. 
The  United  States,  along  with  other  countries, 
had  later  entered  the  war. 

A  Franchise  for  Women's  Suffrage  hadn't 
been  given  to  our  State  until  1920.   The  adoption 
of  what  is  called  the  nineteenth  amendment  gave 
the  women  the  right  to  vote.   Utah  was  the  first 
State  to  recognize  women's  right  to  vote. 

When  I  was  born,  the  President  of  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latterday  Saints  and 
Prophet,  was  Joseph  Fielding  Smith.  He  was 
sustained  as  Prophet,  Seer  and  Revel ator  and 
President  of  the  Church,  10  November,  1891. 

At  the  death  of  Joseph  Fielding  Smith,  Heber 
J.  Grant  became  Prophet,  Seer  and  Revelator 
and  President  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of 
Latterday  Saints,  23  November,  1918.   He  was 
still  President  when  I  was  a  junior  in  high  school 
and  I  heard  him  speak  in  Stake  Conference  in 
Rigby.  He  told  us  of  his  desire  to  sing  the  gospel 
hymns.  He  couldn't  carry  a  tune  and  through 
many  singing  lessons  and  much  practice  he 
learned  to  sing.   He  sang  one  of  his  favorite 
hymns  for  us  and  his  voice  was  true  and  clear 
and  on  key,  (I  guess  if  we  put  forth  enough  effort 
and  work  we  could  accomplish  many  things.) 

I  was  born  on  a  farm.   It  was  a  beautiful 
place  to  raise  a  family.   My  father  homesteaded 
107  acres  of  land  in  1901  that  overlooked  Fall 
River,  a  most  beautiful  view.   He  and  mother 
started  their  life  together  on  the  "River  View" 
Ranch,  the  21st  of  April,  1903,  (they  had  been 
married  previously  on  April  8,  1903,  in  the  Salt 
Lake  Temple).   He  and  his  older  brother, 
Thomas  Todd  (Tom),  came  from  Heber  City, 
Utah  about  1900  and  took  up  homesteads  in 
1901 .  Their  homesteads  joined  on  the  south. 
Uncle  Tom's  home  was  our  favorite  place  to  visit 
as  a  child  growing  up.  They  were  loving  sweet 
people  and  always  made  us  feel  so  loved.   I  have 
many  good  memories  of  our  lives  together. 
Their  children  and  us  kids  all  walked  to  school 
together  most  every  day. 


I  grew  up  in  this  small  farming  community 
to  young  woman-hood.  1  experienced  the  love  of 
family  and  the  love  neighbors  had  for  one 
another. 

I  attended  the  small  Farnum  school  that  had 
only  2  rooms  with  lots  of  windows.  The  rooms 
were  divided  by  a  hall,  with  a  wash  stand  and  a 
bucket  of  water  with  a  dipper  for  drinking.   We 
hung  our  coats  on  hooks  on  the  wall,  the  grades 
1  thru  4  used  the  east  wall  and  the  grades  5  thru 
8  used  the  west  wall.   There  was  a  well  outside 
and  different  ones  were  assigned  to  keep  the 
bucket  full.  Sometimes  when  someone  was 
punished  they  had  to  pump  the  water.  There 
were  two  teachers,  usually  a  man  and  wife.   I 
went  to  school  eight  years  in  this  little 
schoolhouse.  These  years  were  hard  for  my 
parents,  raising  a  large  family  of  1 1  children  that 
had  blessed  their  home.  One  brother,  Rue,  had 
married  and  left  home  before  I  was  born,  so  that 
left  10  children  at  home. 

We  didn't  have  electricity,  only  kerosene 
lamps  and  no  running  water,  only  a  well  that 
Dad  built  in  1914.   It  was  real  hard  to  pump  and 
no  one  liked  to  have  to  pump  the  water.  One  of 
the  chores  I  hated  most  was  to  pump  the  water 
for  the  house  and  the  stock.  It's  surprising  how 
much  water  one  uses  in  a  day. 

I  grew  up  during  the  "great"  depression 
years.  I  remember  crops  being  hailed  out.  I 
thought  the  end  of  the  world  had  come,  the 
clouds  were  so  black  and  angry  looking,  the  hail 
came  so  thick  we  couldn't  see  the  chicken  coop 
that  was  only  a  short  distance  from  the  house. 
The  poor  animals  ran  for  cover  to  get  out  of  it 
but  the  poor  baby  chicks  were  swept  away  by  the 
water  rushing  through  the  barn  yard.   The  crops 
looked  like  a  hay  chopper  had  gone  through 
them.   I  can  still  see  my  mother  standing  at  the 
window  praying  their  crops  would  be  saved.  We 
lived  entirely  from  what  could  be  raised  on  the 
farm  and  these  kind  of  things  were  a  real 
disaster. 

Mother  usually  canned  hundreds  of  quarts  of 
fruit,  vegetables,  jams  and  jellies  and  stored  a 
big  bin  of  potatoes  and  carrots  for  our  welfare 
during  the  long  winter  months,  which  usually 
lasted  from  late  October  until  the  garden  started 
to  produce  in  the  spring  and  summer.   Mother 
always  had  a  large  raspberry  and  strawberry 
patch,  also  gooseberry  and  current  bushes.  They 
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also  had  a  couple  of  apple  trees  but  they  were 
disappointed  in  the  quality  of  the  fruit.   They 
were  hard  and  never  ripened  because  we  didn't 
have  a  long  enough  growing  season.  Dad  usually 
took  wheat  to  the  mill  to  trade  for  flour  and  a 
little  extra  to  buy  the  sugar  that  was  needed  for 
the  year  and  they  had  chickens  for  eating,  and 
eggs,  beef,  pork  and  mutton  and  fish  at  times. 
Meat  was  used  very  sparingly  and  we  ate  lots  of 
vegetables  and  fruit.   Mother  would  bake  about 
8-10  loaves  of  bread  a  day.  I  loved  to  gather  the 
eggs,  usually  either  Martha's  or  my  chore.  It 
was  quite  a  challenge  sometimes  as  the  chickens 
liked  to  hide  their  nests.  Some  would  lay  them 
in  the  chicken  coop  like  they  were  supposed  to. 
During  the  summer  they  were  free  to  run  outside 
and  some  would  go  under  the  granary.   Now  that 
was  close  quarters  (but  it's  surprising  that  some 
chickens  like  their  privacy  at  this  time  while 
laying  eggs).   One  could  get  claustrophobia  from 
the  tight  quarters,  gathering  the  eggs  laid  there, 
and  some  would  lay  them  in  the  barn  or  hay  or 
straw  stacks.   We  weren't  allowed  to  leave  any 
eggs  to  spoil.   The  money  from  the  eggs  helped 
to  buy  groceries  and  clothes.   Mother  and  Dad 
would  hatch  our  own  baby  chicks  and  sometimes 
Mother  would  buy  baby  chicks  We  had  so  many 
roosters  for  eating  and  so  many  hens  for  laying 
eggs. 

Martha  was  my  dear  friend  as  well  as  sister. 
We  were  only  year  and  a  half  apart.  We  did 
everything  together.   We  could  have  friends  over 
occasionally.  We  would  go  visit  friends  once  in 
awhile.  We  snared  squirrels.   They  were  a 
nuisance  to  the  crops  and  we  would  get  1  penny 
for  each  one.  We  snared  them  and  brought  them 
home  with  the  snare  still  around  their  necks.   No 
one  liked  to  kill  the  cute  little  things  and  I 
remember  the  boys  fixing  a  place  to  put  the 
squirrels.  We  put  them  in  a  barrel  with  dirt  in 
the  bottom,  by  morning  they  were  all  gone,  they 
would  crawl  up  the  barrel  and  get  out.   All  our 
efforts  were  in  vain.  We  didn't  make  much 
money.  We  played  house  with  our  dolls  and 
sometimes  it  was  Howard,  Wallace  and  Katie 
that  were  our  children. 

When  I  was  about  1 1  years  old,  my  father 
had  inflammatory  rheumatism  and  was  bed  fast 
all  through  the  winter.   He  was  never  strong 
after  that  and  it  left  his  heart  weak.   These  times 
were  hard  on  my  mother  and  younger  brothers. 


My  older  brothers  were  growing  up  and  finding 
interest  in  other  places  and  wanted  to  go  to 
college.  They  worked  for  other  neighbors,  but 
came  home  when  they  could  to  help  plant  the 
crops.   My  younger  sister  Martha  and  I  and 
younger  brothers  had  to  help  father  on  the  farm, 
bunching  and  shocking  hay  and  grain.   I  hated  to 
shock  barley.  The  beards  on  the  barley  were 
like  slivers  and  would  stick  in  the  gloves. 
Milking  was  our  special  chore.   I'll  say  we 
weren't  the  best  farm  hands  but  we  did  learn  to 
work  and  know  how  important  each  chore  was  to 
the  welfare  of  the  farm  and  family. 

I  remember  when  Dad  and  the  older  boys 
built  a  new  cellar  and  built  an  extra  room  on  top 
for  the  boys  to  sleep  in.   The  ground  was  built  up 
and  around  the  building  and  it  was  a  nice  place  to 
play  in  the  dirt.   Howard  and  Wallace  always 
had  a  community  built  around  it  and  played  all 
day  building  roads,  holes  back  in  the  dirt  for 
homes  and  barns  and  playing  they  would  go  visit 
the  people  that  lived  around  us.  They  had 
received  some  of  the  cutest  metal  farm 
machinery  for  Christmas.  It  was  a  replica  of  the 
real  thing. 

When  I  was  15,1  started  high  school  in 
Ashton.   I  hadn't  stayed  away  from  home  only  a 
few  times  and  had  only  been  around  people  I  had 
known  all  those  years.   I  wasn't  so  sure  I  wanted 
to  go  to  high  school  among  all  those  strangers.    I 
was  ready  to  turn  around  and  go  back  home. 
The  fall  of  my  freshman  year  I  rode  back  and 
forth  in  a  car  for  about  six  weeks  with  different 
ones  and  sometimes  there  wasn't  a  ride 
available.   I  had  to  walk  five  miles  night  and 
morning  a  couple  of  times. 

There  were  a  few  families  that  would  take 
young  people  in  and  let  them  work  for  room  and 
board.   Up  until  Christmas  of  that  year,  I  lived 
with  three  different  families,  then  I  went  to  live 
with  the  Jesse  and  Finnie  Hammond  family  who 
let  me  live  with  them  for  a  year  and  a  half. 
Mother  would  take  butter  and  eggs,  cream  and 
milk  and  vegetables  to  pay  for  my  room  and 
board.  When  Martha  started  High  School,  she 
lived  with  Jean  and  Angus.   A  school  bus  came 
by  their  home  and  took  the  children  to  Sugar 
City  to  school. 

My  junior  year  and  Martha's  sophomore 
year,  we  lived  with  my  brother  Dallas.   He  had 
married  Winona  Lee  and  would  be  teaching  at 
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Midway  High  School  (situated  between  Menan 
and  Lewisville,  Idaho).   I  really  enjoyed  school 
at  Midway.   It  was  a  small  school  and  there  were 
lots  of  activities  going  on  in  the  school  and  the 
ward.   The  young  people  were  all  L.D.S.  and 
they  all  associated  together  and  all  were  such 
good  friends  to  each  other  and  cared  about  each 
other. 

The  next  year,  my  senior  year,  Dallas  taught 
at  Emmett,  Idaho  (just  North  of  Boise),  and 
Martha  and  I  went  with  mem  to  Emmett.   I 
enjoyed  school  at  Emmett  and  for  the  first  time 
in  my  life  I  really  knew  what  it  was  like  to  be  a 
Mormon.   There  were  very  few  Mormons 
attending  school.  The  students  were  all  friendly 
and  good  to  us  but  we  didn't  feel  the  same  spirit 
as  in  the  L.D.S.  schools. 

I  was  second  runner  up  for  queen  of  the 
Gold  and  Green  Ball  and  I  was  the  queen's 
attendant.   It  was  fun,  the  first  time  I  really  felt 
like  a  somebody.   I  did  enjoy  my  friends  at 
Emmett.   I  graduated  from  Emmett  High  School 
in  the  spring  of  1936.  Dallas  and  Winona  were 
so  good  to  us,  I  am  eternally  grateful  for  their 
love  and  support.   It  was  a  sacrifice  for  my 
parents  also.  They  needed  help  on  the  farm  as 
there  was  not  enough  money  to  hire  the  work 
done.   Howard  and  Wallace  had  extra  burdens 
placed  on  their  young  shoulders  and  Mother,  no 
one  will  ever  know  the  hardship  mis  was  for  her, 
to  have  to  depend  upon  the  boys  so  much,  and 
she  wasn't  well  herself  and  never  let  anyone 
know.  She  was  never  one  to  complain.  One 
day,  we  had  a  special  visit  when  she  related  to 
me  how  hard  it  was  those  last  few  years  on  the 
farm.   Howard  and  Wallace  are  better  men  today 
for  the  sacrifice  they  made  to  be  there,  for  Dad 
and  Mother.   It  was  so  hard  for  Dad  to  give  up 
the  farm  but  he  said  he  had  more  income  from 
the  dairy  in  town  than  on  the  farm. 

During  the  summers,  when  I  wasn't 
attending  school,  I  went  home  to  the  farm  to  live 
with  my  family.   It  was  always  good  to  be  home. 
I  loved  the  farm.   My  two  younger  brothers, 
Wallace  and  Howard,  and  sister,  Katie,  were  still 
at  home  and  were  ready  to  go  to  high  school,  so 
Dad  sold  the  farm  the  fall  of  1935  and  moved  to 
town  and  built  up  a  dairy  business.   This  way  the 
children  could  stay  at  home  and  go  to  school. 
Dadvs  health  still  wasn't  good.   Howard  and 
Wallace  were  such  good  help.  I  worked  at 


housework  for  our  neighbors  during  the  summer, 
for  $3.00  a  week  and  25  cents  for  an  evening  of 
baby  sitting. 

In  1936,  after  school  was  out,  I  had  a  tough 
time  to  adjust.   I  knew  I  couldn't  go  to  College. 
It  seemed  someone  had  always  been  there  to  help 
me,  school  teachers  telling  me  what  to  do  each 
day  in  various  classes  and  family  to  make  my 
decisions.   I  realized  I  was  alone  now  and  didn't 
really  know  what  to  do  with  my  life.  I  went 
home  to  the  farm  but  it  wasn't  the  same.   Martha 
had  met  a  young  man  at  Emmett  and  had  married 
and  stayed  there.  Jean  had  married  Angus 
Blanchard,  had  two  little  children,  Dale  and 
Barbara,  and  was  living  in  Chester.    I  visited 
with  Jean  and  Angus  and  helped  Jean  some 
around  the  house.  She  had  men  to  feed,  who 
worked  for  Angus,  and  she  was  a  good  cook. 

Sometime  after  school  was  out,  Dallas  and 
Winona  moved  to  a  little  place  out  in  the 
country.  It  was  a  bigger  place  and  was  nice  and 
quiet  as  it  is  in  the  country.   In  August  they  were 
expecting  their  second  baby  and  wanted  me  to  go 
out  and  be  with  Winona  after  the  baby  was  born. 
I  got  there  about  a  day  or  two  before  it  was  born. 
It  was  such  a  special  experience  for  me.  Helen 
Winona  was  born  the  31st  of  August,  1936,  and 
she  was  so  precious  and  tiny  with  lots  of  hair.  It 
had  been  a  long  time  since  I  had  been  around  a 
new  baby.  I  was  scared  to  death.   I  was  afraid  I 
would  break  her  if  I  didn't  hold  her  just  right, 
but  you  know  they  are  tough,  little  precious 
characters. 

It  was  lonely,  as  Dallas  was  preparing  to 
start  school  in  two  or  three  days.  I  didn't  have  a 
car  and  hadn't  driven  very  much  at  this  time,  so 
I  was  in  the  country  alone  until  Winona  would  be 
coming  home  in  about  ten  days.  Winona  had 
bought  a  bushel  of  peaches  to  can  and  they  were 
ready  to  can.   She  asked  me  if  I  would  can  them. 
I  had  helped  and  watched  mother  a  little  by 
helping  to  skin  the  peaches  but  I  didn't  know 
how  long  to  process  them.   I  told  her  sure,  if  she 
would  help  me  through  each  step,  as  we  talked 
over  the  phone.  When  I  finished  one  step  I 
would  call  her  and  see  what  to  do  next.  I  finally 
finished  them  and  they  looked  so  nice  in  the 
bottles.  I  felt  useful,  like  I  had  never  felt  before. 

The  day  school  started,  I  went  out  to  watch 
the  school  bus  pick  up  the  neighbor  children.  I 
wanted  to  start  my  senior  year  over  again  and  I 
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felt  like  running  after  the  school  bus.   Oh!  what 
an  empty  feeling.  Where  will  I  go  from  here 
and  what  will  I  do?  I  went  back  home  and  Jean 
and  Angus  were  preparing  to  go  to  California  for 
the  winter.   Angus's  mother  and  sister  were 
living  in  Long  Beach  and  his  mother  wasn't  very 
well  and  they  wanted  me  to  go  to  help  with  the 
children.  I  feel  so  guilty  now  because  my  folks 
needed  me  but  never  said  a  word  and  encouraged 
me  to  go. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  October  when  we 
left  for  Long  Beach,  California  to  spend  the 
winter.   It  was  nice  and  I  saw  a  lot  of  things  that 
were  enjoyable.  On  New  Year's  day,  we  went 
to  the  Rose  Parade.   It  was  awesome,  all  those 
flowers  made  into  such  beautiful  things  to 
behold.  I  enjoyed  Church,  but  there  was  only 
one  ward  that  covered  a  big  area.   At  one  of  the 
activities  in  Mutual  they  invited  Arthur  Murray 
and  his  wife  to  come  and  show  us  how  to  dance. 
They  were  professional  dancers  who  taught  the 
movie  stars  to  dance  and  were  very  well  known 
in  Hollywood.    Another  time  they  had  the 
popular  movie  star,  Lorraine  Day,  come  and  talk 
to  us.  She  was  L.D.S.  and  this  was  great.   It 
was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  attended  anything 
for  the  youth  where  someone  had  counseled  with 
us  about  life  and  setting  goals.   There  could  have 
been  others  but  I  can't  recall  them.   I  dated  a  few 
times.   I  went  to  a  show  once  and  don't  even 
remember  the  name  of  the  show.    I  just  know  I 
didn't  care  for  it.  I  even  had  to  pay  my  own 
way.  I  really  hadn't  attended  many  shows  so 
didn't  know  what  to  expect. 

I  enjoyed  going  to  the  beach  and  went  with 
the  intention  of  swimming  in  the  ocean.   I  had 
bought  a  new  swimming  suit,  (my  very  first 
swim  suit).   It  was  so  cold  we  didn't  dare  get 
wet.  We  waded  for  a  while  and  we  didn't  stay 
very  long,  but  I  could  say  I  did  wade  in  the 
Pacific  Ocean.  We  came  home  in  March  and  I 
went  back  home. 

I  worked  for  various  people  doing  house 
work.  That  summer  I  met  my  husband,  Clyde 
Garrett,  about  the  middle  of  June  in  1937.   Guy 
Murdoch,  my  nephew  and  Clyde's  cousin,  came 
with  Clyde  and  some  of  Guy's  friends  on  their 
way  to  Yellowstone  Park  for  a  week  of  fishing 
and  sight  seeing.  They  stopped  by  our  place  to 
borrow  a  camera.  I  was  the  only  one  who  had 
one. 


There  was  a  dance  at  Warm  River  the 
Saturday  night  they  returned  from  the  Park  and 
they  asked  me  to  go  with  them.  I  already  had  a 
date  with  an  old  friend,  Angus  McClain  (a 
nephew  of  Angus  Blanchard,  my  brother-in-law), 
although  I  had  never  dated  him  before.    When 
Angus  came  he  brought  me  a  box  of  candy. 
How  thrilling,  I  had  never  had  this  experience 
before. 

That  night  at  the  dance,  Clyde  asked  me  to 
dance,  he  didn't  only  asked  me  for  one  dance  but 
asked  me  for  several  dances.   In  those  days,  a 
boy  would  take  a  girl  to  a  dance  and  dance  the 
first  dance  and  during  intermission  they  would 
visit  with  each  other.   Sometimes  they  would 
have  refreshments  together  and  visit  with  other 
friends.  The  date  would  dance  the  first  dance 
after  intermission  and  the  last  dance  was  saved 
for  your  date.   Well,  I  danced  with  others  but 
Clyde  kept  coming  back  and  really  took  up  most 
of  the  evening  dancing  with  me  and  I  felt 
different  with  him  and  felt  comfortable.   My  boy 
friend  was  nice  to  me  and  took  me  home  and  did 
ask  for  another  date  for  the  next  week.   I  told 
him  I  had  a  date  with  Clyde  and  he  never  asked 
me  again.  That  was  alright  and  we  did  remain 
friends. 

Clyde  was  working  as  a  truck  driver  for 
Aunt  Mearl's  husband,  Sam  Smith,  who  had  a 
contract  with  Safeway  Stores  to  deliver  groceries 
to  different  areas  as  far  West  as  Burley  and 
North  to  Ashton. 

Clyde  and  I  dated  a  few  times,  it  was 
uncertain  when  he  could  come.   He  had  a  good 
job.   I  enjoyed  being  with  him,  but  I  really  didn't 
know  how  he  felt  about  me.   In  August,  Clyde 
asked  me  to  marry  him  and  of  course  I  said  yes. 
I  didn't  see  him  again  for  what  seemed  to  me  a 
long  time.  Clyde  didn't  have  a  car  so  it  was 
hard  for  him  to  come  see  me.  When  he  came  it 
was  in  a  truck  and  he  would  be  delivering 
groceries  to  Nels  Knudsen,  who  owned  a  local 
grocery  store  and  he  would  always  come  around 
to  the  house.   I  hated  to  leave  the  house  for  fear  I 
would  miss  him.  We  finally  set  our  wedding 
date  for  January  4th,  1938.  We  both  wanted  to 
be  married  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.   My 
brother,  Tom,  and  his  wife,  Alta,  helped  make 
our  arrangements  and  they  went  to  the  Temple 
with  us. 

Mother  and  Alta  were  busy  helping  me  get 
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ready.   Mother  had  saved  wool  from  the  sheep 
dad  had  on  the  farm  before  he  sold  the  sheep. 
She  corded  the  wool  for  the  batting  in  the  quilt. 
She  had  bought  some  pink  flowered  chintz 
material.   It  was  beautiful  and  shiny.   Alta  and 
Mother  quilted  it.  I  dearly  loved  that  quilt. 
Don't  ever  wash  items  with  wool  in  them  in  hot 
water.   I  thought  I  had  to  wash  with  hot  water  to 
keep  germs  away  and  the  material  faded  and  the 
quilt  shrunk  until  it  was  the  size  of  a  baby  quilt. 
I  felt  so  bad.   I  still  have  it.   It  doesn't  look  very 
good,  but  I  am  sentimental  and  still  love  it. 

Our  parents  couldn't  go  with  us.   My  parents 
had  the  dairy  to  take  care  of  and  Clyde's  parents 
hadn't  been  through  the  temple  at  that  time. 

Clyde  was  laid  off  a  week  before  we  were  to 
be  married.  This  was  a  shock.   Our  parents 
encouraged  us  to  go  ahead  and  be  married  as 
Clyde  would  be  able  to  go  back  to  work  in  about 
April.    Tom  and  Alta  were  the  only  ones  that 
could  go  with  us.  Clyde  had  been  working  for 
Uncle  Sam,  Aunt  Mearl's  husband,  and  he 
loaned  Clyde  his  car.   My  special  girl  friend, 
Cleo  May  Smith,  (Clyde's  2nd  cousin)  went  with 
us.  We  didn't  know  at  this  time  she  was  related. 
She  would  have  been  my  bridesmaid  if  we  were 
to  have  a  wedding  reception,  but  receptions 
weren't  very  popular  at  that  time.  It  was  cold 
with  lots  of  snow. 

After  the  ceremony  we  went  back  to  the 
Hotel.  My  Mother  had  fixed  our  wedding  dinner 
and  packed  it,  so  we  could  have  it  after  the 
Temple  session.  I  can't  remember  all  we  had, 
but  do  remember  we  had  roasted  chicken  and  I 
think  a  potato  salad,  and  rolls  with  fruit  cake  for 
dessert. 

Towards  evening,  Guy  and  Faye  came  and 
got  us  and  took  us  to  a  show  at  a  new  theater  that 
had  just  opened  up.  It  was  really  plush  with 
great  big  soft  seats  like  an  easy  chair.  We  then 
drove  out  to  the  airport  to  see  the  big  airplane 
come  in  and  land.  There  was  only  a  small 
building  with  a  tower  and  one  runway  and  we 
watched  it  land  and  take  off  again.  The  plane 
held  about  10  people.   Now  it's  a  huge  place  and 
the  big  planes  hold  seventy  to  one  hundred  or 
maybe  more  passengers  and  it  has  about  ten  to 
twelve  terminals  and  planes  are  coming  in  and 
taking  off  about  every  ten  minutes. 

When  we  came  home,  we  lived  with  Clyde's 
parents  for  a  while  and  he  helped  his  father  cut 


ice  to  be  stored  for  summer  use.  Dad  Garret 
sold  ice  in  the  summer  to  folks  who  didn't  have 
electric  refrigerators.  We  also  lived  with  my 
folks  some  of  the  time  and  Clyde  helped  Dad 
with  the  dairy,  until  he  went  back  to  work. 

We  then  lived  with  Uncle  Sam  and  Aunt 
Mearl  for  a  couple  of  weeks.  I  worked  for  Aunt 
Mearl  and  Clyde  worked  for  Claude  Lee  at  a  gas 
station  Uncle  Sam  had  leased  and  Claude  was 
managing.  Then  we  went  to  live  with  Claude 
Lee  and  took  care  of  Claude  and  Elaine's 
children,  Robert  (Bob),  Marilyn  and  Claudia. 
Claude  and  Elaine  were  in  the  process  of  getting 
a  divorce  and  Claude  had  the  children. 

While  living  in  Claude's  apartment,  Clyde's 
Mother  and  Tharen  A'Neal  came  to  stay  with  us 
a  few  days.  One  day  a  circus  train  pulled  onto  a 
side  track,  during  the  night.   That  morning,  we 
got  to  watch  them  take  the  animals  off  the  train. 
Tharen  really  got  a  kick  out  of  that.   He  was 
about  three  years  old  and  Clyde's  Mother  and  I 
enjoyed  it  all,  since  none  of  us  had  ever  seen 
anything  like  that  before.  It  was  a  big  circus 
with  lots  of  different  kind  of  animals.  Elephants, 
camels  and  the  wild  animals  were  in  lovely 
carriages  and  were  lifted  from  the  cars  with 
some  kind  of  crane. 

By  now  we  found  out  we  were  expecting  a 
baby.  I  went  home  for  a  visit  and  Alta  and 
Mother  got  things  together  to  start  helping  me  to 
get  baby  clothes  made.  They  helped  me  make 
little  night  gowns  and  taught  me  to  crochet 
around  the  sleeves  and  neck  and  to  embroidery 
on  them  to  make  them  pretty.  I  remember  us 
making  about  three  cute  little  white  dresses  out 
of  nice  soft  cloth  and  embroidering  dainty  little 
flowers  and  crocheting  around  the  neck  and 
sleeves  and  around  the  bottom  of  the  dresses. 
We  made  about  three  dozen  flannel  diapers  and  a 
few  little  blankets  and  about  4  little  night  gowns. 
It  was  fun  preparing  for  our  baby  to  come. 

Geraldine  was  born  the  21st  of  November, 
1938,  at  the  St.  Anthony  Hospital  (a  Catholic 
Hospital),  in  Pocatello,  Idaho.  Mother  Garrett 
was  with  us.  My  Mother  couldn't  come  because 
of  so  many  responsibilities  with  the  dairy  and 
Daddy  wasn't  well. 

The  doctors  kept  us  in  the  hospital  10  days. 
When  it  was  time  to  go  home,  Aunt  Mearl  took 
us  in  to  look  after  us  for  a  few  days.  I  was  so 
weak  I  couldn't  have  handled  taking  care  of 
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Geraldine  yet. 

Clyde  continued  to  work  for  Uncle  Sam  and 
Claude  at  the  service  station  and  driving  truck 
for  Safeway 's  chain  of  stores.  We  lived  in 
Pocatello,  but  later  we  were  in  our  own 
apartment.  Cleve,  Clyde's  younger  brother, 
came  to  Pocatello  to  a  trade  school  and  lived 
with  us.   Oh,  how  he  loved  Geraldine.   He 
would  come  right  home  from  school  and  want  to 
hold  her  and  take  care  of  her.  During  the 
summer  he  would  take  her  outside  and  play  with 
her.  Geraldine  was  always  such  a  good  baby, 
she  very  seldom  cried  and  had  a  ready  smile  for 
everyone.  We  all  enjoyed  her:  grandparents, 
nieces,  nephew  and  friends.  She  was  the  first 
grandchild  on  Clyde's  side  of  the  family. 

We  didn't  have  a  car  so  we  would  take  the 
baby  in  her  buggy  and  walk  to  town  for 
groceries,  about  a  half  mile,  and  put  the 
groceries  in  the  buggy  and  carry  the  baby  home. 
We  could  buy  a  bushel  of  groceries  for  a  dollar 
and  the  store  gave  us  a  bushel  basket  to  carry 
them  in. 

The  summer  of  1939,  Uncle  Sam  transferred 
Clyde  to  Twin  Falls,  to  work.  He  worked  such 
long  hours.  It  wasn't  long  before  we  found  we 
were  going  to  have  another  child.    Uncle  Sam 
had  a  brother  needing  work  and  Guy  was  out  of 
College  and  Murray  was  working  also,  so  Clyde 
was  laid  off  and  we  came  home. 

Clyde's  Aunt  Roberta  had  died  on  April  28, 
1938,  and  left  three  teen  age  boys,  Gilbert, 
Russell  and  Cornelious  (Gib).  Mother  and  Dad 
Garrett  took  them  into  their  home  and  we  moved 
into  her  house  the  fall  of  1939.  It  was  a  cute 
little  log  house  with  four  rooms  and  a  bath.  We 
were  so  comfortable. 

We  had  another  little  girl,  22  February, 
1940,  born  at  home  with  Mother  Garrett  doing 
most  of  the  delivery.  We  named  her  Tressa 
Clydene  after  both  Clyde  and  I.  Geraldine 
loved  her  baby  sister  and  was  such  good  help, 
even  though  she  was  a  baby  herself.  We  enjoyed 
them  both  so  much.  I  don't  think  either  one  of 
us  realized  what  joy  they  would  bring  into  our 
home.  They  brought  their  love  with  them.  Our 
circle  of  love  was  broadening  and  such  a  sweet 
experience.  Clyde  worked  for  his  father  that 
winter  and  at  any  job  he  could  find  extra. 

At  this  time,  we  had  our  tough  times  also. 
In  about  March,  1940,  Clyde  caught  a  cold  and 


had  pneumonia  and  was  so  sick  the  doctor  gave 
him  the  wonder  drug  "Sulpha",  a  cure  all  for  all 
types  of  illness.  Unfortunately,  he  was  allergic 
to  it,  had  a  severe  reaction  and  was  so  sick  most 
of  the  winter. 

On  December  7,  1941 ,  we  were  living  in  a 
house  Uncle  Sam  owned  close  to  Clyde's 
parents,  when  the  second  world  war  involved  the 
United  States  by  the  bombing  of  Pearl  Harbor. 

After  the  second  World  War  broke  out  and 
before  Clyde  and  his  brother  Grover  were  called 
into  the  service,  he  and  Grover  took  their  trucks 
and  helped  build  a  highway  through  Riverside, 
Utah.  When  they  finished  there  they  moved  to 
Ogden  and  helped  build  the  2nd  Street  Arsenal. 
We  lived  in  a  little  trailer  house  and  Grover  and 
Rayola  lived  in  a  little  tent.  Grover  was  called 
into  the  service  and  he  came  home  to  get  ready 
to  go.  Clyde  stayed  and  worked  until  fall.  The 
next  year,  Clyde  had  his  and  Grover 's  truck  and 
helped  build  the  air  strip  at  Mountain  Home, 
Idaho.  When  the  job  was  finished,  he  came 
home. 

Clyde's  brother,  Cleve,  was  in  the  army  and 
died  from  a  fall  from  a  horse  he  was  training 
with  in  the  Cavalry  on  the  4th  of  October,  1942. 
This  was  a  shock  to  the  family.  Later  his  cousin, 
Gilbert,  died  at  Guam. 

The  summer  of  1943,  Clyde  bought  a  small 
trailer  and  we  went  with  him  when  he  went  to 
work  building  a  highway  on  a  14  mile  strip  at 
Riverside  Utah.   Later,  he  worked  at  the  Defense 
Depot  at  Ogden,  Utah. 

We  bought  our  present  home  in  1 943  just 
before  Sandra  was  born.    I  was  expecting  her 
any  day.  There  was  no  indoor  facilities. 
Howard's  fiancee,  (Grace  Hillam),  came  and 
cleaned  the  house  so  we  could  move  in.  I 
appreciated  this  loving  service  so  much  and  had 
barely  got  moved  in  when  Sandra  was  born,  15 
September,  1943.  She  was  born  at  home,  with 
Dr.  Soule  and  Mother  Garrett  assisting.  Mother 
Garrett  was  a  practical  nurse.  Sandra  had  red 
hair,  so  did  her  Grandma  Garrett  and  this 
pleased  Grandma,  as  she  wanted  a  red-headed 
grandbaby.  My  sister  Martha  came  from 
Emmett  to  be  with  us.  I  say  us  because,  twenty 
three  hours  later,  Jean  gave  birth  to  a  cute  little 
girl  named  Jo  Anne.  This  was  a  special 
experience  also.  The  hospital  in  town  was  closed 
because  of  the  death  of  the  doctor  that  owned 
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the  hospital  in  a  drowning  accident  while  fishing, 
so  Doctor  Soule  made  arrangements  to  deliver  us 
at  our  home.   They  kept  mothers  in  bed  ten  days 
at  mis  time,  so  Jean  and  I  had  such  a  wonderful 
time  for  ten  days,  with  Martha  and  Blanche  here 
to  take  care  of  us. 

Clyde  entered  the  service  the  14th  of  April, 
1944.   His  brother,  Grover,  and  three  cousins, 
Gilbert,  Russell  and  Cornelious  Gibson,  who 
were  living  with  Mother  and  Dad  Garrett  after 
their  Mother  died,  had  all  entered  the  service 
before  this  time.   Howard  and  Wallace  were  in 
the  service.   Howard  was  in  England  and  France 
and  Wallace  was  ready  to  go  over  but  didn't 
have  to  go.  Just  after  Thanksgiving,  Clyde  was 
called  home  from  the  service  by  the  Red  Cross. 
Dad  Garrett  had  been  in  a  car  accident  and  was 
hurt  seriously.   Clyde  was  the  only  one  of  all  the 
boys  in  the  service  that  was  still  in  the  states  and 
he  obtained  an  emergency  release  to  take  his  Dad 
to  the  Hospital  in  Salt  Lake.   On  our  way  home 
from  taking  Dad  Garrett  to  the  Hospital,  we 
heard  an  announcement  over  the  radio  saying  all 
service  men  with  a  family  of  three  and  more 
would  soon  be  released.   The  war  was  beginning 
to  come  to  a  close.   Clyde  had  to  go  back  to 
Louisiana  to  be  released.   While  he  was  home  on 
an  emergency  furlough,  his  Camp,  (Camp 
Plouche),  was  made  into  a  discharge  unit,  so  he 
was  discharged  from  there.  He  was  released  on 
the  12th  of  December,  1945.  He  was  in  the 
service  almost  eight  months.   He  came  home  to 
stay  just  about  two  weeks  before  Christmas. 
What  a  wonderful  Christmas  present  and  I  didn't 
have  to  worry  anymore  wondering  what  the 
outcome  of  this  experience  would  be.   It  was  so 
good  to  have  him  home  safe.   There  had  been  a 
number  of  the  young  men  from  this  area  that 
never  returned.   We  were  so  lucky. 

When  Clyde  returned  from  the  service,  he 
went  into  the  trucking  business  for  himself 
locally  and  hauled  grain  and  potatoes,  sand  and 
gravel  for  individuals. 

Pamela  was  born  while  Clyde  was  working 
for  the  Yellowstone  Stake,  as  a  janitor,  taking 
care  of  the  Tabernacle.   She  was  our  fourth 
daughter.   I  think  the  people  of  the  ward  were 
more  disappointed  than  we  were.   She  was  such 
a  good  baby  and  had  such  a  smile.   She  loved 
people  and  her  sisters.   She  still  loves  people. 

When  she  was  about  three  weeks  old,  she 


started  to  fuss  quit  a  bit  and  I  noticed  a  little 
swelling  in  her  groin.   One  day  the  rupture 
protruded  and  she  was  in  so  much  pain.  I  didn't 
know  what  to  do.   She  would  cry  real  tears  and 
smile  at  me  when  I  would  try  to  console  her.   Dr 
Soule  didn't  want  to  operate  as  she  was  so  small 
and  they  couldn't  put  her  clear  out  for  the 
surgery.   He  tried  to  strengthen  the  wall  of  her 
abdomen  with  some  kind  of  shot  hoping  it  would 
strengthen  the  tissue  round  the  hernia.   When  she 
was  about  six  weeks  old  it  ruptured  again  and  she 
had  to  have  surgery.   It  was  the  hardest  thing  I 
have  ever  had  to  do  to  let  that  tiny  thing  go  into 
the  operating  room  without  me  to  be  with  her.  I 
could  hear  her  whimper  during  the  whole  ordeal. 
It  was  successful  but  I  was  so  afraid  she  would 
die,  being  so  young.  When  she  came  out  of  the 
anesthetic  she  had  such  a  big  smile  when  she 
recognized  me.   I  don't  remember  how  long  she 
was  in  the  hospital,  but  the  doctor  said  I  could 
hold  her  and  I  rocked  her  for  hours  .  I  didn't 
dare  lay  her  down.   She  healed  fast  and  was 
never  bothered  again. 

Each  child  has  it's  special  place  in  the  family 
and  was  very  much  loved.  They  always  seem  to 
bring  more  love  and  soon  they  fill  our  house  with 
more  love. 

Ivana  came  a  year  and  seven  month  after 
Pamela.  She  held  such  a  special  place  in  our 
hearts.   Each  time  I  have  known  they  were 
special.   It's  hard  to  explain  how  they  can  fill 
such  a  special  spot  in  our  hearts.   Each  one  is 
different  and  each  one  so  special.  She  had 
rheumatic  fever  when  she  was  about  3  and  a  half 
years  old  and  didn't  seem  too  well  for  quite  a 
while  after.   She  gradually  grew  out  of  it  but  still 
wasn't  as  active  as  the  other  children. 

Almost  ten  years  later  a  special  spirit  was 
sent  to  us.   A  little  boy  was  sent  from  heaven. 
We  always  felt  he  was  our  dividend,  after  five 
girls.   They  were  all  each  so  special.   He  was  a 
joy  to  all  the  family  as  well  as  our  community.   I 
say  the  community,  because  the  members  of  the 
ward  were  so  anxious  for  us  to  have  a  boy  this 
time.   The  girls  were  so  happy  over  him.   They 
all  wanted  to  take  him  to  school  for  show  and 
tell.   Pamela  did.   She  was  a  cheer  leader  for 
South  Fremont  High  school  and  she  took  him  for 
their  mascot  to  a  football  game  and  dressed  him 
all  up  like  a  football  player.   He  stole  the  show. 
He  was  about  two  years  old  at  this  time. 
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Clyde  has  done  everything  to  provide  for  us. 
He  worked  for  the  Church  as  Janitor  of  the  Stake 
Building.  He  worked  for  the  Utah  Power  and 
Light  substation.   One  year,  he  had  worked  for 
about  12  employers.  He  leased  the  Texaco 
Service  Station  and  then  the  Company  sold  the 
building  and  Clyde  was  out  of  a  job.   He  worked 
at  two  grocery  stores  at  different  times.  He 
drove  truck  for  Hale  Hubbard  for  a  couple  of 
years  and  had  many  other  jobs.  I  don't  think  he 
has  been  out  of  work  three  days  of  our  married 
life  until  he  had  to  retire.   He  worked  at  the 
Idaho  youth  Training  Center  for  about  1 7  years 
and  then  received  medical  retirement  in  1978, 
due  to  arthritis  and  a  new  disease  in  relation  to 
the  arthritis  family  called  scleroderma,  a 
hardening  of  the  skin  and  loss  of  muscle 
strength.  Even  after  that  he  would  collect  iron, 
copper  and  brass  and  use  a  torch  to  cut  it  up  for 
sale,  until  he  couldn't  use  his  hands  anymore. 

There  have  been  six  beautiful  children  born 
to  us.   My  husband  and  children  have  been  my 
life  and  a  joy  to  me.  We  celebrated  our  50th 
wedding  anniversary  on  January  4th,  1988.   The 
children  really  gave  us  the  reception  we  never 
had  when  we  were  married.   It  was  wonderful. 
There  was  a  big  family  dinner  for  both  sides  of 
our  family  and  the  reception  followed.   It  was  a 
cold  night  and  icy  roads  but  the  crowds  kept 
coming  and  coming,  we  didn't  know  so  many 
people  were  still  our  friends.   Old  school  friends 
came  whom  we  hadn't  seen  since  our  school 
days.   Families  on  Clyde's  side  of  his  family 
came  from  Boise  and  Wyoming.  We  had  people 
from  Utah.  All  our  kids  and  grandchildren  came, 
except  two  grandsons  in-law,  and,  of  course,  all 
our  friends  from  around  here  attended.   It  was 
wonderful. 

I  have  held  many  rewarding  callings  of 
leadership  in  the  church  to  strengthen  my 
testimony  and  I  have  found  joy  in  serving  the 
Lord. 

One  item  that  has  been  special  in  my  life 
aside  from  the  joy  of  serving  the  Lord,  was  the 
publication  of  the  history  of  the  area  of  where 
our  father,  Brigham  Murdoch,  and  a  friend, 
Percy  Hawkes,  were  bishops.   I  owe  so  much  to 
Blaine  Hawkes,  a  son  of  Percy  Hawkes,  for  the 
success  of  the  book,"Homesteading  and 
Pioneering  in  the  Uplands  Areas  between  Fall 
and  Teton  River",  covering  Farnum, 


Drummond,  Squirrel  and  Lamont.   It  has 
brought  a  peace  of  mind,  knowing  the  histories 
of  a  wonderful  group  of  people,  who  were 
courageous  and  worked  hard  in  establishing  a 
great  community,  will  not  be  forgotten  in  a  few 
years.  There  is  now  a  written  record  of  their 
lives. 

At  the  time  of  this  writing,  the  years  have 
passed  so  quickly  and  the  years  have  been  very 
good  to  us.  We  are  in  fairly  good  health  and 
enjoying  our  golden  years.   They  are  golden 
because  of  our  good  children  and  the  blessings 
we  are  enjoying  of  the  Lord.   He  has  been  good 
to  us  but  He  has  sent  us  a  few  trials  to  help  us 
enjoy  what  we  have.  The  end  is  more  wonderful 
than  the  beginning,  if  that  is  possible,  because  we 
have  had  a  good  life  and  it  does  get  better  as  time 
goes  by.   We  started  with  two  people  very  much 
in  love  and  as  the  years  have  gone  by  and  as 
each  new  spirit  has  come  into  our  circle  of  love, 
it  has  to  be  better  and  better.   Be  careful  of  the 
choices  you  make  and  have  the  Lord  on  your 
side  to  make  it  possible.   By  keeping  the 
commandments'  of  our  Heavenly  Father,  we  are 
always  indebted  to  Him.   This  has  helped  to 
make  our  lives  more  special  and  bring  us  more 
happiness. 

Our  Grandchildren  and  Great  Grandchildren 
have  brought  us  so  much  joy.   At  this  writing  we 
have  25  Grandchildren  and  43  Great 
Grandchildren,  with  four  more  on  the  way.   Our 
circle  of  love  is  growing  and  we  love  every  one 
of  our  posterity  and  as  each  in-law  came  to  join 
our  family  they  are  as  dear  to  us  as  our  own 
children. 

CLYDE  RAYMOND  GARRETT,  husband  of 
TRESSA  ISABELL  MURDOCH 

Clyde  is  the  son  of  Earl  Park  and  Ida  Green 
Garrett.  He  was  born  at  Ashton,  Idaho.  After 
birth,  he  couldn't  tolerate  mother's  milk  or 
cow's  milk.   They  ordered  goats  milk  out  of  Salt 
Lake  and  it  was  brought  in  fresh  each  day  on  the 
train.   Later  they  put  him  on  whey.   When  he 
was  about  a  year  old  his  parents  moved  to  St. 
Anthony,  Idaho,  and  he  grew  up  there.   As 
Clyde  was  able  to  eat  food  from  the  table,  he 
seemed  to  be  able  tolerate  other  foods.  From 
then  on,  he  seemed  to  be  alright  and  could  eat 
anything  his  mother  fed  him.   Clyde's  health 
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improved  and  he  was  a  healthy  happy  child. 

He  grew  up  on  the  south  side  of  town  and 
attended  grade  school  and  graduated  from  High 
School  at  St  Anthony.   He  started  playing  on  the 
football  team  when  he  was  a  sophomore.   He 
played  center  and  was  considered  one  of  their 
best  players. 

His  father  was  a  drayman  and  delivered 
coal,  groceries,  delivered  furniture  and  other 
items  coming  in  on  the  train,  helped  people 
move,  also  stored  ice  in  the  winter  and  sold  it  in 
the  summer  to  people  that  had  ice  chests.   There 
were  very  few  electric  refrigerators  at  that  time. 
When  they  started  to  be  a  popular  household 
appliance,  the  ice  business  melted  away.   Clyde 
learned  how  to  work  by  working  with  his  father 
and  he's  always  had  a  job  and  was  a  good 
dependable  worker. 

In  the  fall  of  1933,  Clyde's  sophomore  year, 
Jerry  Worrell,  the  father  of  one  of  Clyde's  good 
friends,  took  Clyde  out  of  school  on  a  Friday  and 
he  worked  Friday,  Saturday  and  Sunday,  west  of 
Felt,  combining  grain  with  a  bull  wheel  combine 
with  a  span  of  18  head  of  horses.  It  snowed 
three  days  later.   Now  the  combines  are  run  by 
motors  where  it  took  18  head  of  horses  to  pull 
the  heavy  equipment  earlier. 

The  summer  of  1934,  Clyde  and  his  cousin 
Guy  Murdoch,  went  to  Wilson  and  Jackson 
Wyoming  fighting  forest  fires.   The  summer  of 
1935,  he  went  to  Emmett  to  visit  his  Grandfather 
George  Garrett  and  his  Aunt  Ora  Butler,  his 
father's  sister.   He  found  a  job  with  Boise 
Payette  Lumber  Company  for  a  couple  of  weeks, 
unloading  cedar  fence  post  from  train  cars.  One 
day,  while  up  town,  they  drafted  him  and  other 
men  to  fight  a  forest  fire  on  the  South  Fork  of 
the  Salmon  River.  They  took  fire  fighters  they 
had  rounded  up  from  the  streets  to  Cascade.  It 
took  them  12  hours  to  walk  into  the  fire  line  on 
Pistol  Creek.   They  worked  on  the  fire  line  about 
a  month.  He  stayed  in  Emmett  for  a  few  days 
after  he  was  through,  working  and  visiting  his 
relatives,  then  came  home  to  start  school.   He 
would  be  in  his  senior  year. 

In  1936,  after  High  School  graduation  and 
the  day  after  their  Baccalaureate,  Clyde  and 
about  9  other  men  from  the  area  hired  on  to 
work  for  the  Forest  Service  in  Northern  Idaho 
on  the  blister  rust.   They  traveled  to  Lewiston 
and  stayed  all  night,  then  went  to  Pierce  and 


Weippe,  the  area  they  would  be  working  in. 
They  pulled  and  sprayed  the  wild  current  bushes 
which  grew  along  the  streams  and  through-out 
the  timber,  which  carried  the  bug  that  burrowed 
into  the  fir  trees  and  eventually  was  killing  out 
the  forest.   He  worked  there  until  fall,  when  he 
went  to  work  for  Uncle  Sam  Smith,  husband  of 
Clyde's  Aunt  Mearl,  trucking  and  hauling  fruit 
and  groceries  for  Safeway  stores  and  other  stores 
from  Twin  Falls  to  Ashton.   He  worked  for 
Uncle  Sam  the  rest  of  1936  and  1937. 

The  rest  of  Clyde's  history  is  my  history  also 
and  his  history  is  mine,  as  we  are  one  now. 

We  have  held  many  rewarding  callings  in  the 
church,  Clyde  has  been  a  ward  dance  director 
while  he  was  in  high  school  and  helped  teach 
young  people  to  dance.   The  stake  dance 
director,  Lyman  Martineau,  was  a  good  friend 
(he  was  older  than  Clyde)  in  the  ward  and  he  had 
Clyde  help  him  when  they  went  to  the  different 
wards  to  teach  the  young  people  to  dance.   After 
we  were  married  we  were  dance  instructors  in 
the  ward,  to  help  teach  the  dances  for  the  Gold 
and  Green  ball  dances.   It  was  a  fun  calling. 

He  served  as  President  of  the  Young  Men's 
Mutual,  Elders  Quorum  President,  President  of 
the  Seventies  Quorum,  High  Priest  Quorum 
group  leader  and  counselor  and  has  been  over  the 
Temple  sealings  in  the  Wilford  2nd  Ward  for 
about  ten  years  and  still  is  active  in  this  calling. 
At  the  time  of  our  calling,  the  President  of  the 
Stake  likened  this  calling  to  being  called  on  a 
Mission.   I  have  served  with  him  during  this  time 
except  for  one  year.  He  has  been  a  Home 
Teacher  almost  all  his  adult  years. 

Clyde  has  been  a  loving  husband  and  father 
and  has  provided  us  with  the  material  and 
spiritual  needs  for  our  family.  He  was  out  of 
work  for  about  only  three  days  in  all  our  married 
life.  We  haven't  accumulated  any  worldly 
wealth  but  have  wonderful  kids  and  posterity. 

We  love  all  our  families  and  want  them  to 
know,  "The  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  is  the  only 
true  church  in  the  world.   It  offers  more 
blessings  and  comfort  and  peace  to  it's  members 
if  they  keep  the  Lord's  commandments  than  all 
the  churches  in  the  world.   It  also  answers  all  the 
questions  of  life  before  we  came  to  earth  and 
here  on  earth  and  the  hereafter.   I  am  so  grateful 
for  the  Lord's  sacrifice  and  his  blessing  to  us  of 
the  resurrection  and  the  blessings  of  the  temple 
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to  seal  us  as  families  for  all  eternity  and  I  hope 
they  will  all  seek  for  these  blessings. "  We  love 
you  all!! 

Tressa  and  Clyde  Garrett 

MEMORIES  OF  GRANDMA 

The  sunset  I  owe  to  my  Grandmother.   Oh  I 
know  that  Grandma  had  no  part  in  the  actual 
creation  of  the  sunset,  but  she  was  the  one  who 
showed  me  the  beauty  and  tranquility  one  could 
find  there.  She  taught  me  to  see  and  appreciate 
the  colors,  textures  and  fragrances  of  nature  and 
thus  many  of  my  memories  are  images  and 
feelings.  The  glint  of  sun  on  a  hummingbird's 
wing,  the  smell  of  lilacs  in  the  air,  the  sharp  taste 
of  green  apples,  the  warm  sweetness  of  a  freshly 
picked  raspberry  (although  it  was  seldom  just 
one),  the  mouth  watering  smell  of  chocolate  chip 
cookies  baking  in  the  oven  and  the  warm  secure 


feeling  of  sitting  on  Grandma's  lap  listening  to 
stories  of  her  childhood. 

These  memories  and  many  more  have  helped 
me  through  out  my  life.  Times  when  I  felt 
confused  and  alone  I  would  think  about  the  times 
I  had  spent  with  Grandma  and  here  at  the  Point 
with  all  of  my  family  and  I  would  realize  that  I 
am  never  really  alone  because  there  is  always 
someone  who  cares. 

Grandma  has  given  me  many  things  and  her 
love  of  story  telling  is  one  that  I'll  cherish  as 
long  as  I  live.  Through  her  eyes  I  have  seen 
many  treasured  memories  and  these  stories  have 
made  a  great  impact  on  my  life.   They  gave  me  a 
great  love  for  reading  and  writing  stories  of  my 
own.  I  have  decided  to  major  in  English  and 
teach.  I  hope  someday  to  write  seriously. 

So  you  see,  THE  SUNSET  I  OWE  TO  MY 
GRANDMA,  TRESSA  MURDOCH 
GARRETT! 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Geraldine 

(2)  Tressa  Clydene 

(3)  Sandra  Jean 

(4)  Pamela 

(5)  Ivana 

(6)  Brigham  Earl 


B-21  Nov  1938 
B- 22  Feb  1940 
B-  15  Sep  1943 
B- 28  Sep  1948 
B-  18  Apr  1950 
B  -  21  Feb  1959 


M  -  10  Mar  1956  to  Wendell  Lamoine  Merrill 
M  -  07  Oct  1958  to  Dennis  Lee  Womack 
M  -  21  Jun  1963  to  Irvin  Schmitt 
M  -  25  Sep  1 969  to  James  Anthony  Winkle 
M  -  17  Mar  1973  to  Leland  Wiley  Nebeker 
M  -  09  Mar  1978  to  Melanie  Rae  Brower  (div) 
M  -  12  Aug  1983  to  Jamie  Carol  Weierman 
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Clyde  and  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett 


Back  (L  to  R):    Irvin  Schmitt,  Dennis  Womack,  Jamie  Garrett,  James  Winkle,  Leland  Nebeker,  Wendell 

Merrill  (all  spouses  of  the  children) 
Front  (L  to  R):  Sandra  Schmitt,  Clydene  Womack,  Brigham  Garrett,  Tressa  (Murdoch)  Garrett,  Clyde 

Garrett,  Pamela  Winkle,  Ivana  Nebeker,  Geraldine  Merrill  (parents  and  children) 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  TRESSA  MURDOCH  GARRETT 

and  CLYDE  GARRETT 

1  -  GERALDINE  GARRETT  MERRILL.    I  was  born  of  goodly  parents,  Clyde  and  Tressa  Murdoch 
Garrett,  on  November  21,  1928,  2:22  pm,  in  the  St.  Anthony  Hospital  at  Pocatello  Idaho.  The  attending 
physician  was  Dr.  F.  Call.  Mother  has  said  she  wished  she  had  saved  the  schedule  and  the  written  advice 
he  gave  her  when  she  left  the  hospital,  "on  the  care  of  the  new  baby  and  advice  to  the  Mother  and  the 
Father  and  helps  on  keeping  a  tidy  house" .  She  said  it  really  helped  her  to  organize  herself  and  feel  good, 
too. 

I  grew  up  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.  I  don't  remember  Clydene  being  born,  I  was  only  fifteen  months  old 
at  that  time,  but  I  do  remember  the  other  girls  and  Brig.  Sandra  was  born  at  home,  Mother  and  Aunt  Jean 
had  babies  about  23  hours  apart  at  our  home.  Their  10  day  convalescing  brought  them  close.  Jo  Anne  and 
Sandra  have  been  close  even  through  their  married  years.   I  remember  I  was  able  to  go  home  and  help 
Mother  when  Pamela  was  born.  We  were  sent  to  Grandma's  or  Aunt  Jean's  when  the  babies  were  born. 
When  Ivana  was  born,  I  was  wanting  a  baby  brother  so  bad,  I  cried  when  they  told  me  at  school  that  she 
was  a  girl,  but  when  I  saw  her  it  was  all  right,  she  fit  in.  Mother  and  I  had  Brigham  and  Michael  six  days 
apart.  That  was  special.  I  now  think  Brig  and  Mike  were  meant  to  be  twins.   Mother  did  say  she  had 
prayed  she  would  have  twins  when  she  was  expecting  Brigham. 

I  went  to  school  at  Lincoln  School,  (It  was  on  the  south  side  of  town  where  the  freeway  is  now), 
Central  School  for  junior  high  and  South  Fremont  for  high  school,  all  on  the  north  side  of  town.  High 
school  was  fun.  I  was  chosen  Homecoming  Queen  in  my  Freshman  year. 

I  met  Wendell  Merrill,  while  dating  his  best  friend.  He  asked  me  to  go  to  the  Senior  Ball  and  we  were 
an  item  from  then  on.  We  were  married  the  10  March,  1956,  in  my  junior  year.   I  didn't  finish  high 
school  but  did  receive  my  GED  in  1981 .  We  were  sealed  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  29  May,  1957. 

We  moved  to  Moses  Lake  in  Washington  in  August,  1956,  after  we  were  married,  and  Wendell 
worked  for  his  uncle.  We  then  moved  to  Eltopia,  Washington,  and  Wendell  worked  for  the  Bureau  of 
Reclamation  for  a  few  years,  then  was  transferred  to  Royal  City  and  then  back  to  Eltopia.  We  bought  a 
small  acreage  and  still  worked  for  the  Bureau.   A  few  years  later,  we  bought  an  adjoining  piece  of  land 
and  quit  the  Bureau  and  went  into  farming  full  time  and  this  is  our  home  now. 

I  loved  sports.  I  remember  in  Junior  High,  Mr  Powell,  our  principal,  called  me  into  the  office  one 
day  and  suggested  that  I  should  let  the  boys  play  football  by  themselves,  that  I  shouldn't  be  playing  contact 
sports,  as  I  was  a  young  lady  now.  I  was  a  good  kicker  and  could  throw  a  good  spiral,  I  was  fast  and 
could  hit  hard.  I  started  playing  volleyball  and  basketball.  In  high  school,  I  played  on  the  intermural 
teams  that  played  boy's  rules  in  basketball  and  we  had  a  pretty  good  team.  We  didn't  have  coaches  to  tell 
us  how  to  do  things  better,  but  we  did  all  right  and  had  a  lot  of  fun. 

I  enjoyed  school  and  church.  I  remember  when  I  had  rheumatic  fever  the  summer  before  I  went  into 
Junior  High,  I  told  my  Heavenly  Father  if  I  would  get  well  that  I  would  never  miss  church  again.  I  have 
pretty  well  kept  my  promise.  I  have  found  much  joy  in  serving  in  the  Church.  I  had  the  privilege  of 
serving  in  the  Primary  when  I  turned  twelve,  (my  mother  was  the  Primary  President).  I  taught  the  5  Year 
olds  with  My  ma  Lou  Murray,  (Myrna  Lou's  mother  was  Mother's  first  counselor).  I  then  was  in  the 
Primary  for  25  straight  years  as  a  teacher,  secretary  and  president  and  have  taught  off  and  on  since.  I 
was  chosen  to  be  the  Relief  Society  President  soon  after  Wendell  had  been  released  as  bishop.  I  had  been 
working  in  the  German  extraction  program  and  I  had  an  appointment  with  the  bishop.  I  thought  Wendell 
was  going  to  be  called  to  a  position.  I  needed  to  go  to  church  early  to  work  on  the  extraction  and  while  I 
was  sitting  there  a  voice  told  me  I  was  going  to  be  the  new  Relief  Society  President.  I  remember  thinking, 
"How  dare  you  suppose  such  a  thing?"  and  the  voice  said  several  times,  "You  are  being  chosen  to  be  the 
new  Relief  Society  President" .  When  we  met  with  the  bishop  and  he  asked  me  if  I  would  accept  the 
position  of  the  Relief  Society  President,  all  I  could  do  was  cry.  It  was  one  of  the  most  fulfilling  and 
learning  experiences  I  have  ever  had.  I  have  also  worked  in  MIA  and  it  was  a  great  experience,  also. 
One  great  experience  was  being  a  companion  to  my  husband  while  he  was  on  the  High  Council  and  while 
he  was  Branch  Councilor  over  the  Young  Single  Adults.  It  was  very  rewarding  to  see  the  growth  of 
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testimonies  and  decisions  that  the  young  people  make  and  the  maturity  that  they  gain  at  this  time  of  their 
lives. 

I  worked  in  the  school  system  in  our  neighborhood  for  many  years  and  help  Wendell  on  the  farm, 
when  needed.   I  enjoy  doing  decorating  and  making  flowers  for  weddings  and  taking  care  of  my 
grandchildren  and  husband. 

We  have  5  children,  we  do  a  lot  of  things  together  and  have  a  lot  of  good  experiences.  One  family 
prayer  we  had  was  after  we  had  a  series  of  incidents  of  burglary  to  our  boat  and  one  of  the  neighbor  kids 
walking  past  a  window  at  night  and,  to  top  it  off,  our  dog  would  never  bark.   The  boys  had  broken  a 
window  in  their  bedroom  and  I  had  put  some  plastic  on  it  until  I  could  purchase  the  glass  in  town  for  it. 
Our  dear  cat  had  been  allowed  to  come  through  the  window  and  now  she  was  restricted  as  she  scratched 
the  plastic  trying  to  get  in.   It  caused  Bruce  to  dream  that  there  was  a  burglar  trying  to  get  in  the  house. 
He  woke  up  screaming  and  scared  the  cat  and  Wendell  went  running  through  the  house  after  the  cat  and 
whatever.   We  all  panicked.  We  tried  everything  to  calm  everyone  down.   Wendell  stayed  in  the  bedroom 
with  the  boys  and  crawled  in  the  bottom  bunk  and  Tammy  went  to  bed  with  Geraldine.   Wendell  couldn't 
rest  in  the  bunk  bed  (Can  you  imagine  a  great  big  man  in  that  small  bunk  bed?),  so  he  sent  everyone  to 
their  own  beds  and  I  gave  everyone  an  aspirin.   Not  long  after,  they  were  ready  to  get  into  bed  with  us. 
Wendell  then  decided  it  was  time  for  a  family  prayer.  We  all  knelt  down  by  the  bed  and  Wendell  offered 
a  prayer  over  our  family,  that  we  would  be  safe  and  that  the  dog  and  the  animals  would  let  us  know  if 
there  should  be  any  danger.  We  all  went  to  bed  and  slept  well.   A  few  days  later,  someone  came  to  look 
at  our  boat.   It  was  an  early  morning  hour  and  the  dog  set  up  a  bark.   He  barked  at  everyone  after  that. 

The  boys  all  went  on  missions  and  Tammy  married  a  returned  missionary.  They  are  all  married  and 
active  in  the  Church  and  good  children. 

We  have  had  five  foster  Indian  children  that  were  special.  They  were  Joetta  Bear,  Eric  Morningstar, 
Kenny  Daws,  Van  Black  and  Delano  Whitlclay.  Our  home  has  been  a  haven  for  those  that  need  some 
extra  love  and  help. 

We  have  been  blessed  with  a  beautiful  home  and  a  farm  that  has  been  productive.  It  has  been  a  good 
place  to  raise  children  and  we  have  such  a  good  community  that  works  together  for  the  benefit  for  all.  The 
Lord  has  truly  blessed  us  and  we  pray  that  we  will  be  a  forever  family. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Tammara  Kae 

(2)  Michael  Lamoine 

(3)  Terry  Kent 

(4)  Bruce  Evan 

(5)  Gerald  Todd 


B-  13  Dec  1957 
B- 27  Feb  1959 
B- 23  Jul  1960 
B-  18  Jul  1961 
B-  16Junl966 


M  -  04  Aug  1979  to  Gary  Ivers 

M  -  20  Dec  1980  to  Lisa  Kay  Dixon 

M  -  17  Aug  1991  to  Shelley  Elizabeth  Charlton 

M  -  16  Sep  1983  to  Celynn  Carter 

M  -  27  Dec  1988  to  Lisa  Joan  Casper 
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Back  (L  to  R):  Bruce,  Terry,  Mike,  Todd 
Front  (L  to  R):  Wendell  Merrill,  Geraldine  (Garrett),  Tammara 


1  -  Tammara  Merrill  Ivers.    Tammy  was  born  on  Friday  the  13th  of  December,  1957,  at 
Kennewick,  Benton,  Washington.  She  was  supposed  to  be  born  on  New  Year's  Day.  The  doctor  was 
disappointed.  That  morning  we  had  to  use  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Merrill's  phone  to  call  the  doctor. 
All  the  neighborhood  kids  were  waiting  for  the  school  bus,  so  Tammy  had  a  good  send  off  to  be  born. 
Her  Aunt  Sharon  wanted  to  go  to  the  hospital.  She  cried  and  cried  because  she  couldn't  go.  Wendell's 
mother  and  grandmother  Davidson  had  gone  to  Idaho  so  Grandpa  Merrill  had  the  privilege  of  being 
the  chauffeur  to  the  hospital.   Grandpa  kept  saying  to  Geraldine,  "You  don't  act  like  you're  going  to 
have  a  baby".  Tammy  was  finally  born  at  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.   After  staying  four  days  in  the 
hospital,  Mom  and  daughter  came  home  to  Christmas  shoppers  and  lights  glowing  in  time  for 
Christmas. 

Tammy  was  the  first  born  grandchild  on  both  the  Garrett  and  Merrill  side  of  the  family.   She  grew 
like  a  weed.  The  summer  after  she  was  born,  she  would  sit  outside  in  her  walker  where  her  dog, 
Puddles,  would  watch  over  her  and  protect  her  from  anyone  entering  the  yard.   At  eleven  months  old, 
Tammy  walked.   At  fourteen  months,  her  brother,  Michael,  was  born.   She  loved  to  put  things  in  his 
mouth.   Tammy  loved  to  mother  all  her  brothers  as  they  came  along.   She  loved  to  play  school  with 
them.  Her  brothers  were  not  so  anxious  to  cooperate  with  her.  When  it  was  time  for  recess,  the  boys 
took  off  and,  to  Tammy's  dismay,  never  to  return.   She  would  go  crying  to  her  mom,  tattling  on  them, 
to  no  avail.  Tammy  was  able  to  teach  the  boys  their  ABC's  by  showing  them  the  letters  and  numbers 
of  the  encyclopedia. 

Tammy  kept  growing,  and  growing  and  growing.   She  was  always  the  tallest  of  her  school  mates. 
By  the  time  she  was  in  the  sixth  grade  she  was  5'  6"  tall.  Many  of  her  classmates  would  tease  her  by 
calling  her  "Daddy  Long  Legs",  "Jolly  Green  Giant",  and  "Spider  Legs".  Tammy  loved  school  and 
desired  to  learn.  She  was  a  tomboy  in  many  ways.  She  loved  to  climb  trees,  play  cowboys  and 
Indians,  run  races  with  her  brothers  and  ride  bikes.  Most  of  all  she  loved  to  play  mother  to  her  dolls. 
While  in  high  school,  Tammy  excelled  in  sports.  She  ran  track,  played  volleyball,  basketball  and 
church  softball. 

She  sang  in  a  select  group  of  students  who  sang  jazz.  It  was  called  "Connell  Swing  Choir".  She  also 
played  the  clarinet  in  the  pep  and  marching  bands.  Tammy  grew  to  appreciate  all  types  of  music.  She 
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loved  Seminary  and  YWMIA.   She  played  the  piano  at  Young  Women's  and  was  her  Laurel  Class 
President.   Her  best  friends  were  Tami  Eppich  and  Julie  Jenks.   To  identity  the  two  Tammy s,  Tammy 
Merrill  was  called  Tammara  and  Tami  Eppich  was  called  Tami.    Her  friends  were  good  examples  for 
Tammy.  They  looked  out  for  each  other,  never  getting  in  trouble.   Tammy  never  wanted  to  lose  the 
respect  of  her  parents,  so  she  most  always  chose  the  right. 

After  high  school,  Tammy  went  on  to  Ricks  College  to  get  an  Associate  Degree  in  Secretarial 
Skills  and  Family  Living.   Her  grades  were  high  enough  that  she  graduated  with  Honors  and  on  the 
Deans  List.   Her  experience  at  Ricks  was  one  of  the  greatest  of  her  life.  She  made  lifelong  friends 
because  of  her  service  in  the  Young  Adult  Program.  Her  roommates,  Janet  and  Kim,  became  her  best 
college  friends.   Tammy  was  able  to  be  a  bridesmaid  at  both  of  their  receptions.   Because  of  Janet  and 
Kim,  she  got  a  real  taste  of  California  life. 

After  Ricks  College,  Tammy  decided  to  go  on  to  BYU  to  continue  her  education  and  persue  her 
life  long  dream  of  being  a  teacher.   During  that  year  she  met  her  husband  to  be,  a  Californian,  and 
they  were  sealed  in  the  Oakland  Temple  on  August  4,  1979.  They  moved  to  San  Leandro,  California, 
to  work  and  start  their  family. 

Tammy  has  had  the  opportunity  to  serve  in  many  callings  in  the  Church.   As  a  teenager,  she  was 
asked  to  be  the  Sunbeam  teacher  in  Primary.   In  college  she  served  as  Young  Adult  Leader,  planning 
activities  for  her  ward,  and  as  Visiting  Teacher  Message  Supervisor.  She  taught  the  visiting  teachers 
of  the  ward  the  message  of  the  month.   After  she  was  married,  her  first  calling  was  the  YW  Sports 
Director.   During  her  married  life  she  has  been  in  the  YW  program  in  every  capacity  from  Young 
Women  President  to  Secretary.   In  the  Primary,  she  taught  for  a  short  time  but  mostly  played  the 
piano  and  lead  the  music.   She  was  the  Sunday  School  Chorister,  Nursery  Leader  and  Relief  Society 
Second  Counselor.   Tammy  has  been  blessed  all  her  life.   She  has  a  good  family  which  she  values 
over  all  things. 

Gary  Donald  Ivers,  husband  of  Tammara  Merrill,  proposed  to  Tammy  in  San  Francisco  at  Coit 
Tower,  overlooking  the  Bay.  Some  of  his  qualities  are  in  being  organized  and  in  caring  for  the  yard, 
among  others.   Gary  served  his  mission  in  the  Canada  Halifax  Mission  from  1975  to  1977.   His 
mission  area  included  Maine,  Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick  and  New  Foundland.   He  loved  his 
mission.  The  people  lived  in  humble  circumstances.  Not  a  lot  of  people  accepted  the  gospel,  but  Gary 
was  able  to  plant  many  seeds.  Around  ten  years  later,  Gary  spoke  to  some  returned  missionaries  from 
that  area.  He  found  out  that  some  had  joined  the  Church  and  even  became  bishop. 

Gary  had  one  brother.  Jack  is  eight  years  older  than  Gary.  Both  of  them  have  lived  and  remained 
close  to  one  another  through  the  years.   Both  families  lived  close  enough  that  their  children  became 
good  friends. 

Gary  is  fortunate  to  be  born.  Because  of  health  problems  of  his  mother,  Gary  was  supposed  to  be 
aborted.  Gary's  mom,  Beth,  as  a  child  had  rheumatic  fever.  As  a  result,  she  had  serious  heart 
problems.   Prior  to  expecting  Gary,  Beth  had  open  heart  surgery.   The  doctor  closed  her  up  and  said 
he  could  do  nothing  for  her.  She  had  blood  clots  throughout  her  heart  cavity,  and  her  valve  was 
damaged.  She  was  given  a  priesthood  blessing  and  because  of  her  faith,  she  knew  the  blood  clots  had 
dissolved.   Beth  led  a  spiritual  life.   She  had  been  told  by  her  doctor  to  abort  Gary  or  she  would  die. 
She  refused.   She  was  very  close  to  Heavenly  Father  and  knew  that  she  and  Gary  would  be  okay.   His 
birth  did  take  a  toll  on  her.   She  was  very  ill.   Gary  was  taken  care  of  by  his  Aunts,  Karma  and  Irene. 

Gary  grew  and  had  a  wonderful  childhood.  He  loved  baseball  and  basketball.   His  dream  as  a 
young  child  was  to  go  to  the  mountains  with  his  father  to  their  cabin  near  an  old  mine.   Because  of 
rattlesnakes,  his  mother  would  not  let  him  go.   Gary  was  very  ingenious.   He  wrote  a  note  which  read 
something  like  this:    "Help!  I've  been  bitten  by  a  rattlesnake.   Get  me  to  a  doctor  so  my  mom  won't 
worry! "   Gary  put  the  note  in  a  capsule,  took  it  to  his  mom  and  told  her  that  if  he  got  bit  he  would 
throw  the  capsule.  The  first  person  to  come  along  would  see  it  and  help  him.  Of  course,  he  still  wasn't 
allowed  to  go. 

Gary  was  full  of  energy.  He  knew  all  the  people  in  his  housing  tract.  He  was  friendly  to  all.  He 
was  given  an  award  for  being  an  outstanding  newspaper  boy.  He  took  pride  in  placing  the  newspaper 
on  everyone's  porch.   Gary  liked  to  play  with  fire.  With  a  group  of  friends,  he  set  out  for  the 
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foothills,  which  were  next  to  his  house.   They  would  light  a  match  in  some  weeds  they  had  gathered, 
then  stomp  out  the  fire  with  their  feet.  They  had  a  lot  of  fun.   Each  time  they  let  the  fire  get  bigger 
and  bigger  until  one  time  the  wind  caught  hold  of  the  fire  and  in  a  straight  line,  took  the  fire  up  the 
mountain.   Gary  and  his  friends  escaped  safely  from  the  fire  and  getting  caught.   He  was  sorry  for 
what  he  did.  The  whole  side  of  the  mountain  burned.  Luckily  no  home  caught  fire,  thanks  to  the 
many  fire  trucks  that  came  to  put  out  the  fire. 

Gary  graduated  from  high  school  in  1975.   He  prepared  to  go  on  his  mission  just  after 
Thanksgiving  in  1975.   While  on  his  mission,  his  mother  got  very  ill.   Her  heart,  again,  began  to  give 
her  trouble.  Her  health  was  failing  quickly  but  she  refused  to  have  surgery  for  fear  that  she  would  not 
live  to  see  Gary  return  from  his  mission.  She  kept  her  failing  health  a  secret  from  Gary  while  he  was 
on  his  mission.   After  his  return,  she  underwent  open  heart  surgery  at  Stanford  University.   Her  heart 
valve  was  replaced  by  a  pig's  valve.   The  surgery  was  successful.   She  lived  nine  wonderful  years  of 
good  health.   She  could  now  climb  stairs,  ride  in  an  airplane,  walk  around  the  block  and  go  to  the 
mountains.  Gary  lost  his  mother  in  1987  after  another  open  heart  surgery.   She  had  to  have  the  pig's 
valve  replaced,  again.   Complications  occurred,  and  after  five  months  in  the  hospital  she  passed  away. 
She  did  live  to  see  her  last  granddaughter,  Alicia,  be  born.   Gary  loved  his  mother.   She  was  a  true 
example  of  goodness,  love  and  compassion. 

Gary  and  Tammy  have  four  daughters.   They  love  to  spend  time  with  each  as  they  participate  in 
various  activities. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jennifer  Nichole  B  -  10  Jan  1981 

(2)  Julie  Beth  B  -  30  Mar  1984 

(3)  Allison  Kae  B  -  23  Oct  1 985 

(4)  Alicia  Dawn  B  -  08  Apr  1987 


1  -  Jennifer  Nichole  Ivers  -  Gary  and  Tammara's  oldest  daughter.  She  is  a  very  good  child  and 
a  wonderful  example  to  her  younger  sisters.  Jennifer  has  set  high  goals  for  her  future.   Her  goal  is 
to  become  a  psychologist.   Schooling  comes  easy  for  Jennifer.   She  is  top  in  her  class  in 
academics.  Jennifer  also  excels  in  athletics.  She  plays  high  school  volleyball,  basketball  and 
softball.   She  also  plays  soccer.  She  has  been  her  class  vice  president  and  is  involved  in  the 
leadership  of  her  school. 

2  -  Julie  Beth  Ivers  -  Named  after  her  Grandma  Beth  Ivers.  From  an  early  age,  Julie  has  been 
very  social.   She  knows  all  of  the  names  of  the  people  in  her  neighborhood.  She  is  very  friendly 
to  all  she  meets.  Julie  is  the  most  giving  of  all  of  her  sisters.   She  loves  to  write  notes  and  do 
things  for  others  to  make  them  feel  good.   Shee  loves  to  write  poetry  and  draw.  When  people 
meet  her,  they  like  her  instantly.  Julie  never  learned  to  walk,  she  ran  at  nine  months  old.  She 
was  into  everything.   You  would  look  at  her  and  tell  her  "No,  don't  touch".  She  would  look  back 
at  you  with  her  big  hazel  eyes  and  test  you.  Julie  loves  to  play  soccer,  softball  and  basketball. 
She  loves  school  like  her  mother  did. 

3  -  Allison  Kae  Ivers  -  Named  after  her  mother.   Allison  was  the  perfect  child.   She  was  never 
fussy,  never  into  mischief.   An  answer  to  prayers  after  having  a  busy  older  sister.   Allison  is  easy 
to  please,  not  much  bothers  her.   She  has  the  desire  to  do  what's  right.   She  knows  what  is  right 
and  always  chooses  the  right  path.   Allison  is  the  tomboy  of  the  family.   You'll  find  her  roller 
blading,  riding  bikes,  climbing  trees,  playing  ball,  and  running,  but  you'll  hardly  ever  see  her 
playing  dolls.   Allison  is  an  excellent  speller.  She  loves  school. 

4  -  Alicia  Dawn  Ivers  -  Alicia  is  named  after  her  father.  Gary's  middle  name,  Donald,  is  how 
her  parents  came  up  her  middle  name,  Dawn.  Alicia  was  only  five  pounds  when  she  was  born. 
She  was  not  growing  in  her  mother's  womb.  The  doctor's  were  going  to  do  some  extensive  tests 
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on  the  morning  she  was  born.   Alicia  resembles  her  dad,  whereas,  her  sisters  look  more  like  their 
mother.   Alicia  has  blue  eyes,  thick  blonde  hair,  and  a  tall  thin  stature,  much  like  her  Grandma 
Ivers.   When  Alicia  was  just  learning  to  walk,  at  about  one  year  old,  she  put  her  finger  in  a 
stationary  bicycle  chain,  and  cut  off  her  little  pointer  finger.   It  was  a  traumatic  time  in  our  life. 
She  was  so  very  uncomfortable  because  she  sucked  her  thumb  on  the  hand  that  her  finger  was  cut 
off.  She  was  in  a  lot  of  pain.  After  four  hours  of  agony,  an  orthopedic  surgeon  was  able  to  sew 
her  finger  back  on.  However,  the  surgery  did  not  take  and  she  had  to  have  the  tip  of  her  finger 
amputated.   Alicia  is  full  of  energy.  She  loves  being  the  baby  of  the  family.  All  of  her  sisters 
think  she  gets  special  attention.   Alicia  is  a  fast  runner,  a  good  soccer  and  Softball  player.   She 
loves  to  get  her  homework  done  without  being  asked. 


Back  (L  to  R):  Gary  Ivers,  Tammara  (Merrill),  Jennifer 
Front  (L  to  R):  Allison,  Julie,  Alicia, 


2  -  Michael  Lamoine  Merrill.   I  was  born  on  February  27,  1959,  in  Pasco,  Washington.  I  was  the 
second  child  of  five  children  born  to  Wendell  Lamoine  and  Geraldine  Garrett  Merrill.   I  am  the  eldest 
son;  I  have  an  older  sister  and  three  younger  brothers. 

I  attended  school  in  Eltopia  and  Connell,  Washington.  I  was  active  in  the  sports  programs  in 
school  and  played  baseball,  basketball  and  football.   I  also  sang  with  the  Jazz  Choir,  and  I  graduated 
from  Connell  High  School,  in  1977.   The  following  fall,  I  attended  Ricks  College,  Rexburg,  Idaho, 
for  a  year  where  I  was  a  Yell  Leader  during  the  football  season.   In  the  spring  of  1978,  I  left  for  the 
Fort  Lauderdale  Florida  Mission. 

The  summer  following  my  mission,  I  met  my  wife,  Lisa  K.  Dixon.  We  both  attended  Brigham 
Young  University,  and  were  married  December,  1980,  in  the  Seattle  Temple,  a  few  weeks  after  it 
opened. 

We  were  attending  BYU  and  living  in  Provo,  when  our  first  son,  Cameron  Lamoine  Merrill,  was 
born  in  May,  1982.  Later  that  year  we  moved  to  California.   I  attended  ITT  Technical  School  and 
worked  in  Los  Angeles  as  an  Armored  Car  Driver. 

While  we  were  living  in  Montclair,  California,  our  second  son,  Michael  Aaron  Merrill,  was  born 
in  January,  1985.   I  graduated  from  ITT  later  that  same  year,  and  returned  to  Provo,  Utah  to  work  in 
1986. 
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I  worked  for  Geneva  Steel,  operating  a  crane  for  five  years.  We  bought  our  first  home  in  1990,  a 
few  weeks  after  our  first  daughter,  Kristina  Claire  Merrill,  was  born  in  February,  1990.  Our  second 
daughter,  Brooke  Elizabeth  Merrill,  was  born  in  September  of  1992.  I  was  in  school  at  Utah  College 
of  Massage  Therapy  at  the  time,  and  graduated  in  the  spring  of  1993.  We  moved  into  our  current 
home  in  the  fall  of  1993.  I  currently  have  an  office  in  Orem,  where  I  do  massage  therapy  in  the 
evenings.  I  also  work  as  a  repair  technician  for  Pool  Sharks  in  Orem. 

We  are  members  of  the  Orem  5th  Ward,  and  I  am  the  Athletic  Director  for  our  ward. 

Lisa  Kay  Gramling  Dixon,  wife  of  Michael  Lamoine  Merrill.  I  was  born  2  July,  1961 ,  in  Seattle, 
Washington,  to  Patricia  Donahue  Gramling  and  the  late  Patrick  Mitchell  Gramling.  My  mother 
remarried  when  I  was  three,  when  she  met  Fred  Chipman  Dixon,  from  Provo,  Utah.   He  introduced 
my  mother  to  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints,  and  later  baptized  her.  I  am  the  third 
of  four  daughters.  We  were  all  adopted  by  my  step-father  and  sealed  to  him  in  the  temple  in  Provo, 
Utah. 

I  grew  up  outside  of  Kennewick,  Washington,  in  the  'Horse  Heaven  Hills',  on  the  wheat  ranch 
that  my  father  had  farmed  with  his  brother.  I  attended  school  in  Kennewick,  and  we  moved  into  town 
when  I  was  13.  I  graduated  from  Kamiakin  High  School  in  1979.  I  was  active  in  Swing  Choir,  the 
DECA  Club,  and  enjoyed  playing  the  violin  in  the  orchestra.   In  my  junior  year  I  was  Junior  Prom 
Queen  for  the  Junior /Senior  Prom,  and  was  elected  Head  Cheerleader  my  senior  year. 

I  met  my  husband,  Mike,  after  my  first  year  at  BYU.   I  went  on  to  attend  two  more  years  until  the 
birth  of  our  first  son,  Cameron. 

While  in  California,  I  worked  as  an  office  manager  while  Mike  worked  and  went  to  school.   After 
our  return  to  Utah,  I  worked  in  Salt  Lake  for  a  year  and  then  returned  to  school.   I  graduated  from 
Utah  Valley  State  College  as  a  Licensed  Practical  Nurse,  then  Weber  State  College  as  a  Registered 
Nurse. 

I  enjoy  nursing  and  have  worked  at  Utah  Valley  Regional  Medical  Center  since  1989.  I  recently 
received  CCRN  certification,  and  have  worked  in  ICU/CCU  at  Utah  Valley  for  3  years,  as  a  Critical 
Care  Nurse. 

Working  and  raising  a  family  can  be  challenging,  but  each  of  our  children  has  brought  a  special 
spirit  to  our  home.  We  enjoy  the  time  we  have  to  spend  with  each  of  them.  We  are  currently  working 
towards  adopting  our  fifth  child,  and  we  hope  he  will  be  with  us  this  summer. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cameron  Lamoine 

B- 

17  May  1982 

(2)  Michael  Aaron 

B- 

13  Jan  1985 

(3)  Kristina  Claire 

B- 

26  Feb  1990 

(4)  Brooke  Elizabeth 

B- 

23  Sep  1992 

(5)  Tanner  Jordan  Finau        B  -  30  Dec  1993 


1  -  Cammeron  Lamoine  Merrill.  Cameron  was  born  in  Provo,  Utah,  in  May,  1982.  He 
attended  Westridge  Elementary  in  Provo  and  is  currently  in  the  9th  Grade  at  Canyon  View  Junior 
High  in  Orem.   Cameron  enjoys  football,  basketball  and  baseball.  He  also  plays  the  baritone 
saxophone,  piano  and  guitar.  He  is  an  Honor  Roll  student  and  is  active  in  Seminary. 

2  -  Michael  Aaron  Merrill.  Aaron  was  born  in  Upland,  California,  in  January,  1985.  He 
attended  school  in  Provo,  and  is  now  finishing  the  6th  Grade  at  Cascade  Elementary,  in  Orem. 
Aaron  has  been  in  classes  for  exceptional  students,  and  is  looking  forward  to  junior  high  next  year. 
Aaron  has  played  football  and  basketball  and  is  looking  forward  to  the  baseball  season. 

3  -  Kristina  Claire  Merrill.  Kristina  was  born  on  February  26,  1990,  5  minutes  before  her 
father's  birthday,  in  Provo,  Utah.  Kristi  loves  the  first  grade  and  is  doing  well  with  reading.  She 
also  enjoys  gymnastics,  roller  blading  and  Barbie  dolls. 
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4  -  Brooke  Elizabeth  Merrill.   Brooke  was  born  in  September,  1992,  in  Provo,  Utah.    She 
loves  "R"  Kids  Dayeare  (UVRMC  daycare),  and  learns  a  lot  in  her  class.   She  likes  to  rollerblade, 
ride  her  bike  and  play  with  all  of  her  brothers'  and  sister's  toys  when  they  aren't  home.   She  says 
she  is  her  dad's  'girlfriend',  and  wants  to  marry  him  when  she  grows  up. 

5  -  Tanner  Jordan  Finau  Merrill.   Adoped  son,  August  1997. 


Back  (L  to  R):   Cammeron,  Michael  Merrill, 
Lisa  (Gramling)  Merrill,  Aaron 
Front  (L  to  R):   Brooke,  Kristina 


Tanner  Merrill 


3  -  Terry  Kent  Merrill.  Terry  Kent  Merrill  was  born  July  23,  1960,  in  Ephrata,  Washington  to 
Geraldine  and  Wendell  Merrill.   While  growing  up  with  sister,  Tammy,  and  brothers,  Michael,  Bruce 
and  Todd,  in  Washington  Columbia  Basin,  he  spent  his  youth  attending  school  and  church, 
participating  in  sports  and  working  on  his  father's  farm.   After  graduating  from  Connell  High  School, 
in  Connell,  Washington,  he  attended  Ricks  College  for  one  year.   In  September  of  1979  he  left  to 
serve  a  two-year  mission  for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latterday  Saints  in  Louisville,  Kentucky. 
In  1981  he  chose  to  attend  Brigham  Young  University.   While  there,  he  had  the  opportunity  to  serve  as 
a  counselor  in  the  bishopric  and  Elders'  Quorum  President  of  the  150th  Ward,  along  with  his  school 
and  other  church  activities.   Terry  enjoyed  playing  and  officiating  in  intermural  sports  and  played  on 
three  different  championship  teams.   He  finally  graduated  in  1987  with  a  Bachelor's  Degree  in 
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Physical  Education  and  began  looking  for  a  teaching  job  throughout  the  West.  By  the  end  of  July  of 
1987,  he  landed  a  job  teaching  Physical  Education/Health  and  Science  at  East  Minico  Junior  High 
School  in  Rupert,  Idaho. 

As  a  single  person,  Terry  was  involved  in  organizing  and  leading  the  Regional  Young  Single  Adult 
Program.  In  1990  he  was  released  from  his  single  adult  calling  and  became  the  Rupert  Third  Ward 
Elders'  Quorum  President.   Terry  had  been  teaching  and  coaching  three  years  in  Rupert  when  a  young 
lady  (Shelly  Charlton)  from  Montana  was  offered  a  job  to  teach  at  the  same  school.  She  accepted  the 
job  and  she  and  Terry  began  dating  and  soon  fell  in  love.  There  were  some  obstacles  they  had  to  work 
out  while  courting,  namely,  their  religious  differences.   After  many  discussions,  prayers  and  sacrifices 
on  Shelley's  part,  she  was  baptized  and  confirmed  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter- 
day  Saints  in  July  of  1991 .  They  were  married  on  August  17, 1991 . 

Terry  and  Shelly  bought  a  home  in  Rupert  where  they  currently  live  and  attend  the  Rupert  Sixth 
Ward.  Terry  has  served  as  Young  Men's  president,  Sunday  School  teacher  and  quorum  instructor. 
Shelley  has  served  as  Relief  Society  secretary  and  Spiritual  Living  teacher. 

On  July  of  1994,  Micaela  E'venette  was  born  to  Terry  and  Shelley  in  the  Cassia  Memorial 
Hospital  in  Burley.     She  is  a  beautiful  little  girl  and  is  the  joy  and  boss  of  the  Merrill  home. 


Shelley  Elizabeth  Charlton,  wife  of  Terry  Kent  Merrill.  Shelley  Elizabeth  Charlton  was  born  July 
17,  1968,  to  Robert  Thomas  and  Frances  E'venette  Goehring  Charlton  in  Harlowton,  Montana.  Her 
father  worked  for  the  State  of  Montana  Highway  Department  at  the  time.  Shelly  spent  most  of  her 
growing  up  years  in  Lewiston,  Montana.  She  played  sports,  was  a  high  school  cheer  leader  and 
Fergus  High  School  Student  Body  President.   Shelley  competed  in  several  beauty  pageants  and  became 
an  accomplished  dancer  and  artist.   As  the  only  girl,  Shelley  enjoyed  her  older  brothers:  Byron  Lee, 
Thomas  Robert  Jr.  and  Kurt  Henry. 

She  was  very  involved  in  the  Catholic  Church  as  a  Eucharistic  Minister  and  was  taught  the  highest 
values  by  her  parents. 

After  she  graduated  with  honors  from  high 
school,  Shelley's  family  moved  to  Billings  where  she 
attended  and  graduated  from  Eastern  Montana  State 
College  (Now  Montana  State  University  Billings). 
Along  with  her  studies,  Shelley  worked  part-time  and 
served  on  the  EMSC  Dean  Selection  Committee. 
Shelly  received  her  Bachelor  Degree  in  English  in 
1990  and  shortly  after  accepted  a  teaching  job  in 
Rupert,  Idaho.  After  being  in  Rupert  one  week  she 
met  her  husband  to  be,  Terry  Kent  Merrill. 

After  teaching  four  years  of  English  and  various 
other  subjects  and  being  the  cheer-leading  coach, 
Shelley  was  selected  as  Minidoka  County  School's 
"Teacher  of  the  year" .    As  a  teacher  she  spent  much 
of  her  time  counseling  students  and  decided  to  make  a 
career  change  and  move  to  school  counseling. 
While  still  working  for  her  Master's  Degree  in 
counseling,  Shelley  accepted  a  job  offer  as  one  of  the 
Minidoka  County  high  school  counselors  where  she 
continues  to  work. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Micaela  E'venette 

(2)  Macey  Elizabeth 


B- 01  Jul  1994 
B-01  Dec  1997 


Terry  Merrill,  Shelley  (Charlton),  and  Micaela 
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4  -  Bruce  Evan  Merrill.   I  am  Bruce  Evan  Merrill,  son  of  Wendell  Lamoine  and  Geraldine  Garrett 
Merrill.   My  wife  is  Celynn  Carter,  daughter  of  Don  and  Gloria  Carter.   I  was  born  in  the  small  town 
of  Othello,  Washington,  while  my  folks  lived  in  Royal  Camp,  (A  Bureau  of  Reclamation 
Headquarters). 

I  graduated  from  Connell  High  School,  in  Connell,  Washington.  After  high  school  I  went  to 
college  at  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  for  one  year.  The  summer  after  Ricks  I  received  a 
mission  call  to  Rio  de  Janeiro,  Brazil. 

Upon  the  conclusion  of  my  mission  I  finished  my  Associate  Degree  at  Ricks  College.   During  the 
school  year,  I  met  and  fell  in  love  with  Celynn  Carter.   We  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on 
September  16,  1983.   We  decided  to  go  to  Utah  State  University  in  Logan,  Utah,  where  Celyn 
graduated  from  their  nursing  program  and  I  graduated  from  the  education  program. 

My  various  church  callings  have  been  Primary  teacher,  Ward  Mission  Leader,  Elder's  Quorum 
President,  Elders  Quorum  instructor,  Ward  Executive  Secretary  and  presently  Young  Men's 
President. 

I  am  thrilled  to  have  five  of  the  greatest  kids  in  the  world:  Dillon,  Landon,  Tosha,  Taya  and  Beau 
Tai. 

I  have  always  enjoyed  sports  in  my  life  and  have  been  involved  in  from  running  the  Softball 
leagues  for  the  City  Recreation  Department  of  Rexburg  to  baseball  and  basketball  programs. 

Besides  my  mission,  wife  and  births  of  my  children,  another  highlight  of  my  life:  While  on  my 
mission,  the  Prophet  Spencer  W.  Kimball  was  on  his  way  to  Argentina  for  the  groundbreaking  of  the 
Buenos  Aires  Temple.   He  had  a  lay  over  in  Rio  de  Janeiro  and  I  got  to  go  and  pick  him  up  and  be 
with  him  during  his  lay-over.   He  gave  me  a  kiss  on  the  cheek  and  looked  me  straight  in  the  eye  and 
asked,  "Elder  Merrill  (he  looked  at  my  name  tag),  how's  the  missionary  work  in  Brazil  ?"   I  was 
already  awe-struck  by  him.   I  could  feel  his  spirit  enter  the  room  before  he  actually  entered  the  room 
physically.   It  was  an  incredible  feeling  and  one  I  will  not  soon  forget.   It  is  still  a  testimony  to  me  this 
day  that  the  men  appointed  of  our  Heavenly  Father  are  truly  Men  of  God. 

Celynn  Carter,  wife  of  Bruce  Evan  Merrill.  My  name  is  Celynn  Carter  Merrill.   My  parents  are 
Don  and  Gloria  Carter.   I  was  born  in  Blackfoot,  Bingham,  Idaho,  on  August  5,  1964.   My  husband  is 
Bruce  Evan  Merrill,  son  of  Wendell  Lamoine  and  Geraldine  Garrett  Merrill.    I  was  raised  about  15 
miles  west  of  Blackfoot,  Idaho,  in  an  area  called  Pingree.  I  attended  grade  school  in  Pingree  and 
Rockford.   I  also  attended  school  in  Thomas  and  graduated  from  Snake  River  High  School  in  1982. 

I  had  a  happy  childhood  and  learned  a  lot  from  my  parents  and  family  as  I  grew  up.  I  came  from 
a  family  of  eight  children,  so  learned  many  things  from  just  being  raised  in  a  large  family.    I  was 
raised  on  a  farm,  too,  so  that  taught  me  many  lessons  as  I  grew  up.  I  was  grateful  for  the  opportunity 
to  learn  how  to  work  hard.   I  did  everything  from  milking  cows,  moving  irrigation  pipes,  hauling  hay, 
driving  truck  and  herding  cows,  to  learning  all  about  homemaking  from  my  mother.   It  has  been  a 
blessing  in  my  life.   I  appreciate  it  more  every  day.  We  had  a  lot  of  fun  in  my  family  also.  We  spent 
time  on  pack  trips  in  the  mountains  with  the  horses.  This  is  what  my  father  considered  a  vacation. 
We  spent  a  lot  of  time  swimming  and  fishing  on  the  river  next  to  our  home.  We  always  had  a  fun  time 
together  no  matter  what  it  was  we  were  doing. 

In  high  school  I  was  involved  in  basketball,  volleyball  and  cheerleading.  When  I  was  younger  I 
spent  a  lot  of  time  taking  gymnastics,  jazz,  tap  and  ballet.  I  was  on  a  private  gymnastic  team  and  I 
enjoyed  that.   I  loved  anything  outdoors  and  all  sports.  Softball,  waterskiing  and  snowskiing  were  my 
favorites. 

After  graduating  from  high  school,  I  attended  Ricks  College.  That's  when  I  met  Bruce.  He  found 
me  entertaining,  felt  sorry  for  me  and  married  me.     We  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple, 
September  16,  1983.  It  was  a  special  day  for  us.  From  there  we  honeymooned  in  Montana  and 
Canada  and  came  down  through  Washington  for  the  open  house.  From  there  it  was  off  to  Utah  State 
University  in  Logan,  Utah. 

Bruce  attended  Utah  State  for  two  years  while  we  both  worked  at  different  jobs.  On  February  22, 
1985,  we  had  our  first  child,  a  son,  Dillon  Rhett.  We  were  excited  to  be  parents.  In  the  fall  of  1985, 
I  started  nursing  school.   I  had  a  strong  desire  to  learn  more  as  I  worked.   I  felt  I  would  always  regret 
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it  if  I  didn't  finish  my  schooling.   So  for  the  next  two  years  we  both  attended  school  and  worked  part 
time  jobs.  It  was  a  challenge  for  us,  but  in  June  1987  we  both  graduated  from  USU.  Bruce  received 
his  Bachelor's  Degree  in  Physical  Education  with  a  minor  in  Health  and  Foreign  Language.  I  received 
my  Associate  Degree  as  a  Registered  Nurse.   On  August  13,  1987,  we  had  our  second  child,  a  son, 
Landon  Wynn.   Dillon  was  excited  to  have  a  playmate  and  he  was  a  good  baby.  We  were  excited  to 
have  another  child.   At  that  time  I  started  at  the  Logan  Regional  Hospital  on  the  medical  floor  and 
Bruce  opened  up  and  managed  an  All  American  Sports  store.   After  six  months,  I  changed  from  the 
medical  floor  to  the  labor  and  delivery  floor.  I  found  it  the  most  exciting  and  most  happy  place  to  be 
in  the  hospital.   I  have  enjoyed  working  on  the  labor  and  delivery  floor  ever  since  that  time. 

In  the  summer  of  1989  Bruce  had  the  opportunity  to  go  to  Rexburg,  Idaho,  and  manage  the  All 
American  Sports  Store  there.   So,  after  being  in  Logan  six  years,  we  moved  to  Rexburg,  Idaho.  We 
moved  in  June  and  headed  back  to  Logan  on  the  21st  of  July  to  have  our  third  child.   We  got  a 
daughter,  Tosha  Macae.  We  were  excited  to  have  a  girl  and  she  is  still  all  girl.   After  recovering  from 
another  baby,  I  started  to  work  part  time  at  Madison  Memorial  Hospital  in  Labor  and  Delivery  again. 
It  was  a  smaller  hospital,  but  I  really  grew  to  like  it  there. 

We  loved  Rexburg  and  grew  to  like  the  area  a  lot.   Our  children  got  to  know  their  great 
grandparents,  Grandpa  Clyde  Garrett  (Little  Grandpa)  and  Grandma  Tressa,  and  liked  their  company. 

On  June  18th,  1992,  we  had  our  fourth  child,  Taya  Marie.  Tosha  was  excited  for  a  sister.  Taya 
has  been  a  very  lively  girl  to  have  around,  never  a  dull  moment  since  she  was  born.   Six  weeks  after 
Taya  was  born  we  moved  to  Pingree.   Bruce  had  an  opportunity  to  farm  with  my  brother  Val.  We  are 
presently  still  living  in  Pingree  and  farming.   Life  here  seems  never  to  be  a  dull  moment.   There  is 
always  something  going  on.   The  boys  have  enjoyed  being  on  the  farm  and  by  the  river.   They  keep 
very  busy.   Bruce  keeps  very  busy  also.   I  am  at  the  Bingham  Memorial  Hospital,  working  part  time 
in  labor  and  delivery.   I  enjoy  my  work.   I  enjoy  my  time  at  home  and  being  a  mom  and  wife  and  all 
that  comes  with  it.  We  enjoy  spending  time  together.   It's  a  busy  life  at  times  and  wish  it  would  slow 
down. 

In  April,  1966,  we  had  our  fifth  child,  Beau  Tai,  so  I  guess  we  will  stay  busy  for  a  while.   My  life 
so  far  has  been  a  learning  experience  but  I  guess  that's  what  keeps  us  going.   The  gospel  has  always 
been  a  big  part  of  my  life  and  my  family's.   I've  grown  in  the  gospel  and  have  learned  many  things 
from  various  callings.   It  becomes  more  important  in  my  life  everyday.   I  am  grateful  for  the 
opportunity  I  have  to  be  a  member  of  it. 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Dillon  Rhet  B  -  22  Feb  1 985 

(2)  Landon  Wynn  B  -  13  Aug  1987 

(3)  Tosha  Macae  B  -  21  Jul  1989 

(4)  Taya  Marie  B  -  1 8  Jun  1 992 

(5)  Beau  Tai  B- 22  Apr  1996 
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Back:   (L  to  R)  Bruce  Merrill,  Dillon,  Landon 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Celynn  (Carter),  Taya,  Tosha 

Inset:  Beau 


1  -  Dillon  Rhet  Merrill.  I  am  Dillon  Rhet  Merrill,  I  am  1 1  years  old,  I  was  born  on  the  22 
February  1985,  in  Logan,  Utah.   My  hobbies  are  drawing  and  riding  horses  and  I  like  to  shoot  a 
gun  in  target  practice  and  shoot  bows  and  arrows.  I  like  skiing  with  my  family. 

Something  I  have  accomplished  is  I  have  earned  a  lot  of  badges  in  Scouting  and  have  learned 
most  of  the  Articles  of  Faith  and  when  I  sing  in  Primary  I  feel  good  inside.  I  bear  my  testimony 
and  I  know  our  church  is  true  and  my  family  loves  me  and  I  love  them  in  all  they  do,  Amen. 

By  Dillon  Rhet  Merrill  -  3  March  1996 

2  -  Landon  Wynn  Merrill.  My  name  is  Landon  Wynn  Merrill.   I  am  eight  years  old,  I  was  born 
August  13,  1987.   I  am  in  the  second  grade,  at  Rockford  Elementary  School,  my  teacher  is  Miss 
Vass  and  my  church  teacher  is  Mrs.  Saser.  I  like  the  songs  in  Primary,  I  like  Home  Evening  ,  I 
like  church.   My  hobby  is  skiing,  I  like  horses,  I  like  playing  on  the  piano.  We  have  a  dairy  on 
the  farm  and  I  like  to  help. 

I  like  to  go  to  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Garretts  and  my  other  grandparents.   I  won  first  place  in 
the  Pinewood  Derby.   I  like  helping  my  mom  and  dad. 

By  Landon  Wynn  Merrill  -  3  March  1 996 

3  -  Tosha  Macae  Merrill.  My  Name  is  Tosha  Macae  Merrill,  I  am  six  years  old,  I  was  born 
July  21,  1989  to  Bruce  and  Celynn  Merrill  in  Logan,  Utah.   I  like  to  play  Barbies  ,  ride  my  bike, 
play  with  babies  and  snow  ski  with  my  family. 

Some  of  the  things  I  have  accomplished  are:  I  was  student  of  the  month  at  my  school  in 
January  1996.   I  can  do  5  back  handsprings  in  a  row  at  gymnastics.   I  can  say  the  first  five 
Articles  of  Faith. 

I  love  my  Primary  at  church  because  I  love  to  sing  the  Primary  songs  of  Jesus  and  it  makes 
me  feel  good  inside.    I  love  my  family  because  they  help  me  do  everything  I  do. 

By  Tosha  Merrill  -  3  March  1996 
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4  -  Taya  Marie  Merrill.  My  name  is  Taya  Marie  Merrill,  I  am  3  years  old  going  on  six.  I  was 
born  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  on  June  18,  1992.   My  home  never  has  a  dull  moment  since  I  was  born. 

I  am  a  very  independent  three  year  old  and  do  everything  for  myself.   I  also  take  care  of  everyone 
around  me.   I  love  animals,  especially  my  dog,  Bridgette.   She  always  knows  I'll  give  her  a 
squeeze.  (She  also  loves  pigs.   That's  one  animal  we  don't  have  but  that's  her  favorite-added  by 
her  mother). 

I  love  my  brothers  and  sister  and  I  love  it  when  they  get  home  from  school.   (The  rest  is  added 
by  Celynn.)  Taya  loves  babies  and  is  excited  about  our  new  one  coming  in  May.   She  knows  all 
the  facts  thru  all  her  questions. 

Taya  went  into  Sunbeams  in  January  and  she  said  she  likes  the  treats  best.   I  know  she's 
learning,  too,  because  of  the  questions  she  asks  me  and  the  songs  she  sings.  (She  loves  to  sing, 
aided  by  Grandma  Garrett).   Her  favorite  song  is  "I  am  a  child  of  God". 

Taya  loves  her  grandparents  and  talks  a  lot  about  them.   She  knows  they  love  her  because  she 
tells  me  they  do.   Here's  a  word  of  advice  Taya  gave  me  a  couple  of  months  ago,  "Don't  open 
your  eyes  when  you  sneeze  or  you'll  go  blind." 

5  -  Beau  Tai  Merrill.  Born  April  22,  1996. 


5  -  Gerald  Todd  Merrill.  I  was  born  the  fifth  child  of  Geraldine  Garrett  and  Wendell  Lamoine 
Merrill  on  June  16,  1966.  I  was  named  after  my  mother  which  is  an  odd  thing  for  a  boy,  but  my 
parents  were  nice  and  called  me  by  my  middle  name,  being  Todd. 

The  following  are  some  childhood  memories  that  I  have.   At  about  age  4  or  5,  my  brothers  were 
playing  baseball.   I  was  standing  close  to  Bruce,  I  didn't  think  who  was  batting.   He  told  me  to  get 
away  but  I  didn't  listen.  I  proceeded  to  walk  even  closer  as  he  was  swinging  the  bat.   He  hit  me  above 
the  right  eye  and  I  don't  remember  anything  after  that.   I  do  have  a  scar  above  the  right  eyebrow  to 
carry  with  me  the  rest  of  my  life.   A  few  years  later,  late  at  night,  while  trying  to  use  me  bathroom,  I 
fell  on  the  tub  and  added  another  scar  to  the  same  eyebrow. 

As  a  young  boy,  I  remember  my  brothers  playing  with  BB  guns  and  having  fights  with  them.  I 
always  thought  that  would  be  fun,  so  when  I  got  older,  I  got  my  cousins  to  play  with  me.  One  of  my 
cousins  now  has  one  eye  that  does  not  work  because  of  BB  guns.  I  never  shot  him,  but  I  wonder  if 
they  would  of  had  fights  with  them  if  I  hadn't  showed  them  how  fun  BB  gun  wars  were  supposed  to 
be. 

Three  days  after  my  8th  birthday,  1  was  baptized  on  June  19,  1974.   My  father  baptized  me  and 
also  confirmed  me  a  member  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latterday  Saints.   I  believe  that  I  was 
the  first  one  of  Dad's  kids  he  baptized  and  confirmed.   I  was  also  ordained  a  Deacon,  Teacher,  Priest 
and  Elder  by  my  father.   My  father  was  the  bishop  when  I  turned  12  and  ordained  me  a  Deacon. 

When  I  went  into  the  seventh  grade,  I  switched  school  districts.   I  left  Pasco  and  went  to  Connell. 
That  was  somewhat  of  an  adjustment  because  the  only  kids  I  knew  were  the  kids  I  went  to  church  with 
and  I  didn't  know  them  very  well,  but  I  survived  and  really  enjoyed  my  time  at  Connell.   At  age 
sixteen  I  started  dating  a  girl  by  the  name  of  Tina  Taylor  from  Basin  City.   We  dated  all  through  high 
school.   I  have  always  had  mixed  feelings  about  that  relationship.   I  am  glad  we  dated  because  I  feel 
she  helped  keep  me  on  the  straight  and  narrow  when  I  felt  that  my  friends  were  not  staying  on  that 
narrow  path.   I  feel  good  that  I  got  out  of  high  school  being  morally  clean  and  having  kept  the  word  of 
wisdom.   For  those  reasons  I  feel  good  about  having  a  good  girlfriend  in  high  school,  but  having  a 
serious  girlfriend  at  that  age  makes  you  miss  out  on  a  lot  of  things.   I  never  developed  a  super 
friendship  with  any  of  my  male  friends;  I  feel  the  effect  on  me  now  at  age  29.   I  missed  out  on  dating 
other  girls  and  developing  friendships  with  them.   I  must  say  that  I  will  encourage  my  children  to 
avoid  serious  relationships  until  after  their  missions  for  the  boy  and  until  after  they  are  out  of  college 
for  the  girls.   I  feel  you  can  be  a  good  kid  without  having  a  girlfriend  and  you  can  stay  out  of  trouble 
easier. 

After  high  school  I  attended  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg,  Idaho.  I  must  say  it  was  the  funniest  year 
of  my  life.   Of  course  I  didn't  get  straight  A's,  but  I  wasn't  put  on  probation  like  my  roommates. 

424 


During  that  year  I  learned  to  snow  ski.  My  roommates  were  good  skiers  and  I  didn't  want  to  miss  out 
on  all  the  fun.  Grand  Targhee  is  still  my  favorite  place  to  ski.  I  like  it  much  better  than  Jackson  Hole 
or  Sun  Valley.   I  haven't  skied  in  the  last  few  years,  but  I  look  back  at  that  year  with  fond  memories. 

After  a  year  of  college,  I  served  a  mission  for  the  Church  in  the  Michigan  Lansing  Mission.   I 
served  there  for  two  years.   Some  of  the  cities  I  served  in  were:  Kalamazoo,  Lansing,  Jackson, 
Petosky,  Grand  Rapids,  2  months  as  a  traveling  missionary  (working  with  different  companions  for 
about  a  week  then  moving  on  to  another)  and  finishing  my  mission  in  Ludington.   I  had  many  great 
experiences  on  my  mission,  both  good  and  bad,  spiritual  and  non-spiritual  and  am  greatful  for  all  of 
them. 

Editor's  Note:  The  following  is  a  letter  that  Todd  sent  to  his  parents  while  on  his  mission.  It  is  dated 
17  February,  1985. 

"Dear  Family, 

My  mission  is  great  and  I  love  my  HEAVENLY  FATHER.   As  I  think  about  eternity  and  the 
gospel,  my  heart  swells  with  joy,  but  at  the  same  time,  I  have  a  great  fear.  We  all  want  to  make  it  to 
the  Celestial  Kingdom,  but  do  we  really  realize  what  it  is  going  to  take  to  get  there?  If  we  want  to  get 
to  the  Celestial  Kingdom,  we  are  going  to  have  to  live  every  commandment. 

My  greatest  fear  is  that  one  of  us  won't  make  it.  That  would  be  very  sad  if  some  of  our  family 
didn't  make  it  there.   How  horrible  it  would  be  if  I  were  the  one  to  let  the  family  down.   I  plead  every 
night  for  the  strength  to  do  my  part. 

Mom  and  Dad,  I  love  you  and  all  the  family  so  much.  Do  everything  you  can  to  help  each  other 
and  help  us  all  to  reach  the  highest  degree  of  the  Celestial  Kingdom.  Our  family  is  an  eternal  family. 
Every  one  of  us  has  got  to  make  it.   All  my  love,  your  son. " 

After  my  mission,  I  attended  Ricks  College  again.  While  there  I  started  dating  Lisa  Casper.  She 
happened  to  be  my  high  school  girl  friend's  best  friend.   About  a  year  later  while  attending  BYU,  we 
got  engaged  and  were  married  27  December,  1988,  in  the  Seattle  Temple.  We  lived  at  1600  S.  800  E. 
in  Orem  Utah,  until  I  finished  school.   We  really  enjoyed  our  life  there.   Both  of  us  had  family  around 
and  got  to  know  them  a  lot  better.  We  still  like  to  keep  in  touch  with  them  and  miss  not  being  able  to 
do  stuff  with  them. 

Our  first  year  brought  many  hardships  (if  you  want  to  call  them  that).  The  first  summer,  I  blew 
out  my  knee  while  playing  soft  ball.  It  was  the  Fourth  of  July  and  Lisa  was  in  Priest  Lake  with  her 
family.  I  couldn't  go  to  class  for  a  week  or  so,  so  I  had  a  lot  of  catching  up  to  do.  After  summer 
session  was  over  I  had  it  operated  on.   I  got  to  drive  around  campus  with  a  handicap  sticker  so  I  could 
make  all  my  classes  in  the  fall.   The  day  before  Christmas,  that  same  year,  we  got  our  first  baby.  We 
named  him  Kyle  Garrett  Merrill.   It  was  tough,  he  being  our  first  and  we  had  no  idea  of  what  to  do. 
We  survived  with  the  help  of  friends  and  family.   A  friend  in  our  ward,  Cheri  Emrick,  would  babysit 
Kyle  for  us  while  I  was  at  school  and  Lisa  was  at  work.  We  really  like  her  and  her  family.  We 
named  our  fourth  child  after  their  youngest,  who  helped  babysit  Kyle. 

I  graduated  from  BYU  in  the  spring  of  1990  in  Economics,  with  an  emphasis  on  Agriculture. 
After  graduation  we  moved  back  to  Washington.  I  worked  for  Lisa's  dad  that  summer  until  I  got  some 
ground  to  farm.  We  planted  200  acres  of  alfalfa  that  summer  and  got  our  start  into  farming.  We  were 
really  blessed.  Things  seemed  to  fall  our  way  since  that  time.  The  Lord  really  has  watched  out  for  us. 
This  past  year  we  bought  our  first  farm.  It  is  140  acres  with  about  20  acres  planted  into  apples.  It  has 
been  a  learning  experience,  but  enjoyable.  We  look  forward  to  moving  into  the  house  on  the  farm  this 
next  year. 

In  our  7  plus  years  of  marriage,  we  have  had  four  children.  I  mentioned  Kyle,  then  came  Kiersten 
Joann  on  November  3,  1991 .  She  was  a  perfect  baby.  She  was  very  easy  to  take  care  of  and  she 
always  smiled.    She  still  smiles  and  she  loves  to  sing.   Next  came  Kelsey  Elaine  on  April  29,  1993. 
She  too  was  pretty  good.    She  likes  to  play  with  dolls,  but  when  it  comes  to  fighting  and  being  tough, 
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everyone  wants  to  be  on  her  side.  Our  latest  is  Korbin  Casper,  born  November  2,  1995,  one  day  after 
his  Grandpa  Merrill's  birthday  and  one  day  before  his  sister,  Kiersten's,  birthday.   He  is  four  months 
old  at  this  time  and  is  starting  to  smile  and  is  a  lot  of  fun.   This  ends  my  short  history.   My  family  and 
I  are  happy  and  healthy.   We  have  been  watched  over  by  the  Lord  and  blessed  very  much  by  Him. 
We  love  our  family  and  enjoy  being  with  them. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kyle  Garrett 

(2)  Kiersten 

(3)  Kelsey  Elaine 

(4)  Korbin  Casper 

(5)  Katie  Sue 


B- 24  Dec  1989 
B  -  03  Nov  1991 
B- 29  Apr  1993 
B- 02  Nov  1995 
B-  17  Oct  1997 


Kelsey,  Lisa  (Casper),  Kyle,  Korbin,  Todd  Merrill,  Kiersten 


2  -  TRESS  A  CLYDENE  GARRETT  WOMACK.  I,  Tressa  Clydene  Garrett,  was  born  on  February 
22,  1940,  the  second  child  of  Clyde  Raymond  Garrett  and  Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch,  in  St.  Anthony, 
Fremont  County,  Idaho.  Justin  cowboy  boots  cost  $20.50,  a  Stetson  hat  was  $12.00.  Levis  were  about 
$2.35.  The  United  State  enacted  it's  first  peacetime  draft  law.  Because  Native  Americans  were  granted 
full  citizenship  in  1924,  they  were  expected  to  participate. 

I  enjoyed  a  very  typical  childhood  for  the  times.  We  were  able  to  visit  our  grandparents  often  and 
enjoyed  many  cousins,  aunts,  uncles  and  friends.  This  led  into  a  very  strong  family  oriented  atmosphere. 
Growing  up  in  the  aftermath  of  World  War  Two,  left  me  with  a  strong  feeling  of  patriotism  and  loyalty  to 
my  God,  country  and  family. 

I  started  elementary  school  at  Lincoln  Elementary  with  Miss  Pearl  Jones  as  my  teacher.  Elementary 
was  the  most  exciting  time  for  me  as  I  wanted  to  learn  to  read  more  than  anything.   I  had  some  excellent 
teachers,  including  Miss  Welker  and  Margaret  Costly.  Reading  is  still  my  primary  source  of 
entertainment  over  and  above  television,  movies  or  radio. 

I  was  baptized  and  confirmed  a  member  of  the  LDS  Church  on  my  8th  birthday.  Growing  up  a 
member  of  the  Church  has  given  me  faith  in  God,  self  confidence  and  taught  me  leadership. 

Our  family  encouraged  us  to  develop  our  talents,  to  be  considerate  of  others.  We  were  taught  good 
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work  ethics  as  well  as  love  for  music  and  the  arts.  We  were  taught  to  sing  and  dance  and  love  our  life. 
We  learned  to  be  gracious,  giving  and  to  be  respectful  of  others. 

My  junior  high  years  were  good,  as  were  my  high  school  years  at  South  Fremont  High  School.   I  think 
Mr  Schnurlie  (6th  grade)  finally  taught  me  discipline.  (I  was  a  very  opinionated  child.)    My  favorite 
teachers  were  Mrs.  Fuller,  Sam  Garrett,  Carl  Pendleton  and  Mr.  Webster. 

In  the  spring  of  my  sophomore  year,  1956,  (I  was  16!),  I  started  dating  Dennis  Lee  Womack,  a  senior 
at  North  Fremont  High  School  and  son  of  Royal  H.  Womack  and  Lucille  Brower,  Ashton,  Idaho.  I  fell  in 
love  with  him  right  away  and  remained  firm  in  my  commitment  to  my  love  for  him.  We  were  married  on 
October  7,  1958. 

Our  courtship  got  a  late  start,  as  my  sister  Geraldine  announced  her  engagement  to  Wendell  Merrill  in 
the  fall  of  1956.   The  newspaper  article  written  by  one  of  our  school  teachers  who  always  got  our  names 
mixed  up,  used  my  name  instead  of  Geraldine' s. 

That  spring  Dennis's  cousin,  Gary  Rasmussen,  started  dating  my  girl  friend,   MarNell  Bradley.  When 
Dennis  happened  to  asked  her  about  me,  she  told  him  what  had  happened.   He  then  asked  me  out  and  the 
rest  is  history.   I  was  in  love.   Years  later,  my  mother-in-law  told  me  a  story:  They  were  at  a  Stake 
Conference  in  St.  Anthony  and  visiting  with  my  parents,  (they  were  good  friends  of  my  mother)  and  she 
made  the  statement,  "Why  do  you  get  all  the  boys  and  we  get  all  the  girls?"  and  Royal  replied,   "Who 
knows,  maybe  you  are  raising  girls  for  my  sons." 

Our  courtship  was  destined  to  be  different  from  the  beginning.  We  went  to  movies,  dances  and 
church.   We  went  to  Sunday  dinners,  picnics  and  activities  with  our  families.   We  were  actually  growing 
up  together  and  becoming  good  friends.  Geraldine  and  Wendell  got  married  the  10th  of  March,  about  the 
time  Dennis  and  I  started  dating. 

After  graduation,  Dennis  worked  on  forest  road  construction,  then  the  Forest  Service,  helping  to  plant 
trees  and  fire  duty.   I  got  my  driver's  license  that  summer  and  Dennis  and  I  were  going  steady.   That 
summer  Dad  was  working  on  road  construction  in  Lemhi,  Idaho,  and  wanted  his  family  with  him,  so  he 
rented  a  little  two  room  cabin  there  for  us  to  live  in.   There  was  no  running  water  and  only  outdoor  toilets. 
Dad  invented  the  first  solar  shower  for  us,  using  a  50  gallon  drum  and  mounting  it  high  enough  to  get 
under  a  rig  he  had  fixed  up  with  a  spray  on  it.  The  spray  was  fixed  so  it  could  work  manually.  He  put  a 
tarp  around  it  so  we  had  some  privacy.  We  hauled  water  for  dishes  and  laundry  and  washed  clothes  with 
the  old  Maytag  that  had  a  wringer  on  it.  We  heated  the  water  on  a  wood  stove. 

The  area  is  rich  in  history,  being  right  in  the  middle  of  Sacajawea  country.   The  fishing  was  great. 
We  were  on  the  bank  of  the  Lemhi  River  and  the  scenery  was  breathtaking.   I  could  see  none  of  this  then, 
as  I  didn't  want  to  be  there.   I  wanted  to  be  home  to  continue  my  courtship,  so  I  set  out  to  make  things 
miserable.   I  did  make  some  friends  and  even  went  to  church  girls  camp,  with  the  girls  from  the  Branch 
and  the  girls  from  the  Salmon  Stake. 

It  was  after  I  wrote  a  really  mean  letter  and  Dad  accidently  found  it,  that  I  realized  how  hard  it  was 
for  him.  With  Geraldine  gone  too  soon  from  the  nest,  he  knew  I  too  would  soon  be  gone.  It  was  the  first 
time  I  ever  saw  him  cry.   I  vowed  then  to  be  good  and  enjoy  the  time  I  had  left  with  my  family.   Dennis 
and  I  courted  mostly  by  mail  but  did  get  to  see  each  other  periodically,  when  we  went  to  St  Anthony  to 
take  care  of  business  and  the  house  and  get  supplies.   Looking  back,  I  can  see  that  it  was  a  good  summer 
for  me  to  do  some  badly  needed  growing  up. 

My  junior  year  began  that  fall  and  by  November,  Dennis,  having  found  no  permanent  work  and  being 
in  the  National  Guard,  volunteered  for  six  months  active  duty.   He  was  sent  to  basic  training  at  Fort  Ord, 
California.  He  was  very  good  about  writing  and  keeping  in  touch,  and  was  able  to  take  leave  for 
Christmas.  He  went  to  my  dad  and  asked  him  for  my  hand  in  marriage,  (after  presenting  me  with  an 
engagement  ring,)  and  poor  us,  Dad  said  he  thought  I  was  too  young  and  asked  us  to  wait  a  year.   I  think 
Dad  was  afraid  I  would  elope  also.   I  kept  the  ring  hidden,  but  I  think  Mom  and  Dad  knew  I  had  kept  the 
ring. 

It  was  still  a  lovely  holiday  and  we  spent  quality  time  with  family  and  friends  before  he  went  to  his 
new  assignment  at  Fort  Leonardwood,  Missouri.   He  was  still  good  about  writing  and  sending  pictures  of 
him  and  his  buddies  as  well  as  pictures  of  that  area. 
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Dennis  came  home  in  May.  Would  we  really  have  a  whole  summer  together?  Dennis  was  home  only 
a  few  weeks  and  had  to  attend  two  weeks  at  National  Guard  Camp  in  Boise.   A  week  after  he  left  for 
camp,  Grandma  Garrett  asked  me  to  take  her  place  and  go  to  California  for  two  weeks  to  help  Uncle 
Tharon  and  Aunt  Marge  and  Becky  when  the  new  baby  arrived.    (The  baby  was  Larry).   I  think  this  was 
the  summer  Grandma  broke  her  leg.  I  agreed,  even  though  I  knew  Dennis  would  be  back  in  a  week. 
After  all  I  was  grown  up,  right?  Wrong!!  I  was  seventeen  years  old  and  going  out  of  the  state  by  myself, 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  What  an  adventure!! 

I  got  on  that  bus  for  Monterey  Park,  California,  and  just  knew  everything  was  okay.   I  started  a  diary 
and  kept  a  daily  log  of  my  trip.   I  was  friendly  with  my  fellow  passengers,  especially  the  ones  my  age. 
We  had  a  lot  to  talk  about  and  I  enjoyed  the  companionship.   I  arrived  in  Monterey  and  discovered  my 
ticket  had  been  made  out  incorrectly  and  I  should  have  been  at  the  Los  Angeles  terminal.   Uncle  Tharon 
thought  I  had  been  kidnapped  and  of  course  the  family  was  very  worried.   I  was  terrified  and  in  tears  and 
didn't  know  what  to  do.  The  Greyhound  people  were  very  helpful  in  calming  me  down  and  contacting 
Tharon  and  getting  me  on  the  right  bus.   I  had  never  been  so  happy  to  see  a  family  member  in  my  life. 

Looking  back,  I'm  not  sure  how  much  help  I  was  with  Becky  and  the  new  baby,  since  my  California 
cousins  and  aunts  and  uncles  took  me  to  movies,  Disneyland,  Knotts  Berry  Farm,  Marineland  and  the 
beach.  I  did  have  a  good  time  and  was  anxious  to  share  that  with  Dennis.   Larry  was  about  two  weeks  old 
when  Tharon  and  Marge  decided  to  surprise  the  family  and  bring  me  home  instead  of  sending  me  back  on 
the  bus.   The  only  drawback  being,  the  car  was  being  worked  on  and  our  departure  would  be  delayed  a 
few  days.  Those  days  turned  into  a  week  and  we  were  finally  ready  to  leave.  Then  the  car  broke  down 
just  out  of  Las  Vegas  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and  I  spent  two  more  days  there,  waiting  for  the  car  to  be 
fixed,  then  headed  for  home.   We  spent  a  couple  of  nights  with  Marge's  father  and  his  wife  and  her 
brother  and  family  on  the  way.   I  remember  Uncle  Tharon  was  teasing  me  as  we  got  closer  to  home  .  The 
closer  we  got  to  home  the  slower  he  would  drive.   I  was  about  insane  when  we  drove  into  St.  Anthony  at 
25  miles  per  hour.   It  was  Sunday  evening  and  all  the  family  was  at  Sacrament  Meeting,  so  I  went  to  the 
church,  but  sat  out  on  the  steps.   Now  who  should  drive  by  but  Dennis!!   It  was  so  good  to  see  him  and  we 
were  able  to  visit  for  a  while  before  church  let  out.   It  was  such  a  surprise  since  he  didn't  know  when  I 
was  coming.   He  was  just  dragging  main  street. 

Not  long  after  I  got  back  from  California,  Dennis  went  to  Seattle,  Washington,  where  his  cousin,  Gene 
Womack,  was  living,  to  look  for  work.   He  was  there  about  two  months  and  not  finding  work  returned  to 
Ashton.   He  worked  on  various  farm  jobs  and  then  went  to  Blackfoot,  Idaho,  to  help  his  Grandfather 
Womack  harvest  wheat.   (We  were  still  secretly  engaged  and  up  to  this  time  I  had  been  pretty  good  about 
being  faithful  to  him.)  Dennis  was  really  good  about  keeping  in  touch  and  would  call  if  he  were  coming 
home.  I  remember  one  weekend  in  particular,  he  had  not  called  and  there  was  a  good  band  playing  at 
Ricks  College.   Now  I  would  rather  dance  than  eat  and  I  wanted  to  go  really  bad.  Jerry  Berg  (a  friend), 
had  just  had  a  fight  with  his  girl  friend  and  she  was  going  with  some  of  the  girls.  We  talked  and  decided  to 
go  together  with  the  stipulation  that  if  Dennis  came,  I  would  go  home  with  him  and  if  he  and  Maureen 
made  up,  he  would  take  her  home.  We  agreed  and  I  told  Mom  to  just  tell  Dennis  I  had  gone  to  a  dance, 
if  he  called  or  came  home.  Well,  when  he  showed  up  at  the  door,  Mom  felt  she  would  be  lying  by 
omission,  so  she  told  him  I  had  gone  with  Jerry.  Well,  needless  to  say,  a  very  angry  young  man  showed 
up  at  the  dance.   He  danced  one  dance  with  me,  reminded  me  we  were  engaged  and  it  was  not  right,  he'd 
not  share  me  with  anyone.   It  was  up  to  me.   He  left  me  standing  there  and  walked  away.  Jerry  made  up 
with  Maureen,  took  her  home  and  I  went  home  with  the  girls.   Next  day  I  called,  apologized  and  we  made 
up.  It  was  our  first  big  fight.  I  had  learned  my  first  big  lesson  about  commitment,  so  when  I  wanted  to  go 
anywhere  like  that,  I  would  ask  a  cousin,  go  with  the  girls  or  stay  home.   It  was  hard,  but  part  of  the 
growing  up  process. 

When  the  harvest  was  over,  Dennis  came  home,  but  full  time  work  was  just  not  there,  or  he  could 
have  gone  back  to  work  on  the  farms  or  in  the  potato  cellars  for  the  winter. 

The  Army  was  doing  some  major  recruiting  at  that  time.   For  three  years  of  your  time,  the  Army 
would  train  you  in  the  field  of  your  choice.   In  November,  after  much  soul  searching,  he  decided  to  enlist. 
Having  completed  his  basic  training  the  previous  year,  he  was  sent  to  Fort  Carson,  Colorado  for  a 
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refresher.   He  was  granted  Christmas  leave  before  assignment  to  Radar  School  at  Fort  Monmouth,  New 
Jersey.   Dennis  went  to  my  father  and  asked  for  my  hand  in  marriage.  This  time  Dad  agreed  .  We  must 
have  done  something  right  by  now.   Our  time  was  very  limited,  but  we  were  engaged  and  planning  a  fall 
wedding  after  my  graduation,  again  by  mail.   Dennis'  family  continued  to  include  me  in  many  family 
functions  I  would  have  otherwise  missed  and  I  learned  to  love  them  all  very  much. 

My  senior  year  of  school  was  long  but  I  was  committed.   After  graduation  I  worked  a  summer  at  West 
Yellowstone  and  prepared  for  the  wedding.  There  was  time  after  the  park  season  to  put  our  plans  into 
action  and  really  get  the  wedding  underway. 

Dennis  was  still  in  the  Army  and  had  completed  his  radar  school.   He  took  leave  for  the  wedding 
before  going  to  White  Sands  Missile  Range  for  re-assignment.   We  were  married  in  the  Logan  temple, 
October  7,  1958.   After  the  wedding  and  the  reception,  he  was  going  to  go  ahead  of  me  and  find  a  place  to 
live,  then  send  for  me.   At  the  last  minute,  I  decided  I  couldn't  live  apart  for  any  length  of  time,  so  we 
hurriedly  packed  our  things  in  the  car  and  took  our  chances.  We  were  finally  married  and  on  our  way  to 
the  rest  of  our  lives. 

Dennis  was  re-assigned  to  Northern  Oscura  Peak  Radar  Site,  near  Carizozo,  New  Mexico,  where  we 
found  an  apartment.  We  were  there  for  almost  two  years.  Our  living  arrangements  improved,  thank 
heavens,  before  Jerry  Allen  Womack  was  born  on  March  22,  1960.   Shortly  after  Jerry  was  born  and  his 
enlistment  was  almost  over,  Dennis  re-enlisted  for  Germany.  We  went  back  to  Idaho  where  I  waited  for 
housing  to  be  available.  We  were  separated  again,  but  I  worked  and  got  my  own  apartment  when  I  found 
out  it  would  be  sometime  before  I  could  join  him.   Mom  and  Dad  were  very  supportive  at  this  time,  as 
were  Mother  and  Dad  Womack.  When  I  finally  got  orders  for  Germany,  Jerry  was  a  year  ord.   I  arrived 
in  Germany  in  April  of  1961.   We  were  there  for  two  years  where  Kathryn,  "Kathy",  was  born  on  May  1, 
1963.  She  was  just  a  few  months  old  when  we  returned  to  the  States,  in  August  of  1963,  where  Dennis 
was  discharged. 

We  settled  in  Tremonton,  Utah,  and  were  there  for  almost  two  years.   It  was  nice  living  close  to  his 
parents  and  family  after  being  gone  so  long.   Dennis'  folks  moved  to  Garland,  Utah  shortly  after  we  were 
married.  Dennis  worked  for  Russ  Electric.  Our  daughter,  Carol,  was  born  June  5,  1965.   Due  to  low 
wages  and  our  growing  family,  Dennis  located  work  in  Green  River,  Utah,  in  December  of  1965  at  the 
missile  base  for  AVCO  Corp.  From  there,  they  were  testing  the  Athena  and  Pershing  Missiles  and  Dennis' 
radar  experience  in  the  Army  was  put  to  work.  We  remained  in  Green  River  until  September  1969,  when 
AVCO  lost  their  contract.   Dennis  remained  working  for  the  company  but  accepted  a  transfer  to  another 
site  near  Carolina  Beach,  North  Carolina.  Government  cut  backs,  just  a  few  weeks  later,  forced  another 
transfer  to  the  home  office  in  Cincinnati,  Ohio.  The  Mid-East  was  too  far  from  home,  cold  and 
unfriendly,  so  in  January  1970,  we  moved  to  Grants,  New  Mexico.   Dennis  worked  as  an  electrician  for 
Anaconda  Corporation  and  I  began  working  full  time  for  Pacific  Finance  Company  as  a  clerk.   At  this 
time,  we  needed  a  breather.   All  those  moves  in  so  short  a  time  were  not  only  hard  on  the  finances,  but  on 
the  children,  too.   We  remained  in  Grants  until  August  of  1972,  when  we  returned  to  Green  River,  Utah, 
bought  us  a  home  and  Dennis  returned  to  work  for  AVCO  at  the  missile  base.   The  kids,  in  school,  were 
now  ages  12,  10  and  8.   I  worked  as  a  waitress,  office  clerk,  motel  maid  and  whatever  was  available  to 
supplement  our  income. 

In  the  fall  of  1973,  the  missile  base  closed  permanently.   We  chose  to  remain  in  Green  River  and  not 
accept  a  transfer  as  we  had  done  before.   By  this  time,  our  children  were  growing  up  in  a  good 
atmosphere,  with  good  schools  and  teachers  and  were  active  in  Church  and  Scouting.  We  wanted  to  put 
our  roots  here.  Dennis  tested  for  and  received  his  Master  Electrician  and  Utah  State  Contractors  License. 
With  enough  electrical  work  to  keep  us  busy,  we  set  up  Green  River  Electric  and  remained  in  business 
until  1976. 

About  1973,  Dennis  began  contracting  at  the  Shootaring  Canyon  Uranium  mine,  about  100  miles 
away,  and  in  1976,  he  went  to  work  for  Plateau  Resources  as  an  electrical  supervisor.   By  then, 
contracting  had  come  to  the  point  that  we  could  no  longer  stay  open  just  as  a  Mom  and  Pop  operation.  For 
three  years  he  had  been  commuting  and  coming  home  weekends.  Jerry  graduated  from  Green  River  High 
School  in  1978  and  left  for  the  Atlanta,  Georgia  Mission  in  the  early  spring  of  1979.  In  1979,  our  friend, 
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Roy  May's,  dream  became  a  reality  and  Ticaboo  became  the  newest  planned  community  in  Utah.  We 
purchased  a  mobile  home  and  became  modern  day  pioneers.   Dennis  worked  at  the  mine  and  I  accepted  a 
secretarial  position  there.   High  school  was  set  up  by  the  county,  and  with  Carol  as  a  freshman  and  Kathy 
a  junior,  they  started  the  first  school  year  in  Ticaboo  with  about  25  other  students,  Kindergarten  through 
the  12th  grade.   There  was  one  senior. 

The  rise  and  fall  of  Ticaboo  followed  the  price  of  uranium  for  nine  years,  from  about  500  residents  to 
about  18  now.  The  mine  closed  for  good  in  1985.  Ticaboo  is  located  about  12  miles  north  of  Bullfrog 
Marina,  Lake  Powell,  Utah,  where  I  worked  from  July,  1985,  until  October  31,  1995  (I'm  retiring).  I 
worked  at  the  Gift  Shop,  Accounting,  Purchasing  and  the  Boat  Shop.   Dennis  still  works  for  Plateau 
Resources,  under  new  owners,  U.S.  Energy.   He  become  a  jack  of  all  trades  throughout  the  past  few  years 
and  wears  many  hats,  from  heavy  equipment  operator  to  grounds  keeper.   With  no  commercial  power,  he 
has  been  maintaining  generators  at  the  mine,  mill,  and  townsite  for  twenty  years  and,  on  his  own,  the 
television  translators  at  the  very  top  of  the  Henry  Mountains  which  serves  Ticaboo  and  all  of  North  Lake 
Powell  with  the  Salt  Lake  network  channels. 

As  of  now,  November  30,  1995,  we  have  1 1  grandchildren  with  another  due  in  June.  Jerry  and  his 
wife,  Tracy,  are  in  Cedar  City,  Utah.  Jerry  is  a  policeman  for  the  city  and  Tracy  runs  a  good  day  care 
from  their  home.   They  have  5  children,  2  boys  and  3  girls.   Zade  is  1 1 ,  Dane  is  10,  Zoie  is  7,  Sage  is  5 
and  little  Mazie  is  19  months.   Kathy  and  her  husband  Randy  Arnold  are  buying  our  home  in  Green  River, 
Utah.   Randy  is  a  boiler  maker  (welder)  and  has  his  own  welding  business  on  the  side.  They  have  four 
children;  Rusty  is  now  14  and  our  oldest  grandchild,  Sammy  is  9,  Marvin  is  5,  and  Nikki  is  4.   Randy  has 
2  daughters  by  a  previous  marriage.   Adrian  is  in  Michigan  and  Kelly  is  in  Salt  Lake.   Carol  and  her 
husband,  Kevin  Corey,  live  in  Bullfrog  Marina,  Lake  Powell,  Utah,  where  Kevin  is  manager  at  the  Lodge. 
They  have  four  children:  Tressa  is  9,  Breanna  is  5,  and  Crissy  is  3.  Their  youngest,  Chelsea,  was  born  the 
25th  of  June,  1996. 

Our  girls  are  excellent  homemakers,  wives  and  mothers.    Jerry  is  a  leader,  a  wonderful  father,  artist 
and  a  good  example  to  us  all.  We  have  lovely  children  and  grandchildren  of  whom  we  are  very  proud. 
They  continue  to  live  lives  as  they  were  taught  by  parents  and  grandparents. 

I  believe  that,  long  ago  in  that  other  world,  we  were  all  sweet  spirits,  putting  our  heads  together, 
planning  for  the  future  and  making  choices  before  leaving  the  fold,  seeing  before  us,  the  many,  many 
young  couples,  anticipating  the  arrival  of  tiny  infants,  one  by  one.  There  before  us,  was  a  couple,  just 
apart  from  the  rest,  their  love  for  each  other  creating  a  glow  about  them.  This  couple  was  looking  to  the 
future,  with  so  much  to  give  each  child  in  their  own  way.   One  by  one  our  spirits  chose  the  ones,  just  apart 
from  all  the  rest,  knowing  they  would  meet  again  as  brothers  and  sisters  to  share  that  special  bond  known 
as  family.  I  want  to  thank  our  families  for  the  courage  and  love  they  have  shown  and  by  example,  given 
us  all  that  we  would  need  when  it  was  time  for  us  to  be  leaders.   I  wrote  a  poem  for  my  sisters  and 
brother  several  years  ago  that  takes  me  back  to  the  days  we  were  children,  choosing  our  destiny,  that  I 
would  like  to  share  with  everyone. 


Who  are  the  children  of  Christmas  past? 
heads  together,  giggles  and  laughter. 
Secrets  told  to  each  other. 
Hearts  aglow,  planning  and  sharing, 
hiding  presents,  plotting,  dreaming. 


Where  are  the  children  of  Christmas  past? 
Suspense  building,  planning,  waiting, 
singing  carols,  leading,  growing. 
Once  so  close,  loving,  leaving, 
Starting  fresh,  new  beginnings. 


We  are  the  children  of  Christmas  past.     Dennis  and  I  are  making  plans  for  yet  another  step  in  our  destiny. 
In  the  near  future,  we  are  building  on  our  land  at  Apple  Valley,  near  Hurricane,  Utah.  There  we  hope  to 
find  work  and  continue  with  our  plans  and  goals. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jerry  Allen  Womack 

(2)  Kathryn 

(3)  Carol  Ann 


B  -  22  Mar  1960 
B-01  May  1963 
B-05Jun  1965 


M  -  16  Nov  1984  to  Tracy  Lee  Orme 
M  -  07  Dec  1988  to  Randy  Joseph  Arnold 
M  -  26  Sep  1992  to  Kevin  Lee  Corey 
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Center  of  picture:  Dennis  and  Clydene  Womack 

Left  Top:  (Womack's)  Jerry,  Tracy,  Zade,  Dane,  Zoie,  Sage,  Mazi 

Left  Bottom:  (Corey's)  Kevin,  Carol,  Chrissy,  Chelsea,  Tressa,  Brianna 

Right  Top:  (Arnold's)  Randy,  Kathy,  Rusty,  Sammy,  Nikki,  Marvin 

Editor's  Note:  Clydene  asked  that  this  family  cartoon  be  used  in  place 

of  a  traditional  family  picture,  saying  "we  don't  have  a  family  portrait  that  I  cherish 

any  more  than  this  gift  from  our  talented  son  Jerry...  He's  caught  us  at  our  'best'." 
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1  -  Jerry  Allen  Womack.  Jerry  Allen  Womack  was  born  the  22nd  of  March,  1960,  at  Carrizozo, 
Lincoln  County,  New  Mexico.  His  father  was  in  the  Army  and  assigned  to  North  Oscura  Peak  Radar 
Sight,  near  Carrizozo,  New  Mexico.  Shortly  after  he  was  born,  his  father  re-enlisted  in  the  Army  for 
duty  in  Germany.   He  was  assigned  to  an  Army  base  in  Munich,  Germany.  His  mother,  Clydene,  and 
Jerry  went  to  St.  Anthony  and  lived  with  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Garrett  and  Grandpa  Royal  and 
Grandma  Lucille  Womack  who  lived  in  Ashton,  until  his  mother  found  work  in  St  Anthony  and  they 
had  their  own  apartment.   His  mother  went  to  beauty  school  on  a  scholarship,  until  they  were  ready  to 
go  to  Germany. 

They  were  finally  able  to  go  to  Germany  and  arrived  in  April  1961 .  They  lived  in  Germany  two 
years  and  returned  home  in  August.   While  living  in  Germany,  his  sister,  Kathryn,  (Kathy)  was  born. 
She  is  a  citizen  of  Germany  as  well  as  of  the  United  States.   After  they  returned  home,  they  lived  in 
Tremonton  for  a  couple  of  years. 

While  living  in  Tremonton,  his  sister,  Carol,  was  born.  His  dad  needed  a  better  paying  job  and 
found  work  in  Green  River,  Utah.  He  worked  at  a  Missile  sight  for  a  company  called  AVCO  Corp. 
While  living  in  Green  River,  Utah,  Jerry  attended  all  12  years  of  school. 

After  Jerry  served  a  mission  for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latterday  Saints  in  the  Georgia 
Mission,  he  married  Tracy  Lee  Orme  on  the  16th  of  November,  1984,  in  the  Jordan  River  Temple,  at 
Jordan  River,  Salt  Lake  County,  Utah.   Ezra  Taft  Benson  was  attending  the  temple  that  day  and  came 
out  of  the  temple  while  we  were  all  standing  around  visiting.   Elder  Benson  made  an  effort  to  shake 
hands  with  the  newlywed's  and  talked  with  them  and  shook  hands  with  a  few  of  the  others  standing 
close  by. 

Jerry  has  served  in  many  capacities,  one  being  first  counselor  in  the  Young  Men's  Presidency  and 
he  is  now  serving  as  second  counselor  in  the  Elders  Quorum  Presidency. 

He  coached  Zade's  Little  League  Flag  Football  Team  last  fall.   He  is  teaching  the  D.A.R.E. 
program  at  the  local  elementary  school  along  with  his  regular  duties  as  a  police  officer.  When  he  first 
started,  he  was  on  regular  patrol  detail.    He  now  works  on  traffic  detail.   On  this  job  he  won't  have  to 
work  the  late  night  shift  any  more  and  will  have  most  weekends  and  holidays  off.   He  likes  the  job 
because  it  will  give  him  more  time  to  be  with  his  family.   He  likes  his  job  but  has  had  a  few  scary 
times. 

Tracy  Lee  Orme,  wife  of  Jerry  Allen  Womack.  Tracy  was  born  the  5th  of  October,  1965,  in 
Murray,  Salt  Lake  County,  Utah,  the  daughter  of  Terry  Harvey  Orme  and  Barbara  Lee  Roberts. 

Jerry  writes,  "Tracy  always  keeps  busy.  She  opened  a  daycare  center  in  their  home.  Jerry  says 
she  has  a  billion  kids  all  over  the  house.   That's  the  only  way  I  can  describe  it.   Since  we  moved  into 
our  house  it  has  been  a  no-stop.  Right  now  she  is  Young  Women's  President  in  our  ward.   She  takes 
her  responsibilities  very  seriously.   She  went  to  Girls  Camp  mis  past  summer  and  Mazie  was  only  two 
months  old.   I  went  to  the  Girls  Camp  testimony  meeting  on  the  last  night  of  camp  and  it  was  like  a 
devotional  to  Tracy.  Those  girls  really  love  her  and  she  loves  them  in  return.  She  is  a  good  example 
to  them  and  that  is  what  they  need.   Tracy  is  taking  classes  towards  her  CCA  (Childs  Care  Associate). 
Tracy  is  a  devoted  wife  and  mother.   She  runs  from  one  event  to  the  next  with  no  complaint." 

CHILDREN: 

(l)ZadeJ.  B- 16  Dec  1985 

(2)  Dane  Able  B  -  19  Nov  1986 

(3)  Zoie  M'Kel  B  -  16  Apr  1989 

(4)  Sage  M'Kenzie  B  -  01  Apr  1991 

(5)  Mazi  Marcel  B  -  06  Apr  1995 

(6)  Tate  Mc'Kena  B  -  22  May  1997 

Family  Picture:  See  cartoon  above. 
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1  -  Zade  "J"  is  1 1  years  old  and  is  Jerry  and  Tracy's  first  child.   He  was  born  the  16th  of 
December,  1985,  at  Cedar  City,  Iron  County,  Utah.   He  has  red  hair,  loves  sports  and  wrestling. 
He  has  won  1st,  2nd  and  3rd  place  in  many  of  his  matches.  Last  year,  he  took  3rd  place  in  the 
entire  state  for  his  weight  division.   He  takes  piano  lessons  and  has  played  in  several  recitals. 
Zade  is  a  Cub  Scout,  is  a  good  boy  and  loves  his  parents  and  brother  and  sisters  and  is  a  lot  of 
help  to  his  mother. 

2  -  Dane  Abel  is  10  years  old.   He  was  born  on  the  19th  of  November,  1986,  at  Cedar  City,  Iron 
County,  Utah,  the  second  child  of  Jerry  and  Tracy.  He  is  a  Cub  Scout.  He  and  his  brother  enjoy 
their  scouting  together  very  much.   They  have  advanced  right  along  in  the  program.   Dane  takes 
piano  lessons  and  has  had  some  recitals,  also.   He  and  his  brother  are  doing  very  well.   Dane 
loves  to  wrestle.   Their  father  taught  them  to  wrestle  when  they  were  little  ones.   Their  father  was 
also  a  wrestler  in  high  school.   Dane  has  won  a  gold  medal  in  the  Utah  summer  games  for  power 
tumbling  (Gymnastics).   He  is  a  great  help  to  his  mother,  too.   Dade  and  Zane  are  great  friends; 
they  love  their  brother  and  sisters. 

3  -  Zoie  M'Kel  is  7  years  old  and  was  born  the  16th  of  April,  1989,  at  Cedar  City,  Utah.  Zoi  is 
the  first  girl  born  to  Jerry  and  Tracy.  She  is  in  the  second  grade.  She  is  a  smart  little  girl  and 
reads  to  the  family  every  night.   She  loves  to  dance  and  is  taking  dancing  lessons.   She  is  a  loving 
sister  and  loves  to  take  care  of  the  baby,  Mazie.   They  all  love  to  have  her  around. 

4  -  Sage  M'Kenzie  is  4  years  old  and  was  born  April  1,  1991.  She  is  quite  a  racer.-  This 
summer  she  out  ran  her  brothers  and  her  older  sister  when  they  were  racing  out  in  the  their 
backyard.   Her  brother  nicknamed  her  Flo-Jo,  a  few  years  ago,  and  her  nickname  has  stuck.   She 
loves  her  family  very  much.   She  is  taking  dancing  lessons.   She  is  the  spark  of  the  family  and 
always  keep  things  fired  up. 

5  -  Mazi  Marcel,  their  fifth  child,  was  born  the  6th  of  April,  1995.   She  is  a  delight  to  the  family 
and  so  much  fun.  Jerry  says  "she  is  well  behaved  and  beautiful  with  red  hair  and  blue  eyes.  Her 
smile  is  contagious.   Everyone  remarks  about  how  small  she  is.  The  doctor  calls  her  "Itsie 
Bitsie" .   She  has  learned  to  crawl  and  gets  into  lots  of  mischief. 

6  -  Tate  Mc'Kena,  their  sixth  child,  was  born  the  22nd  of  May,  1997. 


2  -  Kathyrn  Womack  Arnold.   My  life  started  in  Munich,  Germany,  on  May  1st,  1963.   I  was 
greeted  by  my  loving  parents,  Dennis  and  Clydene  Garrett  Womack  and  my  older  brother,  Jerry,  who 
was  three  years  old  (He  was  born  in  Carrizozo,  New  Mexico). 

My  father  was  in  the  United  States  Army.  We  didn't  live  in  Germany  very  long  after  I  was  born. 
I  was  3  months  old  when  my  father  was  discharged  from  the  service  and  we  moved  to  Tremonton, 
Utah.  Dad  got  a  job  with  Russ  Electric.  We  lived  close  to  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Royal  and  Lucille 
Brower  Womack.   We  liked  living  close  to  them. 

On  June  5,  1965,  my  little  sister,  Carol  Ann,  was  born.   Shortly  after  that,  Dad  got  a  job  working 
for  a  company  called  Avco,  who  contracted  for  the  Army.   Avco  moved  us  to  Green  River,  Utah, 
where  Dad  worked  at  the  missile  base.   Avco  transferred  us  to  many  different  places,  from  Green 
River  to  Carolina  Beach,  North  Carolina,  to  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  and  later  to  Grants,  New  Mexico, 
where  we  lived  for  2  years.   Avco  lost  their  contract  with  the  Government  so  we  moved  back  to  Green 
River,  Utah,  in  1972,  where  Dad  became  an  electrician. 

I  was  in  the  4th  grade  and  most  of  my  friends  from  school  were  still  there,  so  I  settled  in  putting 
down  my  roots.   Life  in  Green  River  may  seem  boring  to  some,  but  not  to  me.   I  loved  to  grow  up  in 
such  a  cute  little  town.  I  enjoyed  hiking,  swimming,  climbing,  helping  Dad  in  the  garden,  and  going 
to  the  K.O. A.  to  play  air  hockey.   At  night,  we  played  Hide  and  Seek,  Blind  Man's  Bluff  and  other 
night  games  under  the  street  lights.  I  took  several  baby  sitting  jobs  and,  during  the  summers  and  on 
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weekends,  I  worked  at  several  of  the  restaurants  and  fast  food  places.  I  was  never  very  popular,  but  I 
had  lot  of  real  good  friends,  adults  and  children. 

During  my  junior  year  in  1980,  my  parents  decided  to  move  to  a  newly  built  town  called  Ticaboo. 
Dad  had  been  working  at  the  mine  near  there  as  an  electrician.  Jerry  had  left  for  the  Atlanta  Georgia 
Mission  in  the  spring  of  1979.  I  worried  how  he  would  feel  about  us  moving,  but  he  took  it  very  well. 
I  didn't  want  to  move  but  Dad  had  been  working  at  a  mine  near  there  for  a  few  years,  coming  home 
on  the  weekends,  and  Mom  needed  us  to  be  together  again,  so  we  loaded  up  and  moved  to  Ticaboo. 

Ticaboo  was  a  very  small  place.  It  was  more  like  a  trailer  court,  with  a  motel,  store  and 
restaurant.   The  school  was  four  trailers  put  together.  We  had  21  students  from  kindergarten  to  the 
12th  grade.   It  was  hard  at  first,  but  I  soon  learned  to  love  the  beauty  of  the  desert  and  Lake  Powell. 
Bullfrog  Marina  was  only  12  miles  away,  so  we  did  a  lot  of  swimming  and  water  sports.   I  worked  at 
the  restaurant  at  Bull  Frog  and  the  shipyard  (boat  storage  and  store)  just  out  of  Ticaboo. 

In  May  1981 ,  along  with  two  other  students,  I  graduated  from  Ticaboo  High  School.  During  the 
next  year,  I  worked  cleaning  trailers  and  motel  rooms,  waitressing  at  the  Ticaboo  Restaurant  and 
cashiering  at  the  grocery  store.   I  also  spent  a  lot  of  time  at  the  Lake. 

On  May  1st,  1982  (my  birthday),  my  life  took  a  big  turn.   I  had  a  baby,  a  cute  little  red  headed 
boy  named  Rusty,  who  weighted  6  lbs  10  oz.   I  was  still  single  and  scared.   Mom  and  Dad  were  very 
supportive  during  the  whole  pregnancy,  and  were  with  me  when  he  was  born.  We  became  very  close. 
Rusty  and  I  lived  in  Ticaboo  until  he  was  18  months  old.   Mom  and  Dad  were  great.   I  never  would 
have  made  it  without  them.   I  can  truly  say  I  have  the  best  parents  in  the  world. 

When  Rusty  was  18  months  old,  I  decided  to  move  to  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   I  knew  I  had  to  make 
a  life  for  us  and  make  my  own  way.   Life  in  Salt  Lake  was  quite  a  trial.   Being  a  single  parent  is  very 
hard.   Mom  and  Dad  continued  to  support  us  through  their  love,  and  when  I  was  broke  they  helped  us 
there  also.  I  worked  at  a  few  places,  made  new  friends,  and  enjoyed  my  life  as  a  mommy.   Rusty  was 
such  a  joy.   We  had  a  lot  of  fun  together. 

In  May  of  1985,  I  met  Randy  Arnold  through  a  blind  date.   I  fell  in  love  on  the  first  date.   I  finally 
roped  him  in  on  December  7th,  1988.   Randy  has  two  daughters  from  previous  marriages;  Adrianne, 
who  was  15  years  old  and  lived  in  Michigan  with  her  mother,  and  Kelly,  who  was  5  years  old  and 
lived  in  Salt  Lake  City  with  her  mother.   She  was  able  to  spend  many  week  ends  with  us.   She  has  red 
hair  and  blue  eyes  like  Rusty.   They  look  like  brother  and  sister.   Kelly  was  such  a  sweet,  cute  girl.  I 
fell  in  love  with  her  right  away  and  consider  her  to  be  one  of  my  own.   We  went  on  family  outings  to 
the  park,  to  the  fair,  and  to  Lionel  Play  World.  A  lot  of  time  we  just  hung  around  the  house  and  spent 
time  together.  Kelly  was  very  good  with  Rusty.   Randy's  job  takes  him  out  of  town  a  lot.  He  is  a 
boiler  maker  (welder),  so  the  time  we  spend  together  is  special. 

On  July  13,  1987,  we  had  a  new  addition  to  our  family,  Samantha  Jean.   She  only  weighed  5  lbs 
and  she  had  beautiful  brown  eyes  and  lots  of  brown  hair.  She  was  so  tiny  and  sweet.   She  won  our 
hearts.  Shortly  after  Sammy  was  born,  we  learned  Rusty  had  autism.  It  was  really  hard  at  first.  We 
have  been  able  to  have  him  in  some  wonderful  programs.   With  research  and  training,  and  love  from 
family  and  friends,  we  have  made  it  through  the  hard  parts,  although  it  will  always  be  a  challenge. 
Having  Sammy  was  the  best  thing  we  could  have  done  for  Rusty.   Autistic  children  often  withdraw 
into  their  own  little  world  and  resist  letting  others  in,  but  Sammy  did  not  know  this  and  was  always 
around  him,  and  in  her  own  little  way,  kept  him  in  touch  with  the  world  and  his  family.   Rusty 
continues  to  make  remarkable  progress  and  Sammy  has  brought  happiness  to  us  all. 

In  April  of  1989,  we  flew  to  Michigan  to  meet  Randy's  parents  and  family.  It  was  quite  an 
experience.   I  hadn't  flown  since  I  was  three  months  old  and  the  kids  had  never  flown  before.  It  was 
a  lot  of  fun.   His  mom  and  dad,  brothers  and  sisters,  and  his  daughter,  Adrianne,  are  all  very  special 
people.   Adrianne  and  Sammy  hit  it  off  real  well.  Adriane  is  a  beautiful  young  lady.   Sammy  looks  a 
lot  like  her.  We  all  had  a  lot  of  fun  in  Michigan  and  it  is  a  beautiful  place  to  visit. 

On  July  22,  1991 ,  we  had  another  addition  to  our  family,  Marvin  Lee,  who  weighed  in  at  6  lbs  & 
7  oz.  and  had  such  beautiful  blue  eyes.  He  was  a  big  hit  with  the  whole  family.  Kelly  and  Sammy 
turned  into  instant  mommy s  and  Rusty  loved  having  a  baby  in  the  house. 

When  Marvin  was  four  months  old,  I  had  my  dreams  come  true.  We  had  a  chance  to  move  to 
Green  River.  Mom  and  Dad  decided  to  sell  the  house  (they  had  rented  it  ever  since  we  had  moved  to 
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Ticaboo).   I  got  my  house  back  and  found  my  roots.   Randy  liked  the  idea  of  moving  to  a  small  town. 
The  kids  were  real  happy  and  they  fit  in  right  away.   The  only  bad  thing  was  that  we  couldn't  bring 
Kelly  with  us,  but  we  try  and  see  her  as  often  as  possible. 

Sammy  started  pre-school  and  we  were  able  to  put  Rusty  in  a  Special  Education  class.   Being  here 
in  this  small  town  atmosphere  was  the  best  tiling  we  could  have  done  for  him.   When  Marvin  was  8 
months  old,  we  found  we  were  going  to  have  another  baby.  We  were  surprised  and  excited,  and  on 
December  2nd,  1992,  we  welcomed  Nicole  Rae.  She  weighed  6  pounds  2  oz.  and,  like  Sammy,  she 
had  brown  eyes  and  brown  hair.   It  was  the  best  Christmas  ever.   Marvin  wasn't  too  sure  about  giving 
up  his  spot  as  the  baby,  but  Rusty,  Sammy,  and  Kelly  were  a  lot  of  help  and  loved  their  new  little 
sister.  I  never  imagined  I  would  have  four  children,  plus  two  step  children.  I  feel  really  lucky  to  have 
such  beautiful  and  healthy  children.   God  has  truly  blessed  us  with  the  greatest  joys  in  life. 

Now  here  we  are,  living  in  this  cute  little  town  of  Green  River.   The  kids  and  we  are  happy  here. 
We  spend  time  camping,  fishing,  picnicking,  and  enjoying  the  beautiful  scenery.   There  is  a  lot  to  see. 

Randy  is  still  working  for  the  Boiler  Makers  and  is  still  out  of  town  a  lot.   At  this  time,  he  is 
working  in  Kemmerer,  Wyoming.    We  have  recently  started  a  new  business  called  "Arnold's  Mobile 
Welding  Service".   Hopefully  we  will  be  able  to  build  enough  business  to  keep  him  home.   I  do  the 
books  and  clean  houses  3  or  4  days  a  week,  so  I  stay  busy. 

We  just  went  to  Salt  Lake  to  see  Kelly  graduate  from  High  School.   She  is  quite  the  beautiful 
young  lady.  We  are  all  so  proud  of  her.   Rusty  is  15  years  old  and  is  going  into  the  9th  grade  (we 
integrated  him  into  the  classroom  from  Special  Ed.  in  the  5th).    He  has  learned  to  read  and  has 
become  very  social.   The  other  students  are  good  to  him,  and  he  has  participated  in  some  of  the  school 
plays  and  other  functions.   He  has  really  come  a  long  way. 

Sammy  is  9  years  old  and  is  going  into  the  5th  grade.   She  does  very  well  in  school.   She  enjoys 
playing  softball,  swimming,  and  sleepovers.   Marvin  is  going  into  the  1st  grade.   He  is  a  typical  5 
year  old  boy  with  lots  of  energy.   He  enjoys  going  fishing,  finding  worms,  working  in  the  garden,  and 
riding  his  bike.   Nickie  is  four  years  old  and  very  sweet.   She  likes  Barbies  and  bugs.   Since  she  and 
Marvin  are  so  close,  she  spends  most  of  her  time  keeping  up  with  him.   They  are  all  so  special  and 
we  love  them  all  so  much.  When  Randy  is  gone,  they  all  pitch  right  in  and  help  with  the  chores. 

I  have  to  say  that  I  can  attribute  my  success  in  my  life  to  my  family  background  and  loved  ones. 
All  the  way  from  great  grandparents  down  to  my  children,  I  am  loved. 

Randolph  (Randy)  Joseph  Arnold,  husband  of  Kathyrn  (Kathy)  Womack.  Randy  was  born  on  the 
29th  of  April,  1950,  in  Escanaba,  Delta,  Michigan,  the  son  of  Marvin  Ward  Arnold  and  Evelynn 
Marie  Bolongie.   Randy  enjoys  spending  time  with  his  family,  fishing,  camping,  and,  when  time 
permits,  golfing.   He  is  a  hard  working  man  and  a  good  father.   He  has  4  siblings,  2  brothers  and  2 
sisters.   His  brother,  Doug,  has  two  daughters  and  lives  in  Wisconsin.   Craig,  his  wife  Wendy,  and 
their  children  live  in  Michigan,  as  does  his  sister,  Sherry,  and  her  son,  Michael,  and  his  sister,  Nancy, 
and  her  family. 

Randy's  parents  recently  made  their  way  to  Utah  for  a  visit.   It  was  the  first  time  his  dad  had  ever 
been  here.   His  mother  came  out  just  after  we  moved  to  Green  River.  We  enjoyed  their  visit  very 
much.  The  kids  liked  meeting  their  grandparents,  and  it  was  fun  getting  to  know  them.   They  are 
great  people.  Hopefully  we  can  visit  Michigan  again  someday.  Randy  continues  to  work  out  of  town. 
At  this  time  he  is  in  Wyoming,  so  the  time  we  spend  together  is  special. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Rusty  Earl 

(2)  Samantha  Jean 

(3)  Marvin  Lee 

(4)  Nicole  Rae 


B-01  May  1982 
B-  13  Jul  1987 
B- 22  Jul  1991 
B-  02  Dec  1992 


CHILDREN:   Randy  Arnold,  by  previous  marriage 

(5)  Adriane  B  -  4  Nov  1970 

(6)  Kelly  Marie  B  -  8  Feb  1979 


Family  Picture:  See  cartoon  above 
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3  -  Carol  Womack  Corey.  I  am  Carol  Ann,  the  daughter  of  Dennis  and  Clydene  Garrett  Womack.  I 
was  born  on  June  5,  1965,  at  Tremonton,  Box  Elder  County,  Utah. 

I  spent  most  of  my  childhood  in  Green  River,  Utah.  I  was  active  in  the  Mormon  Church  there.  I 
can't  really  say  I  had  any  special  achievements  or  callings,  but  I  did  enjoy  softball,  basketball,  dance 
and  gymnastics.  I  enjoyed  playing  by  the  river.  I  rode  horses  with  my  friends. 

From  there,  in  1979,  my  dad's  job  took  us  to  Ticaboo,  Utah,  a  town  built  for  a  mining 
community.  This  is  where  I  spent  most  of  my  remaining  school  years.  The  town  was  so  small,  there 
were  no  sports  or  other  activities,  I  was  just  14  years  old  and  starting  my  teenage  school  years.  This 
is  when  I  started  getting  involved  with  the  wrong  people  and  started  rebelling  against  my  parents. 
They  tried  everything  to  keep  me  out  of  trouble. 

Finally,  they  sent  me  to  live  with  my  mom's  sister's  family,  Uncle  Wendell  and  Aunt  Geraldine. 
With  their  support  and  tough  love,  I  was  able  to  stay  on  track  for  my  junior  year.   During  this  time,  I 
was  back  in  the  Mormon  Church.  I  met  a  lot  of  wonderful  people,  but  it  just  wasn't  enough.  I 
returned  to  Ticaboo  for  my  senior  year,  where  I  graduated  top  of  my  class.  My  good  life  was  only 
short  lived.  It  didn't  take  long  to  start  getting  into  trouble  again. 

Right  after  I  graduated  from  high  school,  I  moved  into  my  own  place  in  Bullfrog,  Utah,  12  miles 
from  Ticaboo.   I  partied  way  too  much  and  eventually  lost  my  job  there.   Again,  one  of  my  mom's 
sisters  came  to  the  rescue  and  gave  me  a  place  to  stay.   In  October  of  1984,  I  went  to  live  with  Aunt 
Pamela  and  Uncle  Anthony  Winkle.   I  enjoyed  being  with  them  and  being  close  to  their  family.  I  will 
always  hold  them  close  to  my  heart  and  appreciate  them  for  everything  they  did  for  me. 

While  living  in  White  Salmon  with  Aunt  Pamela  and  Uncle  Anthony,  I  met  my  first  husband, 
Kenneth  Wheeler.   We  were  married  on  February  14,  1985,  at  Bingen,  Klickitat,  Washington.  When 
I  married  Ken,  I  wanted  to  start  a  family,  as  I  thought  it  would  make  everything  I  wanted  in  my  life. 
I  also  thought  I  could  make  a  difference  in  his.   He  never  had  a  close  family.   He  was  raised  by  his 
step  father  and  I  thought  he  could  use  a  new  life,  knowing  he  had  a  family  who  cared.   Little  did  I 
know  we  both  had  a  lot  of  growing  up  to  do. 

Ken  and  I  moved  around  a  lot.   He  wasn't  very  good  at  holding  down  a  job.  I  always  worked  until 
we  had  to  move  again.  We  were  both  heavily  into  drugs.   My  parents  tried  to  help  us  out  and  moved 
us  close  to  home  and  bought  us  a  drive-in  restaurant  in  Loa,  Utah.  We  moved  there  the  end  of 
August,  1986.  Shortly  after  we  moved  there,  I  found  out  I  was  pregnant.  The  day  we  opened  the 
drive  in,  I  had  a  miscarriage  the  same  day.  I  was  devastated.  Shortly  after  I  recovered,  I  became 
pregnant  again.  This  is  when  I  quit  the  drugs  the  first  time. 

We  were  barely  able  to  keep  the  drive-in  going.  It  was  a  struggle.   I  had  my  first  born,  Tressa 
Irean  Wheeler,  born  September  1 1 ,  1987,  in  Richfield,  Sevier  County,  Utah.   When  she  was  a  month 
old,  we  moved  back  to  White  Salmon,  Washington. 

I  stayed  busy  being  a  mom  and  didn't  think  about  using  drugs  for  a  while.  Ken  went  through  two 
jobs  in  three  months,  so  I  was  forced  to  go  back  to  work  again.  This  is  when  I  started  using  drugs 
again.  Finally,  when  Tressa  was  almost  18  months  old,  I  realized  I  had  an  addiction  I  couldn't 
overcome  on  my  own.   Once  again,  one  of  Mother's  sisters  came  to  my  rescue.  Irvin  and  Sandra 
Schmitt  gave  us  a  place  to  stay  in  Battleground,  Washington,  while  we  went  through  a  drug 
rehabilitation  program.  Our  marriage  was  falling  apart  and  we  were  trying  everything  we  could  to 
keep  it  together.  After  we  completed  the  program,  we  remained  in  Battleground  for  a  couple  more 
years.  Ken  couldn't  stay  away  from  the  drugs  and  kept  it  hidden  from  me.  He  went  through  a  lot  of 
jobs.  I  worked  full  time,  but  it  just  wasn't  enough  to  make  the  rent.  Ken's  son  was  living  with  us, 
also.  His  name  is  Bradly  David  Warnke,  born  January  29,  1983.  He  lived  with  us  during  his 
kindergarten  and  first  grade  years. 

I  had  my  second  daughter,  Breanna  Lee  Wheeler,  born  January  31,1991,  in  Vancouver, 
Washington.  We  were  evicted  from  our  home  in  March,  1991 .  We  were  running  out  of  options  and 
places  to  stay.  We  had  burned  most  of  our  bridges  with  family  and  friends.   My  parents  made  one  last 
attempt  to  help  us  out.  We  moved  back  to  Bull  Frog,  where  they  gave  us  a  place  to  stay  until  Ken 
found  another  job.  I  was  slowly  dying  inside.  I  was  trying  so  hard  to  keep  my  family  together.  I 
remember  crying  myself  to  sleep  at  night,  praying  to  God  to  make  my  life  better.   I  had  already  done 
everything  I  could  to  change  my  life  for  the  better  and  still  couldn't  find  happiness.  I  couldn't  figure 
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what  I  was  doing  wrong,  until  Ken  lost  another  job  and  forced  us  to  move  again.  I  finally  found  the 
courage  and  strength  I  needed  to  tell  him  to  move  on  without  us.  We  separated  in  November  1991. 
This  is  when  my  life  really  began.   I  was  able  to  remain  in  Bullfrog  and  got  a  full  time  job. 

My  parents  became  a  big  part  in  my  life  and,  for  the  first  time  in  years,  we  were  able  to  get  close 
again.  They  were  a  lot  of  help  and  support  with  the  girls,  through  my  divorce.   I  didn't  realize  what  a 
wall  I  had  built  between  my  family  and  me,  until  Ken  was  gone  and  the  wall  was  gone,  too.   My  life 
was  finally  falling  into  place  and  finally  had  some  meaning. 

My  sister,  Kathy,  and  her  husband,  Randy,  were  a  lot  of  help  and  support,  too,  since  I  was  single 
again  and  had  two  children.  They  would  take  the  girls  so  I  could  have  some  time  for  myself. 

I  started  dating  again  and  finally  met  Kevin  Lee  Corey,  the  man  who  has  changed  my  life  forever. 
I  know  he  fell  in  love  with  my  girls  before  he  fell  in  love  with  me.  We  were  married  on  the  26th  of 
September,  1992.  He  and  his  family  are  wonderful.  They  have  taken  Tressa  and  Breanna  like  they 
have  always  been  in  their  lives.  Kevin's  parents,  Don  and  Phyllis,  are  the  grandparents  Tressa  and 
Breanna  never  knew,  from  Kenny's  parents. 

Kevin  and  I  had  a  child  born  March  9,  1993,  whom  we  named  Kristine  Marie  Corey.  We  have 
remained  in  Bullfrog  and  for  the  first  time  I  am  settled  and  happy.  Kevin  manages  the  hotel  here  and  I 
stay  home  to  raise  my  beautiful  girls.   I  tried  running  a  day  care  for  a  couple  of  years  and  it  wasn't 
worth  it.   I  wasn't  cut  out  for  it.   I  do  enjoy  doing  crafts. 

We  have  just  had  our  fourth  girl,  Chelsea  Ann  Corey,  born  June  25,  1996.   I  finally  have  just 
found  out  what  love,  life  and  happiness  are  all  about.   I  enjoy  life  today  and  I  owe  it  all  to  my  good 
husband,  our  family  and  friends.  The  girls  are  terrific. 

Kevin  Lee  Corey,  husband  of  Carol  Womack  Cory.  Kevin  was  born  on  the  26th  of  September, 
1958,  in  St.  Louis,  St.  Louis  County,  Missouri  to  Donald  Lee  Corey  and  Phyllis  Goodman. 

CHILDREN :    ( 1 )  Kenneth  David  Wheeler 

(1)  Tressa  Irean  Wheeler  B  -  1 1  Sep  1987 

(2)  Breanna  Lee  Wheeler  B  -  31  Jan  1991 

CHILDREN:    (2)  Kevin  Lee  Corey 

(3)  Kristine  Marie  Corey  B  -  09  Mar  1993 

(4)  Chelsea  Ann  Corey  B  -  25  Jun  1996 

Family  picture:  See  cartoon  above 

1  -  Tressa  Irean.  Tressa  is  9  years  old  now  and  wants  to  start  baby  sitting.   She  enjoys  working 
and  has  been  cleaning  peoples  houses  and  yards  to  earn  her  own  money.  She  is  wonderful  with 
her  sisters  and  has  lots  of  patience.  She  is  a  Junior  Girl  Scout.  I  am  proud  of  the  way  she  is 
growing  up. 

2  -  Breanna  Lee.  Breanna  is  5  years  old.  She  is  in  kindergarten.  She  is  a  Daisy  Girl  Scout. 
She  loves  playing  with  her  friends.   She  is  a  great  sister,  too.  She  is  a  very  caring  young  girl  and 
if  you  ever  need  a  hug,  she  is  ready  to  give  one  to  you. 

3  -  Kristine  (Krissy)  Marie.  Krissy  is  3  years  old  and  definitely  a  spit  fire,  she  is  always  busy. 
She  is  wonderful  to  entertain  her  little  sister,  Chelsea. 

4  -  Chelsea  Ann.  Chelsea  is  our  fourth  little  girl,  she  is  a  good  baby.  She  is  everything  to  all  of 
us.  She  is  now  7  months  old  and  learning  something  new  everyday.  I  have  finally  learned  what 
love,  life  and  happiness  is  all  about.  This  isn't  the  end  of  our  story,  because  I  believe  everyday  is 
a  new  day  and  a  new  beginning.  I  believe  in  living  life  day  by  day  and  looking  toward  a  better 
future. 
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3  -  SANDRA  JEAN  GARRETT  SCHMITT.  On  Sept  15,  1943,  I  made  my  entrance  into  this  world  at 
the  home  of  Clyde  and  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett.  I  was  the  third  child  of  six  children  and  the  third 
daughter.   I  don't  know  if  my  dad  was  disappointed  at  yet  another  girl,  but  in  all  my  growing  up  years,  I 
never  remember  him  ever  being  upset  at  the  fact  of  having  five  girls,  (this  was  in  the  pre-Brigham  era). 
Even  with  only  one  bathroom,  I  don't  even  remember  him  ever  complaining! 

The  afternoon  I  was  born  (according  to  everyone  there)  was  a  pretty  busy  one.   My  aunt  Jean  was  in 
labor  with  my  cousin,  JoAnne,  and  she  had  come  to  our  home  to  deliver  because  the  hospital  was  closed. 
My  mother  also  started  into  labor  and  I  came  23  hours  before  JoAnne!   My  Grandmother  Garrett  was  a 
nurse  and  helped  deliver  me.   At  this  time,  the  doctors  kept  the  new  mothers  in  bed  10  days  for  a  full 
healthy  recovery.   During  the  recovery  time,  Aunt  Martha  and  Aunt  Blanche  both  were  there  to  help  take 
care  of  the  two  mothers.   Mother  and  Aunt  Jean  and  her  other  sisters  had  such  a  lovely  time  visiting  and 
taking  care  of  two  sweet  little  girls. 

The  first  five  years  of  my  life  I  don't  remember  much.   I  do  remember  visiting  my  grandparents' 
homes.   I  remember  Grandpa  Murdoch's  health  being  very  poor  and  his  having  to  be  in  bed  part  of  the 
time.   He  had  a  bad  heart.   I  especially  remember  a  Christmas  spent  with  my  cousins  at  Aunt  Jean  and 
Uncle  Angus  Blanchard's.  We  slept  upstairs  and  kept  peeking  through  an  opening  in  the  floor  to  see  if  we 
could  see  Santa.   I  also  remember  rabbits  and  a  collie  dog  at  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Garrett's. 

I  remember  a  lot  from  first  grade  on,  I  always  enjoyed  school.  The  first  through  the  fourth  grades  I 
went  to  Lincoln  Grade  School.  I  loved  that  old  two  story  building.  I  had  some  wonderful  teachers  there 
and  a  wonderful  custodian,  (Ed  Kremin).  I  remember  him  bringing  us  apples  and  oranges  (1  think  every 
Friday).  It  was  quite  a  treat.  I  know  it  was  my  fourth  grade  teacher,  Mrs.  Swenson,  who  taught  me  my 
love  of  reading.  I  remember  that  when  she  read  to  us,  it  was  our  adventure.   I  felt  like  I  was  mere. 

I  remember  the  cold  winters,  one  when  the  ice  glistened  on  the  poles  where  we  exercised  and  played. 
It  was  so  pretty  -  pretty  enough  to  lick!  The  bell  rang  and  my  tongue  was  stuck.   The  teacher  had  to  come 
and  run  hot  water  over  it  to  loosen  it.   Having  your  tongue  bleed  is  not  a  pretty  sight  and  it  hurt!   I 
remember  in  2nd  or  3rd  grade  we  had  a  terrible  snow  storm  come  up.   We  formed  a  line  with  one  teacher 
at  the  front  and  one  in  the  rear,  with  us  in  the  middle.   We  held  hands  and  they  walked  us  all  home.  We 
couldn't  see  a  thing  but  we  trusted  our  teachers  and  they  got  us  all  home  safely.   There  were  many  good 
times  with  friends  and  family.   At  this  time  we  didn't  have  school  sleighs  or  buses.  We  lived  on  the 
southwest  side  of  town  and  they  felt  it  was  too  close  to  school  to  ride. 

The  5th  through  the  8th  grades,  as  I  look  back,  was  a  time  of  growing  up.   If  my  children  were  to 
record  this  part  of  my  life,  I'm  sure  the  first  things  they  would  jot  down  is  that  Mom  wore  cardboard  in 
her  shoes  when  they  got  a  hole  in  them,  and  of  course,  she  walked  a  mile  to  school  in  the  snow  and  cold. 

If  we  didn't  have  a  lot  of  money,  I  don't  think  I  was  particularly  aware  of  it  because  I  remember  it  as 
being  a  happy  time.   I  remember  sharing  a  room  with  my  sisters  and  a  great  many  other  things  as  well.  I 
remember  Geraldine  being  my  idol.   I  wanted  to  be  just  like  her.  One  of  the  most  wonderful  things  about 
my  family  is  that  we  had  fun  together.  We  went  to  church  together,  had  family  Sunday  rides,  visited 
relatives,  went  to  family  reunions,  and  met  our  cousins  (lots  and  lots  of  cousins),  whom  I  still  cherish 
today.  Of  course  there  were  my  aunts,  uncles  and  grandparents  on  my  mother's  side  of  the  family  and 
also  my  father's  side  of  the  family!   My  mother's  grandparents  had  died  before  she  was  born.   I  remember 
Great  Grandmother  Emma  Green  from  my  father's  maternal  side  of  the  family.   She  lived  with  Grandpa 
and  Grandma  Garrett.  Grandma  Garrett  was  her  daughter. 

I  remember  the  traumatic  change  from  4th  to  5th  grade.   I  had  to  change  from  the  old  Lincoln  School 
on  the  south  side  of  town  to  the  Junior  High  on  the  north  side  of  town.   Not  only  going  across  the  bridge, 
which  was  rather  scary,  to  the  "other"  side  of  town,  but,  with  so  many  more  students,  it  was  a  whole  new 
world.  I  especially  remember  5th  grade  because  I  started  wearing  glasses.   I  also  started  band!  I  played 
the  clarinet.  (Later  in  high  school  I  tried  drums  for  marching  band.  I  also  played  bass  clarinet  my 
junior/senior  year.)  I  really  enjoyed  band.  I  tried  piano  lessons,  too,  but  it  didn't  go  very  well.  Sitting 
and  practicing  were  too  confining.  I  wish  my  mom  had  made  me  continue!  The  7th  and  8th  grades  were 
pretty  special,  too.  That  was  when  I  first  met  Irvin  Schmitt.   I  didn't  think  he  noticed  me,  but  he  was  such 
a  sharp  dancer  and  I  loved  to  dance!  I  wasn't  too  bad  at  dancing,  myself,  and  he  was  a  "good  looker", 
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too.  But  he  didn't  seem  to  notice  me  until  my  freshman  year.  It  was  towards  the  end  of  a  dance  (after 
midnight)  that  I  had  my  first  dance  with  him.  We  also  shared  our  first  kiss.  (It  was  customary  to  get  a 
New  Year's  kiss  from  the  one  you  were  dancing  with.  Just  about  everyone  else  did.)  I  literally  melted! 

My  high  school  years  were  busy,  but  mostly  fun.   Irvin  and  I  dated  all  through  high  school  pretty 
steadily,  although  we  both  dated  quite  a  few  others.   I  made  many  great  friends  in  high  school  and  had  a 
lot  of  great  teachers.   I  was  in  band,  pep  band,  choir,  Hi  Fi  (a  special  choir  group),  drama  and  Future 
Homemakers  of  America  (  where  I  held  local  and  regional  offices).  My  senior  year  I  was  elected  Girls 
Federation  President.   I  also  went  to  Girls  State.   I  literally  danced  my  way  through  high  school  with  Irvin. 
We  performed  for  assemblies,  dance  festivals  (Gold  and  Green  Balls)  and  floor  shows.  We  had  a  great 
time. 

The  summer  after  my  senior  year  I  held  down  three  jobs.   A&W  car  hop,  the  St.  Anthony  Laundry 
and  the  Rexburg  Theater.   I  went  to  Ricks  College  in  the  fall.  I  don't  think  I  did  well  that  year.   I  felt  a 
little  lost,  like  an  little  fish  in  a  big  sea,  but  I  learned  a  lot.  I  roomed  with  my  cousin,  JoAnne,  and  friends 
from  Rupert  that  year.  That  next  summer  I  worked  up  in  Yellowstone  Park.   I  enjoyed  my  experience 
there.   I  met  other  young  people  from  all  over  the  world.   I  did  a  little  dating  but  mostly  looked  forward  to 
going  out  with  Irvin  on  the  week-ends  when  he  could  make  it  over.  (He  was  working  in  the  Teton 
National  Park  at  Jackson  Hole,  Wyoming.)  I  returned  to  Ricks  College  in  the  fall. 

In  December  of  1962,  Irvin  ask  me  to  marry  him  and  I  said,  "  yes".  I  was  really  sure  then,  that  Irvin 
Schmitt  was  the  "one"  for  me.   Irvin  and  I  were  married  21  June,  1963,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  and 
lived  in  St.  Anthony.   He  worked  for  Uncle  Grover,  my  dad's  older  brother,  in  the  gravel  and  cement 
business  and  also  in  Ashton  for  a  time  for  the  Bob  Bean  Mortuary.  We  lived  above  the  Mortuary  and 
answered  telephone  calls  and  Irvin  went  on  ambulance  calls.  Two  little  girls  joined  our  family.  Stephanie 
JoAnne  was  born  27  March,  1964,  at  St  Anthony,  Idaho,  and  one  year  and  four  days  later,  Ida  Suzanne 
was  born  31  March,  1965,  at  St.  Anthony,  also.  Grandma  Ida  Garrett  was  there  to  assist  with  their 
deliveries.  They  were  such  pretty  little  girls  and  even  though  I  felt  a  little  overwhelmed  at  having  them  so 
quickly,  we  soon  became  adjusted  to  each  other.  Everyone  made  such  a  fuss  over  them.  While  Irvin  was 
working  for  Uncle  Grover,  he  got  a  job  in  Milwaukee,  Wisconsin.  It  was  a  long  way  from  home,  but  a 
great  adventure.   I  had  always  had  a  testimony  of  the  gospel,  but  it  was  there  that  it  stood  on  it's  own!  I 
can't  remember  exactly,  but  I  just  know  that  it  was  all  really  true.  I  loved  our  two  years  there  and  made 
many  wonderful  acquaintances. 

The  company  Irvin  worked  for  in  Wisconsin  opened  a  new  store  in  Portland,  Oregon  and  he  was 
transferred  to  that  branch. 

On  December  20,  1969,  Karl  Raymond  came  into  our  lives.  He  was  such  a  joy.   I  worked  for 
Tupperware  from  1967  to  about  1977.  I  was  manager  of  that  branch  of  the  Tupperware  area  for  a  few 
years.  Theresa  Ruth  was  born  August  26,  1972,  at  Damascus,  Oregon.  She  was  a  nice  addition  to  our 
family.    Everyone  loved  her.  She  idolized  her  brother  Karl  and  followed  him  and  did  everything  he  did, 
no  matter  how  difficult  it  was. 

It  was  while  living  in  Damascus  that  we  bought  our  first  home.  We  didn't  stay  long  in  Damascus. 
Irvin  was  transferred  to  Spokane,  Washington.  We  bought  another  home  and  lived  in  Spokane  for  two 
years.  It  was  a  great  time  in  our  lives.  We  especially  loved  our  neighbors  and  friends  and  we  have  kept  in 
contact  through  the  years.  Irvin  Scott  was  born  there  on  19  November,  1978.   He  was  another  happy 
addition  to  the  family.  It  was  a  difficult  time  to  move  back  to  the  Portland  area  , after  having  lived  in  the 
Spokane  area  for  two  years,  but  Irvin  was  transferred  again. 

We  moved  to  Battleground,  Washington,  and  bought  another  home.  It  was  a  good  move  for  us.  We 
lave  had  our  hardest  trials  here  and  our  roots  have  grown  deep.  I  can't  imagine  living  anywhere  else 
low. 

Four  of  our  children  have  married  here.  Stephanie  married  Roger  Cobabe  22  Oct,  1983;  he  was  a 
ilumber  from  Los  Angeles,  California.  They  were  sealed  in  the  Portland  Temple,  23  October,  1989. 
ley  have  three  lovely  children:  Barbara  Nicole,  born  2  March,  1987;  Melissa  LeAnn,  born  27 
ovember,  1989;  and  Garrett  Lewis,  born  10  June,  1993.  They  live  in  the  Sacramento,  California  area. 

Ida  Suzanne  was  the  first  to  marry.  She  married  Mark  Bennett,  27  November,  1982,  from  Vancouver, 
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Washington.  He  is  a  carpenter.  They  have  four  children:  Brandon,  born  October  9,  1983;  Cassie  Marie, 
born  February  26,  1987;  Felisha  Ann,  born  April  7,  1990;  Benjamin  John,  born  January  1993.  They  live 
in  Battleground  close  to  us. 

Karl  Raymond,  born  20  December,  1969,  married  Ronda  Rene  Glaser,  30  June  1990,  at 
Battleground,  Washington.  Their  marriage  ended  in  divorce  a  year  later.   He  married  Amy  Lorraine 
Reusser,  10  July  ,1993,  in  California.  Their  first  child  was  born  13  April,  1993;  his  name  is  Kyle 
Jonathan.  Their  second  child  was  born  July  29,  1995,  a  daughter,  Kellie  Elizabeth.  They  live  in  Fair 
Oaks,  California.  He  is  a  plumber  and  carpenter. 

Theresa  Ruth  married  Ricky  Legg  August  17,  1991.  They  now  live  in  Provo,  Utah,  he  is  going  to 
college.  They  have  three  children:  Cody  Ryan  was  born  August  12,  1993,  Kay  la  Ruth  was  born 
September  12,  1994,  and  on  December  8,  1995,  Jacob  Fischer  joined  their  family.  It  is  so  nice  to  have 
some  of  the  grandchildren  close. 

Irvin  Scott  is  seventeen  years  old  and  is  still  at  home.  He  will  graduate  in  June,  1997. 

That  brings  us  to  the  present  time.  I've  lived  a  half  century  plus  two  years. 

I've  seen  a  lot  of  things  in  my  life-time  -  a  man  on  the  moon,  television,  computers,  car  phones,  bread 
makers  etc.  I've  enjoyed  my  life  thus  far  and  look  forward  to  whatever  lies  ahead. 

I  have  held  many  church  callings  and  enjoyed  serving  the  LORD;  at  the  present  time  I  have  a  stake 
assignment  being  a  counselor  for  unwed  mothers. 

Irvin  Schmitt,  husband  of  Sandra  Garrett  Schmitt.  I  was  born  at  Rexburg,  Madison  County,  Idaho,  31 
January,  1942.  I  was  the  third  child  and  second  son  of  six  children  born  to  Karl  Alois  and  Alverta  Barnes 
Schmitt. 

I  was  born  in  Rexburg,  but  grew  up  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.   I  lived  my  first  six  months  in  a  home  my 
parents  lived  in  between  St.  Anthony  and  Parker,  Idaho.  Then  we  all  moved  to  a  small  50  acre  farm  that 
my  parents  purchased  on  the  edge  of  St.  Anthony.  My  father  was  a  blacksmith  and  opened  a  blacksmith 
shop  on  the  edge  of  town,  so  there  was  always  something  to  keep  us  busy.  My  father  and  mother  taught 
me  how  to  work  and  taught  me  to  be  honest  and  upright  in  all  things.  I  lived  there  with  my  family  until  I 
was  married  (at  age  20). 

As  a  young  child,  I  remember  (as  I  suppose  we  all  do)  spending  a  lot  of  time  together  and  doing  a  lot 
of  things  as  a  family.  I  remember  going  on  rides  together.  Dad  really  enjoyed  taking  off  on  an  unknown 
road  to  see  where  we  would  end  up.   I  think  this  is  one  of  many  things  I  enjoy  doing  still. 

As  my  job  takes  me  out  of  town  a  lot,  and  when  I  have  free  time,  I  enjoy  taking  off  on  an  unknown 
road  to  see  where  it  goes  and  what  there  is  to  see.  I  have  seen  many  interesting  and  enjoyable  things  in  the 
many  states  and  countries  where  I  have  traveled. 

Also,  through-out  my  life  I  have  enjoyed  the  closeness  of  my  two  brothers  and  three  sisters.  We  have 
all  remained  very  close  and  have  so  many  fond  memories. 

We  also  enjoyed  spending  time  with  our  other  family  members,  even  though  they  were  limited  in 
number.  My  father  came  from  Germany  when  he  was  about  24  and  my  mother's  parents  came  from 
England,  after  they  joined  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latterday  Saints  and  were  shunned  by  her  family 
for  doing  so.  I  never  knew  my  grandparents  on  my  father's  side,  but  was  very  close  to  my  grandparents 
on  my  mother's  side  and  shared  a  lot  of  love  with  them.   I  am  so  grateful  to  them  for  joining  the  Church, 
after  so  much  opposition  from  their  families.  I  really  enjoyed  their  testimonies  and  the  great  example  they 
set. 

I  am  also  grateful  for  the  example  my  parents  set  for  us.  Even  though  Dad  was  never  a  member  of 
the  Church,  he  did  support  his  children  and  wife  in  their  church  responsibilities. 

I  enjoyed  so  much  growing  up  on  the  farm.   Even  though  I  am  sure  I  didn't  always  do  everything  I 
was  asked  to  do,  I  know  I  learned  many  things  that  have  helped  me  throughout  my  life  thus  far. 

I  grew  up  as  a  member  of  the  3rd  Ward  in  St.  Anthony  and,  through  the  example  of  my  mother  and 
her  encouragement  and  a  great  desire  to  please  her,  I  was  always  active  in  the  Church. 

My  older  brother,  Richard,  and  I  had  our  picture  in  the  Church  News  for  having  perfect  attendance 
in  Priesthood,  Sunday  School  and  Sacrament  meetings  and  receiving  our  individual  awards:  Richard  for 
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seven  years  and  myself  for  six  years. 

I  attended  all  12  grades  of  school  in  St  Anthony,  graduated  from  high  school  and  attended  Ricks 
College.   I  enjoy  people  and  I  would  say  I  am  a  happy  person.   I  loved  to  dance  and  enjoyed  performing  in 
some  exhibition  dances  in  school  and  Gold  and  Green  Balls  held  in  our  stake. 

On  June  21 ,  1963,  Sandra  and  I  were  sealed  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  I  had  truly  married  into  a 
special  family  and  to  this  day,  I  feel  the  same  way. 

I  am  so  grateful  for  the  companion  I  am  blessed  with,  for  the  special  person  she  is  and  for  the  great 
example  she  is  to  me  and  to  our  children.   With  this  union,  we  have  five  children  and  twelve 
grandchildren. 

Throughout  our  marriage,  we  have  had  great  experiences,  not  only  in  living  and  enjoying  different 
areas,  but  also  enjoying  the  members  of  the  Church  and  their  love  and  testimonies  wherever  we  were.  We 
were  also  helpful  in  bringing  a  few  people  into  the  Church.  This  was  a  great  experience. 

Our  decision  early  in  married  life  to  stay  active  and  take  an  active  part  in  church  has  given  us  great 
strength  and  helped  us  to  overcome  the  rough  times.  We  have  had  the  opportunity  to  see  the  influence  the 
gospel  has  had  on  each  of  our  children.   We  are  so  proud  of  them.  Our  children  have  brought  us  so  much 
joy  and  we  are  so  grateful  we  live  close  to  most  of  them.  What  a  joy  our  grandchildren  bring. 

I  have  had  a  special  opportunity,  also,  to  meet  and  get  acquainted  with  my  father's  relatives  over- 
seas.   Sandra  and  I  have  made  several  visits  to  the  area  where  my  father  grew  up  in  Germany  and  where 
my  mother's  parents  lived  in  England.  We  also  visited  Scotland  where  Sandra's  great  grandparents  came 
from.  Through  these  visits  we  have  gotten  much  information  for  our  Genealogy  and  have  taken  many 
names  to  the  temple  and  had  their  temple  work  done. 

I  have  held  many  church  callings  and  have  recently  been  serving  as  second  counselor  in  the  bishopric 
of  my  ward.  I  was  released  on  May  1st,  1997,  and  am  now  serving  on  the  high  council.   I  have  enjoyed 
my  callings  and  they  have  strengthened  my  testimony. 

I  am  reading  a  book  about  experiences  that  President  Monson  has  had.   As  I  read  these  experiences,  I 
think  how  great  it  would  be  to  have  such  neat  experiences,  but  when  I  sit  down  and  start  to  think  and  write 
my  own,  I  realize  I,  too,  have  special  things  to  share.  I  am  so  blessed.  My  brothers  and  sisters  are 
Dallas,  a  sister  named  for  her  mother's  sister,  Richard,  Irvin,  Robert  and  Lois,  who  were  twins. 

By  Irvin  Schmitt,  February,  1996 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stephanie  Jo  Anne 

(2)  Ida  Suzanne 

(3)  Karl  Raymond 


B 
B 

B 


27  Mar  1964 
31  Mar  1965 
20  Dec  1969 


(4)  Theresa  Ruth 

(5)  Irvin  Scott 


B- 26  Aug  1972 
B-  19  Nov  1978 


M  -  22  Oct  1983  to  Roger  LeRoy  Cobabe 
M  -  27  Nov  1982  to  Mark  Allen  Bennett 
M  -  30  Jun  1990  to  Rhonda  Rene  Glasser  (div) 
M  -  10  Jul  1993  to  Amy  Lorraine  Reusser 
M  -  17  Aug  1991  to  Ricky  Burton  Legg 
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Back  (L  to  R):  Scott  Schmitt,  Roger  Cobabe,  Stephanie  (Schmitt)  Cobabe,  Mark  Bennett 

Middle  (L  to  R):  Karl  Schmitt  holding  Kyle  Schmitt,  Amy  Schmitt,  Brandon  Bennett,  Cassie  Bennett, 

Nicole  Cobabe,  Suzanne  (Schmitt)  Bennett,  Ricky  Legg 

Front  (L  to  R):  Felisha  Bennett,  Irvin  Schmitt  holding  Benjamin  Bennett,  Sandra  (Garrett)  Schmitt 

holding  Garrett  Cobabe,  Theresa  (Schmitt)  Legg  holding  Cody  Legg,  Melissa  Cobabe 


1  -  Stephanie  Joanne  Schmitt  Cobabe.  My  name  is  Stephanie  Jo  Anne  Schmitt  Cobabe.  My  parents 
are  Irvin  and  Sandra  Jean  Garrett  Schmitt.   I  am  the  oldest  of  five  children.   I  was  born  March  27, 
1964,  at  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.   My  parents  have  brought  me  up  in  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of 
Latterday  Saints  and  I  was  baptized  April  1 ,  1972,  when  I  was  eight  years  old. 

I  started  taking  piano  lessons  when  I  was  seven  years  old.  I  have  held  positions  in  the  ward  as 
organist.  I  enjoy  playing  the  piano.   Roger  bought  me  a  piano  a  few  years  ago  and  I  enjoy  it  so  much. 

While  in  high  school  my  favorite  classes  were  Choir,  Homemaking  and  Horticulture.  I  moved  to 
Concord,  California,  the  year  after  I  graduated  from  high  school  to  work  for  my  mother's  cousin, 
Jo  Anne  Blanchard  Gardener,  and  her  husband,  Randy,  who  is  a  dentist.  While  there,  I  met  Roger 
LeRoy  Cobabe.  Roger's  parents  are  Lewis  and  Barbara  Blanchard  Cobabe.   He  was  born  September 
8,  1959,  and  grew  up  in  Hermosa  Beach,  California.     He  enjoyed  riding  street  bikes,  dirt  bikes  and 
racing  cars. 

I  married  Roger  LeRoy  Cobabe  on  October  22,  1983.  We  were  married  in  the  church,  at 
Battleground,  Clark,  Washington.   Roger's  father  and  uncles  owned  a  plumbing  business  and,  when 
Roger  was  through  school,  he  went  to  work  for  them  and  learned  the  plumbing  business. 

He  was  in  the  Army  a  short  time  and  was  given  an  honorable  discharge.   He  moved  to 
Battleground,  Washington,  to  live  with  his  brother  and  that  is  when  I  met  him.   They  lived  in  the  same 
ward  as  my  folks.  He  was  a  very  good  friend  to  me.   After  we  were  married  we  moved  back  to 
Hermosa  Beach  and  lived  in  that  area  for  four  years.  We  had  our  first  child  there.   Her  name  is 
Barbara  Nicole  and  we  call  her  Nicole.  She  was  born  March  2,  1987.  Two  months  later  we  moved  to 
Folsom,  California,  so  Roger  could  work  for  his  cousin.  (Folsom  is  where  the  State  Prison  is.)  We 
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lived  there  for  almost  three  years.  While  we  were  there,  Roger  and  I  were  sealed  in  the  Portland 
Temple,  on  October  21 ,  1989.  Two  months  later  our  second  daughter  was  born.   Her  name  is  Melissa 
LeAnne.   She  was  born  November  29,  1989.   We  soon  moved  to  Citrus  Heights,  California.   That 
same  year  Roger  got  his  contractor's  license  and  started  his  own  plumbing  business.  We  soon  bought 
a  home  with  a  swimming  pool,  which  we  enjoyed  so  much.  Our  son,  Garrett  Lewis  Cobabe,  was  born 
on  June  10,  1993. 

Nicole  has  beautiful  dark  hair  and  eyes,  she  is  a  caring  person.  She  has  a  lot  of  interests.  She  is 
in  Brownies  and  is  taking  music  lessons.  She  likes  to  roller-skate  and  ride  her  bike.  She  is  a  very 
good  student  and  loves  to  read  and  is  good  in  math. 

Melissa  is  a  little  sweetheart.  She  was  a  preemie  baby,  she  is  a  petite  little  girl,  but  she  can  stand 
up  to  any  boy  any  day.   She  is  in  Brownies  also.  She  has  a  guitar  and  wants  to  learn  to  play  it.  She 
also  is  a  very  good  student  and  has  learned  to  read  mis  year.  She  likes  art,  P.E.  and  recess. 

I  never  knew  how  different  girls  and  boys  are  until  I  had  Garrett.   He  is  ALL  boy!  He  constantly 
has  us  going  and  loves  to  tease  his  sisters.   He  loves  any  kind  of  sports  and  will  sit  with  his  dad  and 
watch  them  all  day.   He  has  a  tee  ball  set  and  loves  to  play  with  it. 

I  feel  very  fortunate  to  have  the  family  I  have.   I  am  so  thankful  for  my  parents,  brothers  and 
sisters.   I  also  am  thankful  for  all  my  relatives  and  wish  we  could  see  them  more  often.  I  am  also 
thankful  for  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Garrett  for  the  way  they  raised  my  mother  and  for  bringing  her 
into  the  world. 

By  Stephanie  Jo  Anne  Schmitt  Cobabe,  March  3,  1996 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Barbara  Nicole 

B- 02  Mar  1987 

(2)  Melissa  LeAnne 

B- 29  Nov  1989 

(3)  Garrett  Lewis 

B-  10Junl993 

2  -  Ida  Suzanne  Schmitt  Bennett.    I  was  born  March  31 ,  1965,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  at  the 
Fremont  General  Hospital.  I  was  the  second  child  as  well  as  the  second  daughter.  I  have  an  older 
sister,  Stephanie,  and  younger  sister,  Theresa  Ruth.  I  have  two  younger  brothers,  Karl  and  Scott. 

I  was  baptized  March  31,  1973,  in  Portland,  Oregon.  We  always  celebrated  all  the  important 
events  of  our  lives.   It  made  us  feel  we  were  important. 

I  was  married  to  Mark  Allen  Bennett  on  November  27,  1982.   Our  wedding  reception  was  nice. 
Mother  and  Dad  did  the  decorating.  It  was  so  nice  and  so  many  people  came  to  wish  us  a  happy  life. 

Our  first  child  was  Brandon  Allen,  born  October  18,  1983.    Cassie  Marie,  our  second  child,  was 
born  February  26,  1987.   Next,  Felisha  Ann  was  born  April  7,  1990,  and  Benjamin  John  was  born 
January  26,  1993.  We  wanted  to  give  him  a  name  that  wasn't  a  repetition  of  other  family  names. 
Later,  we  found  out  he  had  a  fourth  great  grandfather  named  Benjamin  Garrett,  (Great  Grandfather 
Clyde  Garrett's  great  grandfather).  Also,  the  name  John  is  from  my  Grandmother  Tressa  Murdoch 
Garrett's  grandfather,  John  Murray  Murdoch.  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Garrett  were  pleased  with  the 
choice  of  names. 

Mark  and  I  were  sealed  in  the  Seattle  Washington  Temple  on  December  3,  1983,  and  Brandon 
was  sealed  to  us  at  this  time.   The  other  children  were  sealed  under  the  covenant  of  our  temple 
marriage. 

I  am  very  thankful  for  my  husband  and  children,  they  bring  us  a  lot  of  joy.  I  am  thankful  for  my 
parents  and  my  brothers  and  sisters  and  the  close  relationship  we  have,  and  we  have  lots  of  fun 
together. 

I  am  thankful  for  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  in  my  life  and  the  guidance  it  gives  me.  I  am  thankful 
for  the  callings  I  have  had  and  for  the  calling  I  have  now  as  Young  Women's  President.    I  have 
learned  so  much  in  all  of  my  callings  in  the  Church. 
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Mark  Allen  Bennett,  husband  of  Ida  Suzanne  Schmitt.    Mark  Allen  Bennett  was  born  April  21 , 
1963,  at  Vancouver,  Clark  County,  Washington,  the  son  of  Howard  and  Mary  Bennett. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brandon  Allen  B  -  18  Oct  1983 

(2)  Cassie  Marie  B  -  26  Feb  1987 

(3)  Felisha  Ann  B  -  07  Apr  1990 

(4)  Benjamin  John  B  -  26  Jan  1993 

1  -  Brandon  Allen  Bennett.  Brandon  Allen  Bennett  was  born  October  18,  1983.   Brandon  was 
our  first  child  and  we  were  very  excited  to  have  our  first  baby  and  he  was  the  first  grandchild  on 
my  side  of  the  family.  We  had  a  lot  to  learn,  but  we  really  enjoyed  Brandon.   He  was  a  good  little 
boy  and  loved  to  do  things  with  his  daddy.   Brandon  likes  to  learn  and  does  very  well  in  school. 
He  was  on  the  honor  roll.   Brandon  was  baptized  when  he  was  eight  years  old.   This  year  he  was 
ordained  a  Deacon  in  the  Aaronic  Priesthood.  We  are  very  proud  of  him  and  the  things  he  does. 

By  his  mother  Suzanne  Schmitt  Bennett. 

2  -  Cassie  Marie  Bennett.   I  was  born  February  26,  1987.   I  was  baptized  April  8,  1995.   I  like 
to  do  singing,  sports,  movies  and  watching  the  kids.   I  am  thankful  for  my  Aunts,  Uncles  and 
Cousins,  my  home,  my  family,  friends,  Grandma  and  Grandpa,  my  big  brother  named  Brandon 
Bennett.   My  other  brother  is  Benjamin  John  Bennett,  my  sister  is  Felisha  Ann  Bennett.   I  love 
my  Heavenly  Father  and  Jesus.   I  love  my  family.   I  love  my  Grandma's  and  my  grandpa's.  I 
love  my  Mommy  and  my  Daddy  very  much.  By  Cassie  Marie  Bennett 

Cassie  Marie  was  born  February  26,  1987.   Cassie  was  not  only  our  first  daughter  but  the  first 
granddaughter  on  my  side  of  the  family.   She  was  such  a  cute  little  baby  and  did  such  cute  things. 
Cassie  has  a  beautiful  voice  and  loves  to  sing.   She  likes  to  sing  at  baptisms  and  weddings.  Cassie 
loves  school  and  likes  to  spend  time  with  her  cousins  and  friends.   Cassie  was  baptized  April  8, 
1995,  in  California  with  two  of  her  cousins.   It  was  a  very  special  time.   We  are  very  proud  of  her 
and  the  example  she  sets  for  her  little  sister  Felisha. 

By  her  Mother,  Suzanne  Schmitt  Bennett. 

3  -  Felisha  Ann  Bennett.    Felisha  Ann  Bennett  was  born  April  7,  1993.   Felisha  was  born  three 
weeks  early  and  was  a  tiny  little  thing.   She  has  always  been  a  very  cuddly  little  girl.   Felisha 
loves  babies  and  loves  her  little  cousins.   She  just  started  kindergarten  this  year  and  loves  her 
teacher. 

Felisha  will  always  be  our  baby,  because  she  love  to  cuddle  like  a  little  baby,  We  love  her  very 
much. 

By  her  mother  Suzanne  Schmitt  Bennett. 


4  -  Benjamin  John  Bennett.   Benjamin  John  was  born  January  26,  1993.   Ben  is  our  youngest 
child.   He  is  full  of  energy  and  keeps  us  on  our  toes  all  the  time.  Ben  likes  to  go  with  his  daddy  to 
work  and  loves  to  play  with  his  cousins  and  go  to  his  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Schmitt' s  house.  Ben 
brings  a  lot  of  joy  and  happiness  to  our  home. 

By  his  mother,  Suzanne  Schmitt  Bennett. 
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3  -  Karl  Raymond  Schmitt.  I  was  born  on  the  20th  of  December,  1969,  in  the  Immanuel  Hospital,  in 
Portland,  Oregon.   I  am  the  middle  child  in  a  family  of  five  children.   My  parents  are  Irvin  and 
Sandra  Garrett  Schmitt. 

I  went  to  school  at  Battle  Ground  High  School.  I  enjoyed  playing  soccer  and  working  on  my 
vehicles.   I  like  camping  and  four  wheel  driving  in  the  mud. 

I  was  baptized  on  the  14th  of  January,  1978.   I  am  married  to  Amy  (Reusser)  Schmitt.  We  have 
two  children.  The  oldest  child,  our  son,  is  almost  three  years  old  and  our  baby  girl  is  now  six  months 
old.   I  have  fun  teaching  Kyle  to  be  a  "MAN"  and  I  really  enjoy  pampering  my  daughter. 

By  Karl  Raymond  Schmitt,  February  11,  1996 

Amy  Lorraine  Reussert,  wife  of  Karl  Schmitt.    I  was  born  on  the  6th  of  March,  1971 ,  in  San 
Leandro,  California,  to  Laurel  Anna  Fairman  and  Ronald  Fairman.   On  the  19th  of  August,  1973,  my 
brother,  Jonathan  David  Fairman,  was  born  shortly  after  my  mother  and  father  were  divorced.  I  grew 
up  in  different  parts  of  California:  Paradise,  Fort  Bragg,  Marysville,  Yuba  City,  Orangeville  and 
Sacramento.  There  are  probably  others  that  I  am  unaware  of. 

I  was  baptized  into  the  Episcopal  Church  in  Marysville,  California,  when  I  was  very  young.   My 
mother  had  our  names  changed  back  to  her  maiden  name,  Reusser.  I  never  really  got  to  know  my 
birth  father  because  of  the  divorce  and  he  died  when  I  was  eleven  years  old.   My  mother  married 
David  Graves  Dismukes  on  August  18,  1984.   I  have  two  step  brothers,  Christopher  Gerald  Dismukes, 
age  23,  and  Brian  Scott  Dismukes,  age  19. 

I  graduated  from  Casa  Roble  High  School  in  Orangeville,  California,  in  June,  1989.  In  high 
school  I  received  a  varsity  letter  for  diving.  I  completed  two  and  one  half  years  at  a  junior  college. 
My  brother,  Jonathan  David  Reusser,  died  in  a  hit  and  run  car  accident  on  the  9th  of  December,  1991. 
He  was  a  great  loss  to  me  as  he  was  truly  one  of  my  best  friends. 

Karl  Raymond  Schmitt  and  I  met  through  a  mutual  friend  in  Sacramento,  California.  We  were 
married  on  the  10th  of  July,  1993.  Our  son,  Kyle,  was  born  on  April  13,  1993,  and  our  daughter, 
Kellie  Elizabeth,  was  born  on  July  29,  1995. 

I  enjoy  sewing,  crafting,  horseback  riding,  water  and  snow  skiing  and  just  being  outdoors,  but  I 
am  happiest  when  I  am  spending  time  with  my  family.  Our  son,  Kyle,  is  almost  three  now.   He  is  a 
very  coordinated  child.  He  can  throw  a  ball  from  across  the  room  and  hit  you  right  between  the  eyes. 
He  enjoys  taking  things  apart  and  putting  them  back  together.  He  is  a  boy  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
Our  baby  girl,  Kellie,  is  only  six  months  old.  She  is  starting  to  crawl  and  she  puts  everything  in  her 
mouth.  She  has  a  most  beautiful  smile  that  she  shares  with  just  about  everyone.   She  is  generally  a 
very  happy  girl  except  when  I  am  trying  to  sleep.  I  really  am  enjoying  staying  home  and  raising  my 
babies. 

By  Amy  Lorraine  Reusser  Schmitt,  February  11,  1996 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kyle  Johnathan  B  -  13  Apr  1993 

(2)  Kellie  Elizabeth         B  -  29  Jul  1995 


4  -  Theresa  Ruth  Schmitt  Legg.  My  journey  through  life  started  August  26th,  1972.  I  was  the 
fourth  of  five  children  to  be  born  to  Irvin  and  Sandra  Garrett  Schmitt.  I  was  the  baby  in  the  family  for 
six  years  and  I  still  remember  when  they  brought  my  baby  brother  home  from  the  hospital,  but  the 
spoiling  never  stopped  for  me  even  though  I  was  no  longer  a  baby.  I  was  still  the  baby  girl.  It's  a 
good  thing  Scotty  wasn't  a  girl! 

I  had  an  enjoyable  childhood,  maybe  an  abnormal  one  to  my  mother,  but  I  had  fun.  I  wasn't  the 
girl  my  mother  thought  I  would  be.  I  guess  it  was  because  my  sisters  were  too  old  for  me  to  play 
with,  so  I  was  raised  between  two  boys.  My  older  brother,  Karl,  who  loved  to  pick  on  me  and  my 
younger  brother,  Irvin  Scott,  whom  I  loved  to  pick  on,  still  to  this  day. 
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As  a  child,  I  had  no  fear  of  anything,  or  maybe  I  was  such  a  tomboy  that  I  had  to  act  like  I  didn't 
or  Karl  would  use  it  against  me.  Karl  didn't  always  pick  on  me.  He  also  taught  me  a  few  good 
things,  such  as  soccer.  I  started  playing  soccer  when  I  was  seven  years  old.  I  continued  to  play 
through  high  school.  This  was  my  favorite  sport.   I  enjoyed  the  other  sports,  but  soccer  was  my  life. 

After  high  school  I  moved  to  Idaho  and  attended  school  at  Ricks  College.  I  spent  most  of  my  year 
there  enjoying  my  family  and  playing.   Needless  to  say,  not  much  homework  was  accomplished,  but 
like  my  parents  said,  I  grew  in  other  ways.  I  returned  home  for  the  summer,  planning  on  going  back 
to  Ricks  College  in  the  fall.   Isn't  it  funny  how  quickly  your  life  can  change?  That  summer,  not  only 
did  I  meet  a  wonderful  man,  but  he  swept  me  off  my  feet  and  married  me.    Rick  and  I  were  sealed  in 
the  Portland  Temple  August  17,  1991 . 


Ricky  Burton  Legg,  husband  of  Theresa  Ruth  Schmitt.    Rick  was  born  27  June,  1968,  in 
Portland,  Multnomah,  Oregon,  the  son  of  Landis  Homer  and  Rhonda  Ree  Hokanson  Legg.  He  comes 
from  goodly  parents  who  taught  him  the  gospel  while  growing  up.   He  comes  from  a  family  of  nine 
children.   He  was  raised  most  of  his  life  in  southern  Utah. 

He  served  a  mission  in  Taejon,  Korea.  When  he  returned  home,  his  family  had  moved  to  Las 
Vegas,  Nevada.   In  1991,  he  moved  to  Vancouver,  Washington  and  lived  with  an  aunt  and  uncle. 
Rick  and  I  met  not  long  after  I  went  home  from  school.  We  were  married  on  August  17,  1991 . 

We  wanted  a  family  but  I  miscarried  with  my  first  pregnancy.   We  were  blessed  with  another 
child  on  August  12,  1993.  We  named  him  Cody  Ryan.  We  were  blessed  again  19  September,  1994, 
with  a  sweet  little  girl,  Kayla  Ruth.  We  named  her  for  my  dad's  sister,  Ruth.   On  December  8th, 
1995,  we  were  again  blessed  with  another  precious  little  boy,  named  Jacob  Fischer. 

At  this  time  we  are  busy.   Cody  is  two  and  a  half,  Kayla  Ruth  is  one  and  a  half  years  old,  and 
Jacob  Fischer  is  now  three  months  old.  We  are  learning  a  lot  as  we  raise  our  children,  like  how 
everything  is  so  new  and  exciting  to  Cody,  who  is  talking  so  much.   We  can  understand  most  of  it.  He 
is  learning  something  new  everyday.  Kayla  is  so  different  .   She  is  very  definitely  a  little  girl.  She 
lets  out  a  squeal  every  time  Cody  teases  her.   He  will  never  get  away  with  anything  with  her.  Then 
there  is  Jacob  (Jake),  of  whom  Cody  is  protective.   So  far  Jake  gives  us  a  run  for  our  money.   He 
knows  how  to  get  our  attention  and  yet  he  can  be  so  quiet  and  happy. 

Rick  and  I  enjoy  our  life  and  our  children  a  lot  and  are  so  happy  with  the  blessings  we  have  been 
given. 

Submitted  by  Theresa  Ruth  Schmitt  Legg  ,  February  11,  1996 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cody  Ryan 

(2)  Kayla  Ruth 

(3)  Jacob  Fischer 


B  -  12  Aug  1993 
B-  19  Sep  1994 
B- 08  Dec  1995 


Back  (L  to  R):  Theresa  (Schmitt),  Jacob,  Ricky  Legg 
Front  (L  to  R):  Kayla,  Cody 
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5  -  Irvin  Scott  Schmitt.   I  was  born  November  19,  1978,  in  Spokane  Washington,  on  a  cold  snowy 
night,  the  second  son  and  fifth  child  of  Irvin  and  Sandra  Jean  Garrett  Schmitt. 

My  mother,  Sandra  Schmitt,  headed  for  the  hospital  around  6:00  pm  on  November  18,  1978,  and 
on  the  blessed  morning  of  November  19,  I  made  my  introduction  into  the  world. 

On  the  third  of  December,  1  was  blessed  in  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints,  in  the 
Tenth  Ward  of  the  Spokane  Washington  East  Stake,  by  my  father,  who  held  the  office  of  an  Elder. 

Just  nine  months  later,  my  family  and  I  moved  from  Spokane,  to  Battleground,  Washington,  where 
I  have  resided  ever  since,  although  we  have  moved  four  times  within  the  town  of  Battleground.   We 
also  lived  10  months  in  Yocolt,  just  10  minutes  north  of  Battleground. 

On  November  29th,  1986,  at  the  age  of  eight,  I  was  baptized  and  confirmed  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-Day  Saints  by  my  father,  who  at  this  time  holds  the  office  of  a  High 
Priest. 

It  was  the  fall  of  '89  is  when  I  had  determined  that  soccer  would  be  my  favorite  sport,  although  I 
still  enjoyed  playing  baseball  and  a  very  small  amount  of  basketball.   Karl,  my  only  brother,  and 
Theresa,  my  older  sister,  whom  I  have  a  great  deal  of  love  for,  put  me  on  the  path  of  playing  soccer. 
Even  though  I  wasn't  the  very  best  at  it,  I  still  enjoyed  playing  and  to  this  day  I  don't  regret  starting  to 
play  the  world  renowned  and  loved  sport  of  soccer. 

On  December  2nd,  1990,  I  was  ordained  to  the  office  of  a  Deacon.   This  is  where  I  began  my 
journey  in  the  Priesthood  of  the  LDS  Church.   My  father,  Irvin  Schmitt,  ordained  me.   Here  is  where 
I  started  to  learn  about  the  Priesthood  and  learned  what  my  responsibilities  were  to  this  Priesthood. 
My  two  years  as  a  Deacon  went  by  rapidly. 

In  1992,  I  was  ordained  to  the  office  of  a  Teacher.  Again  my  father  ordained  me  to  this  office. 
This  is  where  I  learned  the  mission  of  the  Aaronic  Priesthood,  that  I  would  have  to  make  a  choice 
about  serving  a  Mission  and  to  prepare  me  to  become  a  Priest.    I  learned  that  the  Aaronic  Priesthood 
was  the  preparatory  Priesthood  to  prepare  me  to  receive  the  Melchizedek  Priesthood  and  help  me  to 
become  a  worthy  husband  and  father. 

In  July  of  1993,  my  father  was  sent  to  South  Africa  on  a  business  trip  for  his  Company.  My 
mother  and  I  met  him  in  England  so  we  could  visit  my  father's  relatives  in  Germany  and  England. 
We  went  to  one  of  Mother's  cousins-in-law  she  knew  as  she  was  growing  up.   She  was  taught  to  call 
her  Aunt  Kay.   We  went  to  her  home  to  wait  for  Dad.   She  lived  on  Canvey  Island  in  England.   I  met 
my  Aunt  Kay.  She  will  be  the  one  I  will  remember  for  a  long  time.   My  father,  mother  and  I  covered 
a  lot  of  mileage  while  in  Europe,  visiting  many  old  castle  sights  and  historic  cities.  I  got  to  see  the 
Nottingham  Castle  where  Robin  Hood  came  from.  I  got  to  see  the  castle  which  the  Disneyland  Castle 
was  modeled  after.  We  saw  ships  that  were  restored,  towns  that  were  restored  and  many  other 
wonderful  sights  and  sounds  of  European  countries  .   The  ones  we  visited  are  as  follows:  England, 
Scotland,  Holland,  Germany  and  almost  Switzerland.  We  were  on  the  north  side  of  the  Bavarian  Alps 
and  Switzerland  is  on  the  south  side  of  the  Alps.  Family  and  hospitality  over  there  was  great.  We 
never  went  hungry,  that  is  for  sure.  Whenever  we  would  get  to  a  relative's  home,  they  would  feed  us  a 
snack,  plus  breakfast,  lunch  or  dinner.  We  spent  four  weeks  in  Europe  and  I  got  a  little  homesick. 
My  father,  however,  had  been  gone  to  South  Africa  for  two  weeks  on  top  of  that.   All  in  all,  we  had 
one  heck  of  a  time  experiencing  new  cultures  and  languages,  new  foods  and  new  families  and  best  of 
all  -  new  cars. 

In  the  summer  of  1994,  just  a  few  months  shy  of  being  16,  I  received  my  first  real  job.  I  worked 
at  Camp  Meriweather  (a  scout  camp),  right  on  the  beach.  Six  weeks  of  that  sun  and  good  weather 
were  worth  it.   I  started  out  as  a  dishwasher,  stayed  in  that  position  for  three  weeks,  and  then  became 
a  dining  hall  steward,  a  job  that  lasted  for  the  rest  of  the  three  weeks  I  was  there.   That  year  we  had  a 
troop  from  Japan  come.   That  was  really  an  experience,  but  great.   At  the  end  of  the  summer  I  had 
earned  only  $300  dollars,  but  I  enjoyed  working  there. 

In  November  of  that  same  year  was  when  I  was  ordained  a  Priest.   My  father  again  ordained  me. 
Here  I  am  learning  to  prepare  myself  for  a  mission.  With  the  help  of  Brother  Inman,  Bishop  England, 
Brother  Erickson  and  my  family,  I  hope  to  be  a  strong  Missionary. 
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I  started  going  to  "Especially  for  Youth  Conferences"  at  Ricks  College,  after  I  was  ordained  a 
Teacher.  Here  is  where  my  testimony  started  to  grow  and  became  stronger.   At  EFY,  I  learned  the 
Church  was  true.  To  see  all  the  youth  of  the  Church  from  throughout  the  world  joining  in  on  the  feast 
of  the  gospel  really  gave  me  an  understanding  and  what  Christ  did  for  us  .  Knowing  these  truths  and 
having  counselors  (we  could  go  to  with  our  questions)  and  friends  and  brothers  and  sisters  of  the 
gospel  around  me  helped  me  strengthen  my  Testimony  so  strongly. 

I  hope  that  my  testimony  of  the  only  true  gospel  will  help  you,  the  reader  of  this  book,  understand 
that  God  lives  and  that  the  FATHER,  HIS  SON  JESUS  CHRIST  AND  THE  HOLY  GHOST  are 
distinct  individuals  who  loves  you  and  want  nothing  but  the  best  for  you,  and,  in  closing  here,  at  my 
17th  year  of  living,  I  hope  to  achieve  my  goals  of  going  on  a  full-time  Mission,  marrying  in  the 
Temple  and  staying  wormy  of  all  these  blessings. 

Mount  Shasta 

As  I  look  I  see  the  snow. 

Upon  your  mountain  and  hill  I  go. 

I  see  the  moon  above  your  peaks, 

And  slowly  down  the  side  it  sneaks. 

The  wolves  upon  your  peaks,  they  sing. 

Flowers  and  birds  are  your  first  signs  of  spring. 

As  God  gazes  upon  your  grace, 

Children  pray  for  mis  beautiful  place 

As  their  joy  and  love  fill  the  air. 

Men  and  women  sob  in  prayer 

For  this  land  beneath  their  feet. 

For  they  know  soon 

God  and  they  will  meet. 

By  Irvin  Scott  Schmitt 


4  -  PAMELA  GARRETT  WINKLE.   Long  ago  I  believe  I  chose  Clyde  and  Tressa  Garrett  to  be  my 
earthly  parents.   So  on  September  28,  1948,  I  was  born  to  them  in  Fremont  County,  Idaho.   I  weighed  just 
over  6  lbs.  Waiting  for  me  were  3  sisters:  Geraldine,  10  in  November,  Clydene,  8  in  February  and 
Sandra,  just  turned  5.   I  was  the  fourth  girl.  About  three  weeks  after  I  was  born,  Mother  found  I  had  a 
hernia.   It  was  very  painful  at  times,  so  Mother  told  me.  The  doctor  didn't  want  to  operate  because  I  was 
so  little.   Mother  said  the  tears  would  run  down  my  face  and  when  she  would  feel  sorry  for  me  and  try  to 
give  me  comfort,  I  would  look  at  her  and  smile.  When  I  was  about  six  weeks  old  I  had  to  have  surgery. 
The  whole  family  was  so  anxious  for  me.  It's  nice  to  be  loved.   I  was  born  at  the  old  St.  Anthony 
Hospital.  It  was  about  a  nine  or  ten  bed  hospital.  We  were  living  in  a  home  just  back  of  the  Stake 
Tabernacle.   Dad  was  the  janitor.  This  was  shortly  after  World  War  Two.   The  folks  rented  our  house, 
moved  into  this  house  and  we  lived  mere  for  a  couple  of  years  until  Dad  changed  jobs.   Then  we  moved 
back  into  our  own  home. 

On  18  April,  1950,  one  year  and  7  months  later,  Ivana  was  born.  She  was  the  fifth  girl  and  she  was 
loved  very  much.  We  all  loved  babies.   So  what  my  mother  tells  me  is  that  we  were  a  cute  bunch  lined  up 
on  the  church  bench  when  we  went  to  church.  What  was  funny  was  that  everyone  in  the  ward  made  a  fuss 
over  us  and  loved  us.  We  were  all  a  happy  bunch. 

Memories:   Sharing  the  rocking  horse  and  being  bucked  off  a  few  times;  the  swing  in  the  big  tree  on 
the  west  of  the  house;  (Oh  how  high  we  seemed  to  go,  trying  to  touch  the  leaves  with  our  toes.)  telling  all 
my  dreams  to  Sneaky,  my  grey  cat;  pulling  the  hair  balls  off  Grandma  Garrett's  dog  and  playing  in  the 
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ditch  that  ran  in  front  of  their  house  with  all  my  cousins,  catching  skippers;   Mom  putting  waves  in 
Grandma  Garrett's  beautiful  red  hair.   I  loved  to  watch  Grandma  Murdoch  crocheting  away  and  never 
looking  down  at  her  hands,  it  seemed.   She  taught  me  to  crochet  and  how  I  loved  her  raisin  filled  cookies. 
I  loved  the  family  reunions  with  every  one  really  loving  each  other  and  being  happy  to  see  each  other.   It 
was  fun  playing  with  cousins  we  didn't  see  very  often. 

School  was  great.   Our  school,  Lincoln  Elementary,  was  a  two  storied  building  with  the  small  classes 
on  the  lower  floor  and  the  upper  grades  on  the  second  floor.   Ed  Kremin  was  the  janitor  and  he  loved  all 
the  kids  and  all  the  kids  loved  him.   He  would  let  us  take  turns  ringing  the  bell.  He  was  also  acted  as  a 
nurse  and  took  care  of  skinned  knees  and  hands. 

Miss  Christiansen  was  my  first  grade  teacher  and  Lola  Welker  my  second  grade  teacher,  but  my  most 
favorite  teacher  in  grade  school  was  Mrs  Elva  Swensen,  my  third  and  fourth  grade  teacher.   She  taught  me 
a  technique  on  how  to  color  inside  the  lines  of  our  drawings.   She  taught  me  to  love  reading.   I  still 
remember  her  love  of  children  and  her  being  understanding  of  our  problems. 

More  fleeting  memories:  Washing  wood  work  every  Saturday  morning  and  cleaning  the  house  to  be 
ready  for  Sunday.  This  was  before  play  time,  of  course.   Sundays  were  special.   Of  course  we  attended 
church  and  some  times  we  went  for  rides  and  had  picnics  instead  of  having  lunch  at  home;  trying  to  fry 
eggs  on  the  hot  sidewalk.   There  was  a  back  porch  along  the  north  side  of  the  house.   Dad  had  closed  it  in 
before  he  left  for  the  Second  World  War.  This  was  the  playhouse.  It  was  neat  place  to  play. 

There  are  lots  of  memories  at  Aunt  Jean's  and  Uncle  Angus's  place  such  as  pulling  rye  out  of  the 
wheat  and  barley  and  playing  in  the  polliwog  pond;  the  earthquake  near  Yellowstone  Park  that  was  scary; 
Mom's  face  so  soft,  just  like  her  touch.   The  long  awaited  moment  came,  the  birth  of  a  baby  boy,  finally  a 
son.   I  don't  know  who  was  more  excited,  Dad  and  Mother  or  us  kids.   A  brother!  and  he  became  an  uncle 
to  our  sister,  Geraldine's  Tammy.   Brigham  Earl  Garrett,  what  a  guy,  and  named  for  his  two 
Grandfathers,  Brigham  Murdoch  and  Earl  Park  Garrett.   Life  seemed  to  change  after  that.   Growing  up 
became  a  job.   Dad  helped  us  out  there  by  teaching  us  how  to  do  a  job  right...  the  first  time. 

In  Junior  High  School,  I  was  in  cheerleading  for  our  sports  and  Brigham  became  our  mascot.   We 
took  him  to  our  football  games,  we  had  him  in  our  homecoming  parade,  he  was  dressed  for  the  part.   It 
was  fun. 

There  was  MIA  (a  Young  Women's  Mutual  Improvement  Association).  The  "M"  is  for  Mutual 
relations  with  one  another,  "I"  for  Improvement  of  body,  mind  and  character  and  all  things  good  and  "A" 
for  Association,  with  God  and  his  son  Jesus  Christ,  family  and  all  people.  Then  there  was  Girls  Camp,  a 
part  of  the  Mutual  Improvement  Association.   Each  summer,  all  the  girls  from  12  years  old  to  17 
participated  in  ways  of  survival  in  the  wilderness,  as  well  as  strengthening  our  spiritual  welfare.   It  was 
something  we  all  looked  forward  to  every  summer.  It  was  a  good  character  building  experience.  We 
pulled  pranks  on  one  another.   A  person  would  never  know  when  someone  would  find  honey  on  the  toilet 
seat. 

I  loved  to  dance  and  went  to  the  church  and  school  dances  and  we  participated  in  Road  Shows.   It  was 
so  much  fun.  Each  ward  would  prepare  a  short  play  and  take  turns  presenting  it  in  each  ward.  The  night 
of  the  Road  Show  we  would  go  to  each  ward  at  an  assigned  time  and  it  made  a  whole  evening  of 
entertainment  to  the  public. 

There  are  lots  of  memories  in  my  high  school  days,  even  though  my  grades  were  something  to  be 
desired.   I  was  in  Pep  Club,  band  (I  played  a  clarinet),  choir,  drama  club,  marching  band,  FHA(Future 
Homemakers  of  America),  a  Hawaiian  dance  group,  Student  Council,  class  officer  and  Girls  State.   High 
School  was  definitely  a  lot  of  fun.   I  did  graduate  from  South  Fremont  High  School. 

College  days  at  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  were  made  possible  through  working  at  the  A&W 
Root  Beer  Stand  in  St.  Anthony  and  Dad  and  Mom's  support.   After  two  years  at  the  old  A&W  Root  Beer 
stand,  I  went  to  work  at  West  Yellowstone.  It  was  great  fun,  but  lots  of  work.  It  was  year  of  lots  of 
[adjustments,  being  away  from  home. 

Thanks  to  Dad  for  the  panel  wagon.  Dad  let  me  take  the  panel  wagon  to  Ricks  when  it  got  cold.   Not 
|many  kids  had  cars  at  Ricks  then.  It  was  one  of  my  choice  memories,  what  fun.  I  was  working  at  three 
jobs,  along  with  school  and  studies. 

It  was  my  second  year  in  college  at  a  dance  when  I  met  James  Anthony  Winkle.  Oh!  did  he  have  the 
lost  handsome  dimples  and  beautiful  eyes  and,  of  course,  he  was  quite  the  gentleman. 
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He  was  the  only  son  of  James  William  Winkle  and  Nettie  Marie  Walters  Winkle.   He  was  born  in 
Camden,  Arkansas,  on  June  13th,  1949  (they  came  to  Idaho  in  1956).   I  have  since  wondered  how  I 
missed  him  and  his  three  sisters,  Pat,  Paulette  and  Rebecca,  during  our  growing  up  years.  We  had  just 
met  and  it  seemed  that  the  Navy  swooped  him  away  before  we  even  had  a  chance  to  know  one  another. 
So  we  courted  through  the  mail  and  I  fell  more  in  love  with  him,  letter  by  letter.   After  basic  training  and 
the  transfer  to  San  Diego,  California,  he  was  given  orders  to  go  to  Vietnam.  He  came  home  on  furlough 
and,  two  days  before  he  was  to  leave,  we  decided  to  get  married.   We  did  just  that  on  September  25th, 
1969,  in  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latterday  Saints  in  Jackson  Hole,  Wyoming.  It  was  a  beautiful  fall 
day  and  this  started  a  new  era  in  my  life.   I  had  a  lot  of  growing  up  with  working  and  having  unsettling 
days  with  telegrams  and  news  flashes  about  the  Vietnam  War.   I  had  to  grow  into  the  idea  of  being 
married,  being  a  wife  and  someday  being  a  mother  and  mainly  being  accountable  to  someone  again. 

Anthony  came  home  in  May  of  1970.   With  the  Vietnam  War  winding  down  and  more  of  our  young 
men  coming  home,  it  was  definitely  a  time  of  rejoicing.   Anthony  started  his  saw  filing  apprenticeship  in 
Saratoga,  Wyoming.   Being  in  the  timber  industry,  we  re-affirmed  our  love  of  nature  and  all  God's 
creatures.   So  that  started  the  first  of  many  moves  in  our  lives.   It  also  meant  new  adventures.   Babies  are 
definitely  an  adventure.   Our  first  baby  was  born  prematurely  on  a  blizzardy  day,  the  4th  of  January, 
1971 ,  (the  New  Year  baby)!   She  was  so  perfect  and  so  tiny.   She  was  the  first  of  our  three  miracle 
children.  When  Desiree'  was  a  few  months  old,  we  moved  back  to  Idaho  and  house-sat  for  Anthony's 
sister,  Paulette,  during  the  wintertime,  in  Parker,  Idaho.   This  was  when  Anthony  started  to  work  for  the 
Idaho  Stud  Mill.   That  next  spring  we  bought  a  trailer  house  and  moved  to  Rexburg.   Marie  Rachael  was 
born  into  the  family  on  April  26,  1973.   Being  premature  also,  she,  too,  was  small  and  beautiful.   Then 
on  March  1 1 ,  1975,   An'Jannette  Marie  was  born.   I  couldn't  even  hold  her  the  first  38  days  of  her  life 
because  she  had  been  infected  with  staph  infection  within  a  few  hours  after  she  was  born. 

Just  a  few  thoughts  on  my  beautiful  children.   My  three  girls  were  all  born  C-section.   They  each  had 
difficulty  coming  and  staying  in  this  mortal  world.   I  was  told  after  Desiree'  was  born  that  I  couldn't  have 
any  more  children.   I  knew  in  my  heart  that  we  would  be  blessed  with  more  than  one  child  and  after  many 
prayers  and  difficult  times  our  prayers  were  answered.   We  have  three  beautiful,  normal  and  healthy 
children  and  I  am  so  thankful  for  them.  They  are  the  flowers  in  the  field,  the  warmth  of  the  sun  and  the 
gentle  breeze  on  my  face  and  oh,  how  I  love  them. 

You  know  we  have  been  blessed  .   We  have  lived  in  quite  a  few  places  and  have  met  so  many 
wonderful  people.   But  first  things  first.   We  outgrew  our  trailer  in  Rexburg  and  bought  a  home  with  a  few 
acres  of  land  in  Egin,  Idaho,  just  north  of  Rexburg.  We  remodeled  the  house  and  it  was  nice  and 
comfortable.   Anthony  continued  working  at  the  stud  mill.   I  worked  in  the  banking  system  in  between 
children.   The  children  continued  to  grow,  forming  their  own  special  personalities. 

Then  there  was  the  Chester  move,  with  a  400  square  foot  home  and  a  few  acres  of  ground,  which 
quickly  changed  to  a  2400  sq  foot  home,  (I  drew  up  the  plans  myself  and  Anthony  and  I  remodeled  and 
added  on  to  the  house).  It  made  a  big  lovely  home.  While  in  Chester,  we  developed  our  love  for  horses, 
with  our  hunting  horses  and  then  Pivot  Point.  With  Pivot  Point  we  entered  into  horse  racing  and  breeding 
Quarter  horses.   There  were  many  changes  over  the  next  few  years;  more  racing,  more  breeding  horses 
and,  with  Anthony  fulfilling  his  dream  to  build  a  saw  mill,  we  moved  to  Ririe,  Idaho. 

We  bought  23  acres  and  lived  in  a  trailer  house  till  we  could  build  another  home.   Anthony  built  a  60' 
by  40'  log  barn  to  help  us  in  our  horse  breeding  business,  poured  the  foundation  for  the  new  home  and  the 
mill  closed  down.   From  there  we  were  attempting  another  adventure  in  our  lives  by  moving  to 
Washington  and  then  Oregon,  thus  leaving  our  parents,  and  having  to  depart  from  our  racing  careers  by 
selling  Pivot  Point,  which  was  an  end  to  an  era  of  our  lives. 

In  Washington,  we  moved  into  a  turn-of-the-century  two  storied  home.   It  had  belonged  to  a  mortician, 
with  some  of  his  urns  still  in  the  basement.  This  was  a  lovely  home,  but  needed  a  lot  of  repairs.  There 
were  unkept  orchards  of  all  kinds  of  fruit  and  vines,  lots  of  spruce  trees  around  and  wild  flowers.  At  one 
time  it  had  been  a  beautiful  place.  Then  we  moved  to  Oregon,  to  the  little  town  of  Cascade  Locks  on  the 
bank  of  the  Columbia  River,  to  be  closer  to  Anthony's  work.   Here  we  could  see  the  beauty  of  Mount 
Hood,  with  huge  clumps  of  fern  growing  wild  in  the  forest.   There  were  lots  of  wild  strawberries  and  wild 
roses  and  other  beautiful  wild  flowers.    The  home  was  a  nice  home  with  flowers  and  shrubs  and  nice 
green  grass,  set  in  a  little  clearing  with  forest  on  each  side  of  us.  We  could  watch  the  barges  going  up  and 
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down  the  river. 

While  in  Cascade  Locks,  the  girls  attended  junior  high  and  high  school  and  were  busy  in  the  many 
activities:  softball,  volleyball,  first  dates,  high  school  proms,  etc.   It  was  a  busy  time.   I  was  working  as  a 
recreation  director  for  the  city.   I  enjoyed  scheduling  trips  and  outings  for  our  Senior  Citizens,  organizing 
Little  League  and  softball  teams,  and  planning  things  for  the  whole  town,  things  they  would  enjoy.   I 
enjoyed  working  with  bom  the  youth  and  the  old  alike.   Then  another  trial,  the  mill  closed  down,  which 
meant  another  move.   A  friend,  Anthony,  who  had  worked  for  the  St.  Anthony  Stud  Mill,  called  to  see  if 
Anthony  would  consider  going  to  South  Dakota  to  help  enlarge  the  saw  mill  he  was  managing  there. 

Here  in  Oregon,  I  was  fairly  close  to  Sandra  and  Geraldine.  It  made  it  nice  when  Dad  and  Mother 
came  out.  They  were  able  to  see  all  of  us  at  the  same  time.   It  was  hard  to  leave,  being  so  close  to 
Geraldine  and  Sandra  and  the  dear  friends  we  had  made,  and  leave  the  beautiful  state  of  Oregon. 

This  is  how  we  arrived  in  a  little  place  called  Hill  City,  South  Dakota.   I  personally  whined  quite  a  bit 
(a  whole  year  actually,  but  the  country  and  the  people  grew  on  me  and  I  could  see  God's  wonderful  handi- 
work.  It  seemed  to  follow  me  because  I  opened  my  heart  and  eyes  to  see  His  beautiful  handi-work.  It  was 
a  beautiful  place.  We  bought  a  home  and  settled  down  on  the  edge  of  the  timber  line.  It  was  a  lovely  home 
and  it  didn't  take  long  for  Anthony  to  see  how  he  could  make  it  more  lovely.  He  did  this  by  adding  a  porch 
on  the  north  side  of  the  house  so  we  could  see  the  little  creek  flowing  by,  with  good  fishing  in  it,  and  see 
the  deer  and  their  babies  come  down  to  water  and  feed  in  the  evenings.   This  became  a  tender  time  to 
watch  God's  workings  again. 

We  found  our  niches  one  more  time,  with  new  friends  and  special  relationships,  one  which  Rachael 
brought  home  sick  one  day,  no  mother  to  take  care  of  her.  Since  then,  Kara,  our  beautiful  "red  head" 
foster  daughter  (Grandma  Garrett  would  have  loved  her  as  Grandma  Ida  had  beautiful  red  hair),  has 
shared  herself  and  her  husband,  Louie  Tippman,  and  has  given  us  three  beautiful  foster  grandchildren: 
Collin,  Colton  and  Cassey.   We  lost  our  little  Collin,  Thanksgiving  Day,  1991 .   We  thanked  the  Lord  for 
sharing  him  with  us  for  those  few  precious  months.   Collin  and  Cassey  followed  and  now  give  us  such  joy. 

All  the  past  several  years  have  been  full.  With  the  girls  graduating  from  High  School,  under  the  great 
monuments  of  Mount  Rushmore  of  our  great  presidents,  it  is  a  most  inspiring,  beautiful  experience. 

Desiree  went  to  college  and  graduated  from  South  Dakota  State  University  with  honors  and  after 
graduation  married  Michael  Wheaton.  She  has  given  us  a  beautiful  precious  granddaughter,  Kristen  Page, 
who  is  such  a  joy.   Being  grandparents  is  the  greatest  blessing  ever.  They  now  have  another  addition  to 
the  family,  Catlin,  who  was  born  on  April  25th,  1997. 

After  the  girls  moved  to  their  various  adventures,  we  sold  our  home  by  the  Creek  and  bought  a  little 
run  down  motel  called  Quail  Crossing.  It  wasn't  long  until  Anthony  had  things  under  control  and  fixed  it 
up  and  it  turned  out  to  be  a  cute  little  place.  It  was  a  lot  of  hard  work,  but  we  enjoyed  the  challenge  and 
loved  the  people  who  came  and  shared  their  vacations  with  us. 

Angie,  after  getting  a  taste  of  college  life  at  Spearfish,  South  Dakota,  and  deciding  to  approach  life 
with  hands  on  experience,  married  Neil  Maxfield.  They  now  live  in  Sioux  Falls,  South  Dakota.  Our  sons- 
in-law  are  a  great  addition  to  our  family. 

Rachael  is  spreading  her  wings  and  looking  to  new  horizons.  She  is  now  working  in  Troutdale, 
Oregon.  She  is  married  to  Clint  Carlson  and  blessed  our  lives  with  her  first  child,  Cole,  who  was  born  on 
April  12,  1997. 

As  of  January  1997,  Anthony  and  I  have  sold  Quail  Crossing  and  are  managing  "The  Family  Inn"  in 
Rapid  City,  South  Dakota.  He  still  works  at  the  mill  in  Hill  City,  North  Dakota.  Our  future  plans  are  to 
enjoy  our  children  and  grand  children. 

I  thank  my  sweet  sisters  and  parents  for  supporting  us  on  our  special  occasions  and  being  there  for  us. 
What  can  I  say  when  my  heart  is  so  full?  Thank  you,  Lord,  for  our  beautiful  family  and  loved  ones. 

Pamela  Garrett  Winkle 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Desiree'  B  -  04  Jan  1971  M  -  06  Jun  1993  to  Michael  Edward  Wheaton 

(2)  Marie  Rachael  B  -  26  Apr  1973  M  -  09  Feb  1997  to  Clint  Carlson 

(3)  An'Jannette  Marie     B  -  1 1  Mar  1975  M  -  1 1  Mar  1995  to  Neil  Maxfield 
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Anthony  and  Pamela  (Garrett)  Winkle 


1  -  Desiree'  Winkle  Wheaton.   I  was  born  during  a  blizzard  on  the  fourth  of  January,  1971,  in 
Rawlins,  Wyoming.   My  parents,  James  Anthony  Winkle  and  Pamela  Garrett,  are  my  strength  in 
many  ways  and  I  thank  them  for  being  there  when  I  needed  them.   I  am  the  oldest  of  three  daughters. 
We  moved  often  throughout  my  childhood,  as  my  father  was  in  the  lumber  business,  and  though  each 
move  was  difficult,  I  have  come  to  look  at  each  one  as  a  blessing  of  new  friends  and  experiences.  I 
also  had  the  great  fortune  to  spend  a  great  deal  of  time  with  both  sets  of  grandparents.   Their 
friendship  and  love  have  helped  me  become  a  stronger  person  and  I  love  them  dearly  for  their  lessons 
and  understanding. 

My  sisters  and  I  have  been  blessed  with  good  strong  relationships.  There  were  some  trying  times 
(mostly  centered  around  sharing  rooms  and  borrowing  domes),  but  we  made  it  through  with  only 
minor  abrasions. 

I  enjoyed  school  and  excelled  in  scholastics  as  well  as  participating  in  many  extra-curricular 
activities.  I  found  my  heart  in  Literature  and  in  1993  I  graduated  with  an  BA  in  English  Education. 
Only  a  month  later,  I  married  my  best  friend,  Michael  Edward  Wheaton.   On  August  1 ,  1994,  we 
were  blessed  with  our  first  child,  Kristen  Page  Wheaton.   She  is  a  beautiful  child  ( just  ask  any  of  her 
grandparents  and  great  grandparents  for  an  entirely  unbiased  opinion!)  and  I  feel  so  fortunate  that  she 
will  grow  up  in  such  a  warm  and  caring  extended  family. 

Mike  graduated  in  December  of  1995  with  a  degree  in  Mechanical  Engineering  and  found  a 
position  with  a  company  in  Hutchinson,  Mn.  It  is  a  good  company  and  we  love  the  town.  It  has  been 
difficult  to  be  so  far  away  from  our  family,  but  we  have  done  all  right  with  frequent  visits  and  huge 
telephone  bills.  Kristen  has  grown  into  a  delightful  two  year  old  and  we  are  expecting  our  second 
child  in  April.  We  have  also  bought  an  old  house  which  we  are  currently  fixing  up.  We  are  looking 
forward  to  our  future  and  all  of  the  challenges  and  joys  it  will  bring. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kristen  Page       B  -  01  Aug  1994 

(2)Kaitlyn  B  -  25  Apr  1997 
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Kristen  Wheaton 


Kaitlyn  Wheaton 


2  -  Marie  Rachael  Winkle  Carlson.  Who  would  have  thought  a  summary  of  my  life  could  take  four 
hours  to  do.   I'm  not  real  good  at  this  writing  things,  so  please  bare  with  me. 

I  was  born  April  26th  1973,  in  Rexburg,  Madison  County,  Idaho.  I  was  raised  in  a  family  of  five, 
consisting  of  my  loving  parents,  James  Anthony  Winkle  and  Pamela  Garrett  Winkle,  and  my  two  very 
dear  sisters,  Desiree'(the  oldest)  and  An'Jannette  (the  youngest). 

I  have  so  many  childhood  memories  I  could  talk  about,  but  if  I  was  to  write  them  down  this 
summary  could  easily  turn  into  a  book.   So  now  I  have  to  figure  out  how  to  make  this  as  short  and 
sweet  as  possible. 

I  spent  most  of  my  younger  childhood  in  Idaho.   By  living  in  Idaho,  I  had  the  opportunity  to  be 
raised  around  both  my  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Winkle,  who  live  in  Rexburg,  and  my  Grandpa  and 
Grandma  Garrett  and  Great  Grandma  Garrett,  along  with  aunts  and  uncles  and  cousins.   I  had  many 
loved  ones  around. 

My  father  is  a  saw  filer  and  works  in  the  timber  industry.  So  many  environmental  laws  have  been 
passed,  they  made  the  timber  jobs  scarce.  We  followed  the  timber  industry  and  we  were  able  to  live 
in  Idaho,  Washington,  Oregon  and  South  Dakota.   Moving  away  from  Idaho  and  family  was  hard  ,  but 
I  am  grateful  that  I  was  able  to  have  the  chance  to  live  in  these  different  areas,  which  Dad  made  sure 
were  were  never  more  than  a  day's  drive  from  Idaho  and  family. 

My  family  settled  in  Hill  City,  South  Dakota,  in  1988.   I  graduated  from  Hill  City  High  School  in 
1991 .   It's  hard  to  believe  that  was  six  years  ago.  Since  then,  my  folks  bought  a  campground  with 
nine  cabin  units  to  rent.   My  parents  taught  me  to  work.  We  had  small  jobs  even  when  we  were 
young. 

Both  my  sisters  are  happily  married  and  just  last  year  (August  1,1994),  Desiree'  and  her  husband, 
Mike,  blessed  me  with  a  beautiful  niece,  Kristen  Page  Wheaton.  Since  then  I  have  been  bugging 
An'Jannette  and  Neil  to  make  me  an  aunt,  also. 

As  for  me,  you  can  say  I'm,  as  Mom  would  say,  the  free  spirit  of  the  family  (I'm  almost  sure  she 
means  stubborn.)  I  love  to  wander,  experience  new  places  and  meet  new  people. 
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I  spent  some  time  exploring  Royal  City,  Washington,  while  living  with  my  cousin,  Connie,  and 
her  husband  Bryce,  and  four  wonderful  children:  Kayla  (8  yrs),  Brittany  (6yrs),  Shana  (3yrs)  and 
Hay  don  (2yr).  I  liked  it  there. 

I  worked  in  the  Portland,  Oregon,  area  for  a  while  and  am  now  living  in  Troutdale,  Oregon.  I 
have  now  found  my  niche  in  life  and  now  my  sweetheart,  Clint  Carlson,  and  I  are  married.   We  had 
our  first  child  on  April  12,  1997.   It  is  a  boy  and  we  have  named  him  Cole.  Desiree'  and  Michael  are 
having  their  second  child  and  we  will  both  be  having  our  babies  in  April. 

I  thank  God  and  my  family  for  all  their  support.   I  wouldn't  be  able  to  do  it  without  them. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cole  James         B- 12  Apr  1997 
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Marie  Rachael  (Winkle),  Clint  Carlson  holding  Cole 


3  -  An'Jannette  Marie  Winkle  Maxfield.    My  name  is  An'Jannette  Marie  Winkle  Maxfield, 
daughter  of  James  and  Pamela  Garrett  Winkle.   I  was  born  three  weeks  early  on  March  1 1th,  1975,  at 
8:13  A.M.  at  the  Madison  Memorial  Hospital  in  Rexburg,  Madison,  Idaho,  weighing  5  lbs,  10  oz  and 
19  inches  long.   I  was  diagnosed  with  staph  infection  along  with  three  other  babies.   Since  the  Madison 
Memorial  Hospital  did  not  have  the  needed  equipment,  I  was  sent  to  the  Idaho  Falls  Hospital  in  Idaho 
Falls,  Idaho.   There  I  spent  the  first  thirty  days  of  my  life  in  the  intensive  care  unit,  with  tubes  and 
needles  sticking  out  all  over  my  body.   I  wasn't  expected  to  live  much  longer  after  my  birth,  since  the 
other  two  babies  diagnosed  with  the  same  thing  had  died.   My  parents  and  grandparents  were  called 
many  times  by  the  hospital  to  come  in  and  say  their  good  byes  because  they  didn't  expect  me  to  live 
much  longer,  but  everytime  I  proved  them  wrong.   I  do  know  now  that  I  wouldn't  be  here  right  now  if 
it  weren't  for  my  parents  and  grandparents  pouring  their  hearts  out  with  love  and  their  prayers.  My 
mom  has  told  me  many  times  that  Great  Grandma  Ida  Garrett  and  Grandma  Tressa  Garrett  were  right 
beside  me  during  the  full  thirty  days.   In  fact,  Great  Grandma  Ida,  who  was  a  nurse  at  the  St.  Anthony 
Memorial  Hospital  at  the  time,  had  told  my  mother  to  not  have  me  at  the  Madison  Memorial  Hospital, 
because  of  their  history  of  staph  infection.   After  the  thirty  days,  I  was  sent  home  and,  from  then  on 
until  I  was  about  five  years  old,  I  was  tested  and  documented  for  research. 

As  for  my  religious  back  ground,  I  went  to  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints  with 
my  Grandma  Tressa  and  Grandpa  Clyde  Garrett.  What  I  remember  most  is  the  warm  and  safe  feeling 
I  felt  the  many  times  I  attended.   As  of  right  now,  I  have  not  been  baptized  because  my  parents  wanted 
this  decision  to  be  made  by  us  as  soon  as  we  were  old  enough.   Now  I  am  researching  and  learning 
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everything  I  need  to  know  to  make  my  decision.    No  matter  what,  I  will  never  forget  the  memories  I 
have  with  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints. 

In  school  I  played  the  clarinet  until  about  the  ninth  grade  and  from  mere  I  gave  my  clarinet  to  my 
smaller  cousins,  Jessica  and  Megan  Garrett,  daughters  of  my  Uncle  Brigham  and  Aunt  Jamie.   I 
remember  they  were  so  excited  and  they  couldn't  wait  until  they  were  old  enough  to  play  it.   They  are 
using  it  now  that  they  are  old  enough  to  be  in  band. 

My  accomplishment  in  school  were  that  I  stayed  on  the  honor  roll  throughout  my  high  school  years 
and  graduated  fifth  in  my  class.   I  played  volleyball  and,  during  my  eleventh  grade  year,  I  helped 
bring  my  team  to  win  the  Rushmore  Conference  Tournament.   Then  I  was  picked  to  be  on  The  All 
Conference  Team  and  received  a  medal.   This  was  a  great  honor.   My  best  years  in  school  were  my 
high  school  years.   I  went  to  Hill  City  High  School  in  South  Dakota.   It  was  a  small  school  but  I  had 
some  of  the  best  teachers.   Another  great  honor  was  the  fact  that  Hill  City  High  School  was  the  only 
school  that  had  Smokey  the  Bear  as  its  mascot  and  the  only  one  to  graduate  its  students  under  the 
monument  of  Mount  Rushmore.   The  reason  for  this  is  because,  a  long  time  ago,  there  was  a  real  big 
fire  in  the  Black  Hills  and  the  Hill  City  community  was  the  only  one  to  donate  its  free  time  to  help 
fight  the  forest  fire  and  it  still  keeps  the  area  clean  for  tourists  to  enjoy.   As  for  my  class,  we  all  were 
great  friends  and  always  will  remain  good  friends.   We  had  many  great  times  together. 

In  high  school  is  where  I  met  my  husband,  Neil  Maxfield.   We  were  just  friends  throughout  his 
high  school  years.   After  he  graduated,  he  went  on  to  college.  Since  Mike  Wheaton  (Desiree's 
husband)  and  Neil  were  the  best  of  friends,  Neil  was  always  home  on  the  weekends,  so  I  saw  him 
quite  often.   I  always  had  a  little  attraction  toward  Neil,  but  I  thought  I  would  never  have  a  chance 
with  him  since  he  was  two  years  older  than  me.   Also,  I  was  always  looked  at  as  Desiree's  or 
Rachael's  little  sister.   Mike  and  Desiree  had  been  working  on  Neil  and  me  to  get  together,  but  of 
course  we  didn't  realize  it.   So  on  June  6th,  1993,  at  Desiree'  and  Michael's  (Mike)  wedding,  I  had  an 
ex-boyfriend  come  to  the  wedding.  This  started  sparks  with  Neil  and  I  guess  he  was  a  little  jealous. 
Neil  started  to  show  interest  in  me  and  that  night  we  danced  together  all  night  long.   This  did  not  make 
my  ex-boyfriend  very  happy,  so  he  left.   Neil  and  I  never  actually  started  going  together  until  June 
19th,  which  was  on  his  birthday.  We  fell  in  love  within  the  two  years  we  dated  and  were  married  on 
my  birthday,  March  11th,  1995.  We  are  now  very  happily  married  and  we  both  have  real  sturdy  jobs. 
Neil  is  a  service  consultant  at  Queen  City  Motors  (a  Chevy  dealership)  with  the  ability  to  go  up  from 
there.   As  for  me,  I  work  at  a  Best  Western  Motel  in  Lead,  South  Dakota,  as  a  front  desk  manager. 
Currently  I  am  twenty  years  old  and  Neil  is  twenty  two  years  old.   We  live  in  Spearfish,  South 
Dakota,  and  are  looking  toward  the  future.   Note:  Since  this  was  written,  Neil  changed  employment 
and  we  have  moved  to  Sioux  Falls,  South  Dakota. 

An'Jannette  Winkle  Maxfield 


Neal  and  An'Jannette  (Winkle)  Maxfield 
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5  -  IV ANA  GARRETT  NEBEKER.  I  was  born  April  18,  1950,  two  days  after  my  father's  birthday.  I 
was  supposed  to  be  his  birthday  present.  I  was  born  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  a  small  town  of  around  2,000 
people,  in  the  St.  Anthony  General  Hospital,  with  my  grandmother,  Ida  Green  Garrett,  a  licensed 
practical  nurse,  assisting  Dr.  Soule  in  bringing  me  into  this  new  world. 

I  had  four  sisters  to  welcome  me:  Geraldine  was  12,  Clydene  was  10,  Sandra  was  7,  and  Pamela  was 
2.   Brigham  came  almost  ten  years  later. 

We  lived  on  the  southwest  end  of  town.  The  house  had  three  bedrooms  on  the  west  side  of  the  house. 
Dad  remodeled  the  house  and  made  a  bath  room  out  of  the  middle  bedroom.  Over  the  years,  remodeling 
of  the  house  has  changed  it  a  lot.  One  of  the  changes  was  when  Dad  dug  a  basement  and  made  a  full 
basement  which  included  two  bedrooms  for  the  girls.  Later,  Dad  took  out  the  wall  between  the  front 
bedroom  and  the  living  room  and  made  the  original  living  room  larger,  as  the  living  room  wasn't  large 
enough  for  the  growing  family.  Imagine  eight  grown  ups  in  that  small  living  room.  That  was  before 
spouses  and  grand-children  and  great  grand-children. 

I  attended  kindergarten  in  the  old  City  Building  on  the  north  side  of  town  and  grade  school  at  the  old 
Lincoln  School  on  the  south  side  of  town.   It  held  the  classes  first  through  the  fourth  grades.   When  I 
entered  the  fifth  grade,  I  went  to  the  Central  School  on  the  north  side  of  town.   The  year  after  I  graduated 
from  the  eighth  grade,  they  built  a  new  high  school  and  the  old  high  school  became  the  middle  school  or 
the  junior  high  school  for  the  grades  7-9.  Our  class  was  the  last  to  graduate  from  grade  school  as  an  eight 
grade  class  and  the  first  to  graduate  from  the  9th  grade  in  Junior  High  into  High  School.   This  procedure 
of  graduation  wasn't  carried  on  after  that  year.   At  that  time,  we  had  a  new  high  school  just  two  blocks 
away  from  the  junior  high.    As  I  remember  my  younger  years,  the  years  have  faded  a  lot  and  so  has  my 
memory,  so  as  to  reading  this,  it  may  skip  around  a  lot  as  the  memories  open  up  to  me. 

When  Geraldine,  Clydene  and  Sandra  were  in  High  School,  one  day  I  walked  from  the  City  Building 
to  the  high  school  alone  and  the  older  kids  there  helped  me  to  find  my  sisters.   I  remember  the  band  room 
was  where  they  were.   I  thought  I  was  such  a  big  girl.  (I  believe  I  was  still  five  years  old,  as  I  started 
school  when  I  was  six.)  I  thought  I  could  walk  that  far  by  myself.   The  girls  would  pick  me  up  after 
school  and  walk  me  home. 

The  summer  before  I  started  school,  Dad  had  a  job  working  on  the  road  around  Lemhi,  Idaho,  a  small 
spot  at  the  side  of  the  road,  in  the  Salmon  area.   It  had  a  store,  post  office  and  some  gas  pumps.  The 
homes  were  scattered  along  the  country  side,  on  the  Lemhi  River.   Dad  and  three  other  men  had  taken 
their  families  and  were  living  in  trailers.  These  included  the  Hyrum  and  Mary  Romrell  family  and  the 
LeRoy  and  Virginia  Moore  family,  who  had  a  little  girl,  Carolynn,  who  was  about  three  years  old.  It  also 
included  the  Verdean  and  Dora  Stoddard  family  who  had  children,  a  boy  my  age  and  two  girls  the  same 
age  as  Sandra  and  Pamela.  We  three  younger  ones  had  a  fun  time  together  as  well  as  the  older  ones.  Our 
parents  were  all  good  friends.  The  Moore's  and  the  Romrell' s  were  from  our  ward  in  St.  Anthony  and  the 
Stoddard's  were  from  Rupert,  Idaho.  We  found  die  Stoddards  were  distantly  related  through  our  great 
grand  parents  on  Grandma  Murdoch's  line.  The  three  mothers  would  go  fishing  and  take  whoever  of  the 
children  that  wanted  to  go  with  them.  Mary  Romrell  didn't  like  to  fish  so  she  didn't  go  with  us  very  often. 

Sandra  wrecked  the  car  that  summer.  She  ran  into  a  tree.  We  lived  in  a  little  house.   I  don't 
remember  much  about  how  many  rooms  it  had,  but  I  do  remember  we  had  to  use  a  big  old  two  holer 
outdoor  toilet  with  the  splintery  slivers  on  the  seat.  It  even  made  a  good  playhouse. 

Our  baths  were  in  the  big  round  wash  tub.  Mother  cooked  on  a  wood  stove.  It  had  to  have  rat  nests 
cleaned  out  of  the  draft  area  and  after  that  the  stove  worked  wonderfully. 

Dad  had  a  hard  time  with  the  bathing  in  the  tub  or  bathing  in  the  river  with  no  privacy,  so  he  rigged  up 
a  fifty  gallon  barrel  on  top  of  a  shed  and  hooked  up  a  water  line  with  a  shower  head  on  it  and  it  worked 
great.   He  filled  the  tank  with  water  from  the  water  wagon  where  he  worked.  It  would  sit  in  the  hot  sun 
shine  all  day  and  it  would  take  the  chill  off  the  water.  The  older  ones  used  that,  but  the  water  was  too  cold 
for  the  little  children  to  shower,  so  they  continued  to  bath  in  the  round  tub  with  water  heated  on  the  stove. 
It  wasn't  long  until  others  wanted  to  use  it. 

We  were  in  a  historic  area  where  a  tribe  of  Indians  lived.  There  were  caves  to  visit  and  our  mothers 
would  take  us  on  hikes  to  the  Indian  caves.  In  some  of  the  areas,  we  found  Indian  beads  and  sometimes 
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an  arrow  head.   We  found  an  old  burial  ground.   The  graves  had  been  plundered  and  die  county  officials 
had  removed  the  bodies  to  the  cemetery  in  Salmon.   There  were  beads  and  part  of  an  old  rifle  still  there 
and  other  pieces  of  metal  and  leather. 

When  I  was  a  little  older,  Mom  and  Dad  were  in  charge  of  the  Stake  Bishops'  Store  House.  The  girls 
and  I  would  help  put  orders  together.   I  remember  some  new  dresses  came  in.   They  were  home  made  and 
I  fell  in  love  with  one  of  them.   I  wanted  that  dress  more  than  anything.   I  begged  and  begged  Mom  to  get 
it  for  me.   She  told  me  no  and  gave  me  good  reasons  why  not,  but  I  kept  begging  and  pouting  and  made  a 
fuss.   Mom  got  angry  with  me  and  made  me  sit  in  the  back  room  until  we  had  to  go  home.   That  is  the 
only  time  I  remember  Mom  getting  that  angry  with  me. 

It  was  the  year  of  the  big  earthquake  in  Montana,  just  out  of  the  Yellowstone  National  Park.   Pamela 
and  I  were  staying  with  Aunt  Jean  and  Uncle  Angus.   It  was  just  before,  or  not  long  after,  midnight.   I  was 
dreaming  pleasant  things,  when  all  of  a  sudden  I  was  dreaming  of  war.   I  figure  the  earthquake  and  the 
movement  of  the  house  triggered  the  dream  to  change.  When  we  woke  up  the  next  morning,  the  older 
kids  (Don,  Barbara,  JoAnne  and  Virginia)  were  listening  to  the  radio.   They  were  saying  that  there  was  an 
earthquake  in  the  area.   Listening  to  that,  I  ran  upstairs  to  Pamela  and  Marlene  and  told  them  the  exciting 
news.  Of  course  the  girls  told  me  I  was  lying,  so  I  told  them  to  go  downstairs  and  listen  to  the  radio.  To 
their  surprise,  I  was  right  and  I  gave  them  a  look....  like  I  told  you  so.... 

I  always  loved  spending  my  time  at  Aunt  Jean's  and  Uncle  Angus's  home,  playing  with  my  cousins. 
Pamela  and  I  spent  a  lot  of  time  at  their  home.  They  lived  at  Chester  and  were  the  closest  of  any  of 
Mother's  family  and  the  school  buses  from  our  school  went  out  that  far  and  stopped  to  let  the  kids  off  the 
bus  at  the  corner  a  little  ways  from  Aunt  Jean's  house. 

Brigham  was  born  February  21st,  1959.   Dad  took  all  us  kids  to  the  hospital  to  see  him.   They  didn't 
allow  children  in,  so  Grandma  Garrett  brought  him  to  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  held  him  up  so  we  could  see 
him.   We  were  all  so  happy  he  had  arrived. 

Gladys  Hill  lived  next  door  for  many  years.  She  was  so  much  a  part  of  our  family.  We  would  go 
over  and  listen  to  her  play  her  organ.  Her  mother  was  Harriet  Tanner  Orr  Watson.  We  called  her 
Grandma  Watson.  We  kids  would  listen  to  her  tell  stories  of  her  pioneer  days,  when  she  played  on  the 
foundation  of  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  when  it  was  being  built.  I  don't  remember  much  of  the  stories  any 
more.  She  lived  to  be  103  years  old.  Gladys  lived  to  be  97.  She  was  about  the  same  age  as  Grandma 
Garrett.  Both  were  nurses  like  Grandma  Garrett.   They  were  good  nurses  and  could  give  good  shots. 

We  also  had  Grandma  Ida  Erickson,  who  lived  across  the  street  from  us.  (We  adopted  a  lot  of  older 
ladies  in  our  neighborhood  as  grandmas.)  Mom  would  set  her  hair  and  cut  it  all  the  time.  She  always 
planted  more  green  peas  than  she  needed  because  she  knew  that  some  of  us  kids  would  raid  her  pea  patch. 
She  would  get  after  us  all  the  time  but  she  was  always  a  sweetheart  and  she  loved  us.   She  had  a  glass  eye 
and  when  she  would  fall  asleep  in  the  chair,  her  good  eye  would  close  but  the  glass  eye  would  stay  open. 
She  would  always  tell  us  that  she  always  kept  one  eye  on  us  when  she  was  sleeping. 

I  was  born  after  Grandpa  Brigham  Murdoch  died  so  I  never  got  to  know  him,  but  Grandma  Louannie 
Murdoch  was  fun  to  visit  and  stay  with.  She  always  had  cookies  for  us  and  a  kettle  of  soup  on  the  stove. 
She  could  make  good  soup.   She  had  a  pillow  on  her  couch  that  I  loved  to  look  at.  It  was  one  of  those 
souvenir  pillows,  it  had  a  state  on  it  where  it  showed  some  of  the  cities,  and  it  had  fringe  on  the  sides.  It 
was  always  interesting.   Grandma  had  a  button  box  that  was  always  fun  to  play  with.  We  had  to  pick  them 
up  when  we  got  through  and  put  them  away. 

One  time,  Tammy  Murdoch  and  I  had  stayed  overnight.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  slept  upstairs. 
There  was  a  heat  vent  upstairs  in  the  bedroom  where  you  could  look  downstairs  into  the  living  room  and 
you  could  hear  what  everyone  was  saying.  It  was  fun  to  lay  on  the  floor  and  listen.  The  next  day,  when  I 
was  in  the  basement  helping  Grandma,  Dad  and  Mom  pulled  up  to  the  house  to  pick  me  up  and  take  me 
home.  I  asked  Grandma  to  tell  them  I  wasn't  there  so  I  could  stay  longer.   Grandma  told  me  she  didn't  lie 
and  that  I  shouldn't  either.   It  taught  me  a  good  lesson.   It  was  good  to  see  Mom  and  Dad  anyway. 

One  time  Pamela  and  I  were  staying  at  Uncle  Angus  and  Aunt  Jean's  place  for  a  week  while  Mother 
and  Dad  were  gone.  Uncle  Angus  had  just  brought  the  truck  back  from  the  dry  farm.  He  told  us  to  stay 
away  from  the  truck,  because  there  was  a  rattlesnake  on  the  flat  bed.  We  girls  were  real  curious  to  see  it, 
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so  we  went  outside  to  look.  We  were  all  too  short  to  see  over  the  edge  of  the  flat  bed  so  Marlene  and 
Pamela  boosted  me  up  to  see  it.   Boy,  did  I  get  an  eye  full!   I  had  thought  it  was  dead,  as  Uncle  Angus 
said  he  had  put  the  pitchfork  through  it,  but  it  was  still  alive  and  all  curled  up  and  it's  tail  was  rattling.  It 
was  very  close  to  the  edge  of  the  truck  bed  where  I  was.   I  was  so  scared  that  I  pushed  back  and  all  of  us 
went  tumbling  on  the  ground.   "You're  not  going  to  get  me  up  there  again! " 

Grandpa  Earl  and  Grandma  Ida  Garrett  lived  just  south  of  us,  about  five  blocks.  We  used  to  ride  our 
bikes  over  and  see  them  a  lot.   Once  I  got  mad  at  the  girls  while  Mom  was  working  at  the  Bishop's  Store 
House  and  I  told  Clydene  I  was  going  to  run  away.   I  ended  up  at  Grandma's  and  she  made  me  go  home. 
The  next  time  I  tried  to  run  away  I  knew  I  couldn't  go  to  Grandma's  to  hide  out,  so  I  didn't  run  away  any 
more  'cause  there  was  no  place  to  go.   As  Grandma  would  say,  "There  is  no  place  like  home." 

I  remember  going  to  church  and  Primary  in  the  old  Stake  Tabernacle.  We  belonged  to  the  St. 
Anthony  Second  Ward  and  held  our  meetings  in  the  basement.  It  wasn't  nice  like  we  have  now  in  our 
meeting  houses. 

Grandpa  Garrett  had  smoked  since  he  was  a  young  man.  Sometimes  he  would  smoke  a  pipe.  I  would 
sit  on  his  lap  when  I  was  small  as  he  would  blow  out  the  smoke.   It  would  look  like  fine  strings  floating  in 
the  air.   I  would  try  to  pick  them  out  of  the  air  but  couldn't.   After  he  quit  smoking  he  would  carry  round 
pink  mints  in  his  pocket  to  suck  on  to  take  the  place  of  the  cigarettes.   He  always  shared  them  with  us. 
Everyone  wanted  to  help  him  quit,  so  when  the  family  came,  they  would  bring  him  pink  mints.   Grandpa 
died  the  26th  of  May,  1970,  from  emphysema,  just  after  my  graduation,  so  all  my  sisters  were  home  for 
the  funeral. 

I  graduated  from  High  School  in  May  of  1970.   Our  class  was  the  largest  to  graduate  from  South 
Fremont  at  that  time.   I  had  stayed  with  Geraldine  for  a  while  the  summer  before  my  senior  year,  so  this 
summer  Sandra  wanted  me  to  go  home  with  her  and  see  if  I  could  find  work.   I  wanted  to  go  to  Ricks 
College  in  the  fall.   Sandra  was  working  at  a  fabric  store  so  I  got  on  at  the  store,  also. 

While  I  was  working  and  living  with  Sandra  and  Irvin,  I  met  Leland  Nebeker  at  a  church  dance.   The 
program  they  had  for  our  age  group  was  Young  Adults  (M  Men  and  Gleaners).   I  would  see  him  at  dances 
and  Sunday  meetings  most  of  the  time.  We  did  date  a  few  times  before  I  went  back  home  to  Idaho  to  get 
ready  for  school  at  Ricks.   I  asked  Lee  to  write  to  me.  Lee  and  I  wrote  to  each  other  during  that  year  of 
college  of  1971 .   I  went  out  to  Portland  that  Christmas  holiday.   That  is  when  he  proposed  to  me.  We 
didn't  get  formally  engaged  till  after  the  school  year.   I  went  back  to  school  at  Ricks  that  fall.   During 
Lee's  spring  break  from  dental  school  he  came  out  in  March  of  1972  to  see  me  and  to  meet  my  parents.  I 
went  back  to  Portland  the  next  summer  and  I  stayed  with  Sandra  and  Irvin  again.   That  is  when  I  met 
Lee's  parents  and  family.   Lee  was  living  with  his  Grandmother  and  Grandfather  Barnwell  so  he  could 
attend  dental  school. 

Lee  and  I  were  married  in  the  Ogden  Temple,  March  17,  1973.   We  wanted  to  be  married  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  Temple  but  it  was  closed  for  remodeling. 

We  lived  in  Portland  until  June  of  1974.   After  Lee's  graduation  from  dental  school,  I  was  his  dental 
assistant  until  just  before  Brian  was  born.   From  then  on,  I  only  helped  when  there  was  an  emergency. 
We  lived  two  blocks  from  Lee's  grandparents.  It  was  nice  to  be  close  because  Lee  was  at  school  during 
the  day  and  worked  at  Fred  Meyers  after  school.   I  didn't  see  much  of  him  during  the  day  and  at  night  he 
studied.   Grandma  Barnwell  had  a  ceramic  shop,  so  I  would  help  her.   She  didn't  drive  and  I  would  drive 
her  around  town  when  she  needed  to  go  anywhere. 

On  October  18,  1975,  I  had  my  first  child,  Brian  Lee.   On  September  2,  1977,  Kurt  Austin  was  born. 
On  October  17,  1978,  Jill  was  born.   On  February  13,  1982,  Bruce  Trent  was  born. 

Over  the  years,  we  have  enjoyed  our  lives.  We  do  many  things  with  our  children.   Each  year  I  go 
home  to  Idaho  with  the  children  to  visit  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Garrett  for  two  weeks.   My  childhood 
friend,  Rosa  Robles,  and  her  daughters  come  and  spend  a  week  of  this  time  at  the  folks.   It's  always  a 
special  time. 

Over  the  years,  the  children  have  grown  so  fast.  Jill  and  Kurt  graduated  from  High  School  this  last 
year  (1996).   Brian,  Kurt  and  Bruce  have  participated  in  the  Easter  Seal  program  when  they  were  in 
preschool  and  Special  Education  programs  when  they  entered  school. 
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Leland  Wiley  Nebeker,  husband  of  Ivana  Garrett.  He  was  born  June  14,  1947  to  Wiley  Melvin 
Nebeker  and  Wilma  Jeane  Barnwell  at  LeGrande,  Union,  Oregon.   He  was  the  oldest  of  seven  children. 
He  attended  schools  in  LeGrande  and  graduated  from  LeGrande  High  School  in  1965.   He  attained  the 
honor  of  an  Eagle  Scout.   He  served  a  mission  for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  in  the  Great  Lakes  area.   He 
went  to  Portland  and  lived  with  his  Barnwell  grandparents  while  he  attended  Portland  State  University,  and 
graduated  from  the  University  of  Oregon  Dental  School  in  1974.   He  married  Ivana  Garrett,  daughter  of 
Clyde  and  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett  on  March  17th,  1973.   They  continued  to  live  in  Portland  until  he 
graduated  from  the  Oregon  Dental  School.  They  then  moved  to  Eugene,  Oregon,  to  set  up  his  practice. 
His  Uncle  Leon  Barnwell  had  a  dental  practice  there  and  was  looking  for  a  bigger  place  and  another  dentist 
to  work  with  him.   It  was  perfect  timing  for  Lee  and  helped  Lee  build  up  his  practice  faster. 

He  has  served  in  many  callings  of  leadership  in  the  Church.   He  has  been  a  Bishop,  a  High 
Councilman  and  is  now  serving  as  a  Stake  President. 

He  likes  to  travel  and  he  and  Ivana  and  his  parents  and  brother  and  sisters  take  trips  together  at  various 
times  to  places  they  haven't  been  before.   They  always  have  a  summer  special  that  they  take  with  their 
children,  also.   He  has  served  in  the  Scouting  program  and  puts  a  lot  into  it  and  enjoys  it. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brian  Lee 

(2)  Kurt  Austin 

(3)  Jill 

(4)  Bruce  Trent 


B-  18  Oct  1975 
B-  02  Sep  1977 
B  -  17  Oct  1978 
B-  13  Feb  1982 


Back  (L  to  R):  Kurt,  Brian,  Jill 
Front  (L  to  R):  Leland  Nebeker, 
Ivana  (Garrett),  Bruce 


1  -  Brian  Lee  Nebeker.  Brian  Lee  Nebeker  was  born  on  18  October,  1975,  in  Eugene,  Oregon,  at 
the  Sacred  Heart  Hospital.  His  Grandmother  and  Grandfather  Garrett  were  there  to  welcome  Brian 
into  the  world.  His  grandmother  said  that  when  the  nurse  laid  him  in  her  arms,  his  eyes  were  so 
bright  and  alert  and  he  looked  around  and  focused  his  eyes  on  everything  and  concentrated  on  what  he 
was  seeing.   The  nurses  from  the  nursery  would  wake  him  up  and  bring  him  to  me  about  every  four 
hours.  When  we  brought  him  home,  he  would  sleep  all  night.   He  was  a  good  baby,  he  didn't  fuss  or 
cry  very  much  unless  he  was  sick,  hungry  or  needed  a  diaper  change. 

When  Brian  was  about  5  months  old,  he  was  crying  a  lot  and  seemed  quite  hot.  He  had  a 
temperature  over  103  degrees.  I  took  him  to  the  doctor  and  he  checked  him  and  said  to  take  him  right 
to  the  hospital  for  some  blood  tests,  that  he  had  either  pneumonia  or  spinal  meningitis.   Apparently,  it 
was  pneumonia  because  we  were  able  to  take  him  home  in  a  couple  of  days. 

When  Brian  was  about  4  1/2  years  old,  we  found  he  had  a  delayed  learning  condition.   We 
enrolled  him  in  the  Easter  Seal  program  for  pre-school  handicapped  children.   When  he  became  old 
enough  for  school,  he  was  put  into  the  Special  Education  program.   Brian  as  well  as  his  two  brothers 
attended  several  schools  for  handicapped  children  because  of  the  Special  Educational  programs  they 
had.  Brian  likes  to  write  stories. 

(Written  by  his  Mother) 
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2  -  Kurt  Austin  Nebeker.  Kurt  Austin  Nebeker  was  born  September  2,  1977,  in  Eugene,  Oregon,  at 
the  Sacred  Heart  hospital.   He  had  lots  of  red  hair  like  his  Great  Grandmother  Green  Garrett  (on  his 
mother's  side  of  her  family),  and  Grandmother  Lindsey  (on  his  father's  side  of  the  family).   He  was  a 
fussy  baby.   He  was  always  a  hard  child  to  understand.   He  was  very  temperamental  and  would  throw 
tantrums  when  he  would  try  to  make  us  understand  what  he  wanted.   He  was  afraid  of  loud  noises  and 
afraid  of  the  dark.   Years  later,  we  found  out  he  was  autistic.   Autistic  children  don't  like  to  be 
touched  and  hugged.   Over  the  years  he  has  overcome  a  lot  of  these  things.   He  is  more  mild  tempered 
now.   He  graduated  from  Sheldon  High  School  in  June  1996.  Right  now  he  is  still  in  Special 
Education.   He  is  in  the  Community  Living  Program.   They  teach  him  apartment  living  skills  like 
cooking,  cleaning,  and  social  skills.  The  students  learn  how  to  use  the  bus  for  getting  around  town, 
grocery  shopping,  taking  care  of  a  checking  account  and  much  more.   At  present,  he  is  taking  a  few 
classes  from  our  Community  College  programs  and  is  doing  some  job  training  through  the  school. 

He  attended  "Especially  for  Youth"  programs  at  Ricks  College  with  his  sister,  Jill,  during  the 
summers  of  1995  and  1996.   It  was  very  good  for  him.   It  has  helped  him  to  want  to  go  on  a  mission. 

(Written  by  his  Mother) 

3  -  Jill  Nebeker.      Jill  Nebeker  was  born  October  17,  1978,  in  Eugene,  Oregon,  at  the  Sacred  Heart 
Hospital.   I  did't  feel  very  well  during  this  pregnancy.   I  was  so  happy  having  a  girl,  and  she  didn't 
have  the  problems  her  brothers  had.   She  loved  bossing  her  big  brothers  around  like  a  little  mommy 
and  she  liked  to  sing.   She  was  always  a  happy  child,  and  made  friends  easy.   When  she  was  in  grade 
school,  she  had  a  close  friend  that  got  her  involved  in  the  Girl  Scout  program  and  she  and  I  became 
involved,  I  as  an  assistant  leader.  I  helped  with  the  trips  and  camping  through  all  her  Girl  Scout  years. 

She  was  a  very  busy  girl  and  loved  to  read.  We  are  pretty  close  as  mother  and  daughter.  We  are 
very  blessed  and  each  day  count  our  blessings.   We  hear  from  her  friends  that  they  don't  have  this 
relationship  with  their  parents. 

Jill  attended  Sheldon  High  School  in  Eugene.   Her  freshman  year  was  her  hardest  year,  with  lots 
of  changes  and  growing  up  to  do.  She  was  on  the  debate  team  and  loved  the  drama  and  music 
department  in  her  sophomore  year.  She  graduated  in  June,  1996,  along  with  her  brother,  Kurt.  At 
present  she  is  attending  the  Eastern  Oregon  University  in  Le  Grande  Oregon.  This  year,  they  changed 
it  from  a  state  college  to  a  university.   She  is  majoring  in  music  and  loving  it.   She  sings  quite  well. 
She  lives  with  her  Nebeker  grandparents  (Jeane  and  Wiley  Nebeker). 

(Written  by  her  Mother) 

4  -  Bruce  Trent  Nebeker.    Bruce  Trent  Nebeker  was  born  on  February  13,  1982,  in  Eugene,  Oregon 
at  the  Sacred  Heart  Hospital.   This  year,  many  trials  came  to  us.   Bruce  wasn't  quite  a  month  old 
when  we  had  him  in  the  hospital  with  pneumonia.   A  few  months  after  this  I  was  in  the  hospital  having 
a  gall  bladder  operation. 

Bruce  seemed  to  be  more  of  a  mamma's  baby  than  the  other  children.   He  was  a  very  active  child 
and  was  also  autistic.   Science  has  not  yet  found  the  reason  for  this  in  children  and  there  are  many 
children  with  this  problem.  He  is  a  happy  child  and  enjoys  his  brothers.  He,  too,  was  accepted  into 
the  Easter  Seal  and  the  Special  Education  programs  for  this  type  of  disorders.   Our  community  had 
some  very  special  programs  for  those  with  learning  disabilities  which  has  helped  a  lot.  They  have 
developed  a  lot  in  their  learning  disabilities  from  these  programs.   It  doesn't  cure  but  is  a  great  help. 
Bruce  will  be  leaving  middle  school  at  the  end  of  the  1996/1997  school  year  and  attending  Sheldon 
High  School  this  next  school  year.   He  likes  music  and  likes  to  draw. 

(Written  by  his  Mother) 
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6  -  BRIGHAM  EARL  GARRETT.    My  name  is  Brigham  Earl  Garrett.   My  father  is  Clyde  Garrett  and 
my  mother  is  Tressa  Isabella  Murdoch.   I  was  born  on  February  21 ,  1959,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.   I  have 
five  sisters:  Geraldine,  Clydene,  Sandra,  Pamela  and  Ivana.   I  was  born  in  the  old  St.  Anthony  Hospital 
that  was  on  the  banks  of  the  Henry's  Fork  of  the  Snake  River.   Grandma  Garrett  attended  all  the  births  of 
the  girls.   Mom  and  Dad  had  to  send  her  to  a  Garrett  family  reunion  in  California,  so  this  time  it  was  a 
boy.   It  broke  her  heart  to  not  be  there. 

My  earliest  memory  is  of  me  pushing  my  nephew,  Jerry  Womack,  who  is  a  year  younger  than  me,  in 
a  big  box  we  were  playing  in  and  I  stole  his  cowboy  boots  from  his  feet  and  put  mem  on  as  fast  as  I  could. 
Jerry  was  screaming  at  the  top  of  his  voice  and,  when  Mother  took  the  boots  away  from  me,  then  we  were 
both  howling. .   (I  was  about  three  and  one  half  years  old  and  Jerry  about  two  and  a  half). 

(  This  bit  added  by  my  mother.)  "Dad's  Aunt  Ada  and  her  friend  were  visiting  from  Salt  Lake  City 
and  he  took  Brig  up  town  and  bought  him  his  first  pair  of  cowboy  boots.  Those  two  boys  had  the  time  of 
their  lives  strutting  around  in  their  new  cowboy  boots." 

I  have  too  many  memories  to  put  them  all  in  this  book.   I  love  to  go  to  my  family  reunions.   I  love  my 
whole  family  and  love  even  my  outlaws. 

I  was  one  of  the  first,  first  grade  students  in  the  new  Lincoln  School  on  the  south  side  of  town.   It  was 
neat  to  go  to  a  brand  new  school.  I  attended  all  my  school  years  in  St.  Anthony.   After  completing  my 
fourth  year  at  the  Lincoln  School,  I  went  across  the  river  to  Junior  High  School  and  High  School.   I  gave 
Mom  and  Dad  headaches  for  19  years.   I  learned  to  work  changing  water  pipes  for  Cal  Olsen,  a  local 
farmer,  then  he  taught  me  how  to  use  the  farm  equipment.   I  loved  the  farm. 

I  married  Melanie  Brower,  a  local  girl,  in  March  of  1978.   A  year  later  Brandon  Earl  Was  born.   He 
was  our  pride  and  Joy.   Things  didn't  workout  for  Melanie  and  me  and  we  were  later  divorced. 

In  March  of  1980,  I  moved  to  Ticaboo,  Utah,  and  lived  with  Clydene  and  Dennis.   I  worked  in  a 
uranium  mine  there  for  five  years.   To  me,  mining  is  a  proud  occupation.   I  really  enjoy  mining.   When  I 
found  out  my  grandfather,  great  grandfather  and  great-great  grandfather  were  miners,  I  was  real  proud. 
They  were  coal  miners  and  I  was  a  uranium  miner  and  now  a  miner  in  a  platinum  mine. 

Ticaboo  is  a  little  town  made  up  of  the  people  who  were  workers  at  the  mine.   It  was  all  trailer  homes. 
The  roads  were  paved  and  it  had  sidewalks.  The  streets  were  in  blocks  as  in  a  town  or  city  block.  They 
had  street  lights.   Some  had  lawns  and  flowers,  even  though  it  was  a  hot  desert  in  the  summer.   I  learned 
to  enjoy  the  desert.   I  met  many  new  people  and  one  of  them  became  very  special  to  me.   Her  name  was 
Jamie. 

Jamie  was  the  daughter  of  my  partner  in  the  mine.  When  we  began  dating,  he  wasn't  very  impressed, 
but  soon  welcomed  me  into  the  family.  Jamie  and  I  dated  for  a  short  time  before  we  became  engaged. 
We  were  engaged  a  short  time  before  we  were  married.  Shortly  after  we  were  married,  I  was  laid  off  and 
we  moved  to  Monticello,  Utah.  While  there,  I  bartered  the  ski  patrol  at  the  ski  resort  for  a  ski  pass  and  I 
would  work  for  them  on  ski  patrol.   We  lived  in  a  little  trailer  with  no  furniture,  only  the  dog.   This  was  a 
very  joyful  time  of  my  life.   I  got  to  enjoy  my  wife  and  my  dog.  We  went  on  many  trips  together.  We 
went  looking  for  mining  jobs.  We  ended  up  in  Denver,  Colorado  painting  houses. 

We  didn't  like  Denver,  nor  could  we  afford  to  live  there  as  everything  was  so  expensive,  so  we  moved 
to  Milan,  New  Mexico.   While  in  New  Mexico,  I  laid  tile  in  a  women's  prison  for  very  low  wages. 
Geraldine's  husband,  Wendell,  contacted  me  about  a  job  in  Washington  on  a  farm  not  far  from  them, 
working  for  Alan  Fielding.   I  got  the  job.   We  moved  in  with  Geraldine  and  Wendell  in  May  or  June  of 
1984.   We  surely  enjoyed  the  time  we  lived  with  them.   We  moved  out  to  the  farm  a  while  later.   There, 
we  had  a  beautiful  home. 

I  loved  to  help  Jamie  mow  the  lawn.  I  would  go  get  the  lawn  mower  and  she  would  mow  the  lawn. 
She  really  liked  to  mow  the  lawn,  it  was  a  riding  lawn  mower.  I  loved  it.  It  was  a  very  enjoyable  job.  I 
love  to  farm  and  always  will.  While  we  were  there,  we  had  a  beautiful  daughter,  Jessica  Ann,  born  July 
16,  1984,  in  a  birthing  clinic,  in  Kennewick,  Washington.  She  was  born  close  to  1 1 :00  o'clock  A.M.  A 
few  hours  later  we  went  to  Arby's,  on  the  way  home,  for  a  hamburger.  We  were  in  Washington  for  two 
seasons.  But  all  good  things  must  come  to  an  end.  We  moved  back  to  Kanab  and  went  back  to  mining  for 
Energy  Fuels. 
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While  in  Kanab  I  learned  to  enjoy  the  high  desert  and  the  real  beauty  of  southern  Utah.  The  deer 
hunting  there  is  excellent.  I  met  new  friends  that  have  become  like  family.  While  in  Kanab,  another 
daughter  was  born  into  our  family.   Her  name  is  Jennifer  Megan,  (called  Megan  and  named  after  her 
mother's  sister,  Jennifer).   A  joy  to  behold,  we  love  her  very  much.   We  purchased  our  first  home  there. 
The  following  year  was  a  very  hard  one.   We  lost  Jamie's  Dad,  my  Grandmother  Garrett,  Jamie's 
Grandfather  (Papa)  and  Jamie's  Uncle  Charlie.   I  am  glad  we  lived  in  Kanab  so  we  could  spend  that  time 
with  her  family. 

The  fishing  at  Lake  Powell  in  unbelievable.   I  worked  for  Energy  Fuels  for  five  years,  then  went  to 
work  for  Echo  Bay  in  Congress,  Arizona,  for  three  weeks.  Then  a  friend  called  and  offered  me  a  job 
ranching. 

The  ranch  was  beautiful.   It  was  a  mile  and  a  half  south  of  Zions  Canyon  National  Park,  at  the  foot  of 
Cedar  Mountain.  Harold  Drews  was  the  owner.   He  had  developed  the  ranch  into  a  wonderful  outfit,  with 
seven  irrigation  ponds  stocked  with  catfish,  trout  and  bass.   A  sportsman  dream.   I  really  loved  the  ranch 
and  hated  to  leave.   While  we  were  on  the  ranch,  Cody  James  was  born  on  the  1st  of  January,    1989.   He 
was  a  very  welcome  addition  to  our  loving  family. 

We  left  the  ranch  to  come  to  Montana,  where  the  winters  are  hard  and  the  weather  is  cold  right  now. 
I  went  to  work  for  Chevron  in  a  platinum  mine.  It  is  a  nice  place  to  live.  The  people  here  treat  us  like  we 
are  family  and  look  out  for  our  well  being.  We  bought  a  house  in  Absarokee  and  remodeled  it  and  thought 
about  selling  it.   When  we  found  out  we  would  have  a  new  addition  to  our  family,  we  sold  the  house, 
bought  some  land,  moved  into  a  25  foot  5th  wheel  and  started  building  our  dream  home.   I  built  most  of 
the  house  myself  and  hope  to  finish  it  completely,  someday.   Before  we  were  done  building,  Casssidy  Rae 
was  born  on  the  23rd  of  August,  1995.   We  rented  a  house  in  town  and  finished  the  upstairs  of  our  new 
home  as  fast  as  possible.   We  are  now  in  our  new  home  at  224  Stillwater  Drive,  Absarokee,  Montana. 

I  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  tell  my  Mom  and  Dad  how  proud  I  am  to  be  their  son.  I  hope 
they  will  forgive  me  for  all  the  troubles  I  have  put  them  through.   I  would  like  to  tell  all  my  sisters  and 
brothers-in-law  how  much  I  love  them,  my  nieces  and  nephews,  also.   I  am  proud  to  be  the  father  of  five 
great  children  and  I  love  my  wife,  Jamie. 

Jamie  Carol  Weierman,  wife  of  Brigham  Garrett.    My  name  is  Jamie  Carol  Weierman  Garrett.    I  was 
born  in  Grants,  New  Mexico,  Cibola  County.   I  am  currently  (30)  years  old.   My  birthdate  is  March  20, 
1964.   My  mother's  full  name  is  Melba  LaVerne  Wilson  Jones  Weierman  Adams.   My  father's  name  is 
Gary  James  Weierman.   My  blood  type  is  0  + .   I  have  a  deep  soft  voice.   At  this  time  we  have  two  cats. 
One  is  named  Arrile  and  the  other  is  Licorice. 

My  maternal  grandparents'  names  are  Lonnie  and  Inez  Evans  Wilson.  My  grandfather  passed  away  in 
October  of  1986.  My  grandmother  is  still  living.  I  called  my  grandfather  Wilson,  (on  my  mother's  side  of 
the  family),   "Papa"  because  he  said  he  was  too  young  to  be  called  grandpa. 

My  paternal  grandparents  are  Donald  "Jake "and  Mabel  Maurine  Weierman.  Both  grandparents  on  my 
father's  side  are  still  living.  My  grandfather  on  this  side  of  the  family  insisted  we  call  him  "Grandpa"  and 
not  "Papa".  We  always  got  in  trouble  when  we  got  mixed  up. 

I  have  one  half-sister  who  was  born  in  my  mother's  first  marriage  to  Grady  Jones.  Her  name  is 
Jennifer  Lee  Weierman  Moore.   She  is  married  to  Billy  Moore.  They  have  four  children.   I  have  never 
thought  of  her  as  a  half  sister.  We  are  very  close  and  we  talk  at  least  twice  a  week.   She  lives  in  Thoreau, 
New  Mexico. 

I  have  one  brother,  Jack  Duane  Weierman, who  lives  about  thirty  miles  from  my  home.  He  is  married 
to  Kim  Allen  Weierman.   They  have  four  children. 

I  have  lots  of  aunts  and  uncles.  On  my  dad's  side  there  are  two  aunts,  Luana  Juenger  and  Judy 
Holoak.   My  dad  has  two  brothers,  Charlie  (now  deceased)  and  David.  My  mother  has  three  sisters, 
Dixie,  Loni  and  Dani.   She  had  a  brother  who  was  killed  in  an  explosion  before  I  was  born.   I  grew  up 
next  door  to  my  Aunt  Dixie.  She  had  a  daughter  my  age  named  Jodi.  Jodi  and  I  always  played  together 
and  when  we  got  in  fights,  Mom  and  Aunt  Dixie  would  get  in  fights  over  us.  We  would  make  up  and  they 
would  stay  mad  at  each  other  for  a  long  time.   All  my  aunts  on  my  mother's  side  are  overweight.  I  think 
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that  is  where  I  got  my  genes. 

My  fathers  side  of  the  family  always  has  a  family  reunion.   I  have  not  missed  one  since  my  father's 
death  in  September  of  1986.   We  really  enjoy  the  time  we  get  to  spend  with  them.   It  helps  us  stay  close. 
At  reunions,  we  just  visit  and  play  volleyball.   They  are  a  lot  of  fun.   Since  I  started  this  history  in  1994,  I 
guess  I  should  add  that  we  missed  our  first  reunion  last  year  (1995.) 

I  was  married  to  Brigham  Earl  Garrett  on  August  12,  1983,  in  the  church  at  Grants,  Cibola  County, 
New  Mexico,  where  my  folks  were  living  at  this  time.  We  now  have  four  children  together:  Jessica,  1 1 , 
Megan,  10,  Cody,  7  and  Cassidy  7  months.   Brigham  has  a  son,  Brandon  Earl,  17,  from  a  previous 
marriage. 

We  have  lived  in  many  places.  We  met  in  Ticaboo,  near  Lake  Powell,  Utah.  We  were  both  working 
there.  Shortly  after  we  were  married  Brig  lost  his  job  at  Plateau  Resources  and  we  moved  to  Monticello, 
Utah.  We  lived  there  a  couple  of  months  when  Brig  was  offered  a  job  by  a  friend,  Frank  Satterlee,  in 
Denver,  Colorado.   Brig  moved  there  and  went  to  work  while  I  stayed  in  Monticello  and  tried  to  sell  our 
mobile  home.   When  we  sold,  I  moved  there  with  him.   We  didn't  make  enough  money  to  afford  a  place 
of  our  own  so  we  had  to  stay  with  friends.   That  didn't  work  out  so  we  had  to  move  back  home  with  my 
parents.   They  lived  in  Milan,  New  Mexico,  at  that  time. 

We  were  there  for  a  couple  of  weeks  when  Brig's  brother-in-law  called  and  told  us  about  a  farming 
job  in  the  Pasco,  Washington  area.   We  quickly  packed  up  and  headed  for  Washington.   We  lived  with 
Geraldine  and  Wendell  until  the  home  that  went  with  the  job  was  vacant.  Jessica  was  born  on  July  16, 
1984,  in  Kennewick,  Washington.   Brigham  worked  for  Alan  Fielding.   We  soon  tired  of  farm  life  and 
moved  on. 

We  once  again  moved  in  with  my  parents,  who  were  now  living  in  Kanab,  Utah.   Brig  went  back  to 
work  for  the  same  company  but  was  now  called,  Energy  Fuels.   We  finally  purchased  a  home  in  Kanab. 

On  the  day  Megan  was  born,  18  March,  1986,  my  dad  was  put  in  the  hospital  with  a  collapsed  lung. 
We  were  in  the  hospital  together  for  a  couple  of  days.   Along  with  the  collapsed  lung,  they  found  a  spot  on 
his  lung.   After  he  got  out  of  the  hospital,  they  sent  him  to  Salt  Lake  for  further  tests.   They  decided  to 
operate  and  remove  that  part  of  the  lung.  On  the  day  they  were  supposed  to  operate,  the  doctor  told  Dad 
there  was  nothing  they  could  do,  because  the  cancer  was  in  the  middle  of  both  lungs  and  gave  him  six 
months  to  live.  What  a  blow  to  our  whole  family.  My  dad  had  just  turned  50  years  old  in  March.   At  that 
time  my  sister,  Jennifer,  was  pregnant  and  expecting  in  August.   My  sister-in-law  Kim  was  also  expecting 
in  July.   I  had  just  delivered  Megan  in  March.   My  dad  set  his  mind  to  live  until  the  other  grandbabies 
were  born.   He  went  through  radiation  knowing  this  probably  would  not  prolong  his  life.  He  suffered 
greatly  in  the  months  to  come,  but  he  was  able  to  live,  to  bless  all  of  his  grandchildren,  up  until  that  time. 
He  passed  away  September  18,  1986,  surrounded  by  the  family  that  loved  him. 

Before  he  died,  he  asked  Brigham  and  Duane  to  get  out  of  the  uranium  mines.  They  promised  to  do 
that.   Brigham  quit  and  went  to  Congress,  Arizona,  to  work  in  a  gold  mine,  leaving  me  and  the  two  girls 
in  Kanab  until  he  could  find  a  place  for  us  to  live.  He  was  there  for  about  two  weeks  when  he  decided  not 
to  stay.  He  was  offered  a  job  on  a  ranch  near  Zion  National  Park,  to  work  for  Harold  Drew.  We  moved 
up  there  and  moved  in  a  bunk  house.   Brigham  was  very  happy  with  his  job  there. 

In  November  of  1988,  Megan  got  in  the  Flintstone  Vitamins.   She  overdosed  on  iron  and  had  to  be  life 
flighted  to  the  Primary  Children's  Hospital  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.  We  still  feel  very  lucky  to  still  have 
her. 

January  1,  1989,  Cody  James  entered  the  world  as  the  first  baby  born  in  Garfield  County,  Utah,  in 
1989.   How  happy  our  whole  family  was  to  have  this  sweet  spirit  in  our  family.   We  continued  to  live  in 
the  bunk  house  until  August,  1989,  when  we  decided  we  needed  to  make  more  money  for  our  family. 

Brigham  went  to  Montana  with  Walt  Pitkin  and  my  brother,  Duane,  to  look  for  a  job  in  a  platinum 
mine.   The  man  Brig  was  working  for  (Harold  Drews)  was  quite  upset  and  fired  Brigham.   We  moved 
back  into  Kanab  and  Brig  went  back  to  work  for  Energy  Fuels.   He  worked  for  them  a  couple  of  weeks 
and  got  a  call  from  Stillwater  Mining  Company  to  come  to  work  for  them.   Brig's  friend,  Walt  Pitkin,  and 
he  moved  up  to  Montana  and  left  us  women  to  pack  up  our  things.  They  were  there  a  month  before  they 
were  able  to  come  and  move  us  up  there.  We  have  lived  here  for  a  total  of  six  and  a  half  years. 

463 


This  past  year  has  been  an  eventful  year  for  us.  In  December  of  1994  we  discovered  we  would  be 
adding  another  member  to  our  family.  We  needed  a  larger  home.  We  sold  our  green  and  white  house  on 
135  Montana  Avenue.   On  21  April,  1995,  Brig  started  building  on  our  new  home.  He  has  done  most  of 
the  work  himself.  On  August  23,  1995,  Cassidy  Rae  entered  the  world.  How  much  we  have  enjoyed  this 
sweet  spirit.  She  is  such  a  joy  to  all  who  know  her  and  we  know  she  has  a  very  special  purpose  in  this 
life.  In  December,  we  finished  our  home  after  many  trials.  We  are  very  grateful  for  our  family  and 
home. 

By  Jamie  Weierman  Garrett 

CHILDREN :       ( 1 )  Melanie  Brower 

(1)  Brandon  Earl  B  -  26  Mar  1979 

CHILDREN:       (2)  Jamie  Weierman  Garrett 

(2)  Jessica  Ann  B  -  1 6  Jul  1 984 

(3)  Jennifer  Megan  B  -  18  Mar  1986 

(4)  Cody  James  B  -  01  Jan  1989 

(5)  Cassidy  Rae  B  -  23  Aug  1995 


Back  (L  to  R):  Brigham  Garrett,  Cody 

Middle  (L  to  R):  Jamie  (Weierman),  Megan 

Front  (L  to  R):  Cassidy,  Jessica 

Insert:  Brandon 
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1  -  Brandon  Earl  Garrett.  I  was  born  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  the  26th  of  March,  1979,  to  Brigham 
Earl  Garrett  and  Melanie  Rae  Brower.   I  lived  in  St.  Anthony  until  the  age  of  three.   Right  after  my 
3rd  birthday,  my  mother  and  I  moved  to  Anchorage  Alaska,  and  Alaska  has  been  my  home  for  just 
over  fifteen  years.   I  believe  I  have  learned  a  lot  of  things  in  the  short  time  that  I  have  had.   I  have 
learned  that  making  others  enjoy  life  is  the  one  thing  that  make  me  the  happiest.   Another  thing  that 
means  so  much  to  me  is  the  game  of  hockey.   In  past  years,  this  has  not  been  a  big  sport  but  now  it  is 
becoming  big  within  the  United  States.   One  of  my  life  long  dreams  was  to  play  professional  hockey 
for  the  Chicago  Blackhawks  or  to  represent  my  country  in  the  Olympics. 

I  attended  Chinook  Elementary  until  the  third  grade,  then  we  moved  across  town  where  I  attended 
Rogers  Park  Elementary  through  the  sixth  grade.   I  attended  Wendler  Junior  High  where  I  played 
hockey  for  the  Junior  High  team,  I  also  ran  track.   In  Junior  High  I  began  to  develop  many  wonderful 
friendships. 

I  believe  High  School  has  been  the  best  time  of  my  life.  I  have  learned  so  much,  not  only  from 
my  teachers  but  from  my  fellow  students  as  well.  Things  start  to  become  so  exciting  as  people  get 
older,  and  my  many  experiences  have  caused  my  personal  history  to  become  unique.   I  have 
participated  on  the  school  wrestling  team,  having  a  lot  of  fun  and  making  some  friends  while  doing  so. 
Also,  I  played  both  J.  V.   and  Varsity  Hockey.   This  was  one  of  the  biggest  memories  that  I  will  have 
for  the  rest  of  my  life.   I  have  begun  to  learn  what  it  is  like  to  be  a  grown  up  and  take  on  some  adult 
responsibilities.   During  High  School,  I  have  held  a  few  jobs.  My  favorite  one  is  my  job  at  the  Lucky 
Wishbone,  a  restaurant  in  Anchorage.  The  people  that  I  work  with  are  very  kind  and  considerate  and 
all  of  the  employees  are  taken  care  of  and  treated  with  respect.   Throughout  my  schooling,  my  friends 
and  I  have  created  many  memories  that  will  live  with  me  forever:  the  road  trips,  the  parties,  and  the 
unwritten  law  that  no  matter  what  happens  we  will  be  there  to  defend  one  another.  Tony,  Dave,  Lutz 
and  I  are  the  best  of  friends,  never  have  I  seen  a  bond  like  the  four  of  us  share.   I  have  done  so  much 
in  such  a  short  time,  I  just  hope  that  there  will  be  a  lot  more  for  me  to  do  during  the  rest  of  my  life. 

By  Brandon  Garrett 

2  -  Jessica  Ann  Garrett.  My  name  is  Jessica  Ann  Garrett  and  I  live  in  Absarokee,  Montana.  I  was 
born  in  Kennewick,  Washington,  I  was  born  July  16,  1984.   I  am  12  years  old  and  will  be  turning  13 
in  July  of  this  summer,  1997.   I  have  two  sisters  and  two  brothers,  their  names  are  Jennifer  Megan, 
age  1 1  and  Cassidy  Rae,  1  year,  and  Brandon  Earl,  age  18  and  Cody  James,  age  8. 

I  love  to  shop,  baby  sit,  do  math,  ski,  swim  and  hang  out  with  my  friends  Corine,  Nicole  and 
Sam.   I  like  to  play  keep  away  with  my  friends.  I  love  to  sleep  in  as  late  as  I  can!!! 

By  Jessica  Garrett 

3  -  Jennifer  Megan  Garrett.  My  name  is  Jennifer  Megan  Garrett,  I  was  born  in  Kanab,  Utah,  18 
March,  1986.   My  mom's  name  is  Jamie  Carol  Weierman.  My  dad  is  Brigham  Earl  Garrett,  he  is  the 
only  boy  in  his  family. 

When  I  was  6  months  old,  my  Grandpa  Weirman  died.  He  only  saw  me  a  little.  When  I  was 
born,  Grandpa  was  in  the  same  hospital,  he  was  sick  with  cancer.  He  got  to  bless  me  and  give  me  a 
name  before  he  died. 

When  I  was  two  years  old,  I  overdosed  on  vitamins.  I  had  to  be  life  flighted  to  the  Primary 
Children's  Hospital.   I  was  there  for  three  days  and  then  I  got  better. 

I  live  in  Circle  T.  Subdivision,  in  Absarokee,  Montana.  I  have  two  brothers  and  two  sisters. 
Their  names  are  Brandon  Earl,  age  18  and  Cody  James,  age  8,  and  Jessica  Ann,  age  12  and  Cassidy 
Rae,  1  year. 

I  like  to  roller  skate  and  ski  and  talk  on  the  phone.   My  friends  are  Miranda,  Jessica  C.  and  Jane. 
I  wear  glasses  and  have  brown  hair  and  green  eyes  almost  the  same  color  as  Cody.  I  go  to  school  at 
Absarokee  Elementary  School.   My  favorite  subject  is  social  studies  and  science.  My  favorite  teacher 
is  Mrs.  Ostrum,  she  is  a  terrific  teacher.  We  have  a  combo  class  with  the  third  and  fourth  grade. 
There  are  9  -  3rd  graders  and  9  -  4th  graders.  We  go  to  school  in  a  new  classroom. 
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Two  of  Megan's  poems: 

There  once  was  a  snowman  named  Pest. 
Who  was  very  bad  at  a  test. 
He  got  about  ten  wrong, 
So  he  decided  to  sing  a  song. 
Then  he  got  some  rest. 


There  once  was  a  reindeer  named  Nancy. 
Who  liked  to  look  very  fancy. 
One  day  she  flew  through  the  air 
And  messed  up  her  hair, 
So  Santa  didn't  pick  Nancy. 


By  Megan  Garrett 
9  years  old 


4  -  Cody  James  Garrett.    I  was  born  in  Panguitch,  Garfield  County,  Utah,  January  1 ,  1989.   I  was 
the  first  baby  of  the  year.   My  dad  and  mom's  names  are  Brigham  Earl  Garrett  and  Jamie  Carol 
Weierman.   I  have  three  sisters,  their  names  are  Jessica  Ann,  Jennifer  Megan  and  Cassidy  Rae.   I 
have  one  older  brother,  his  name  is  Brandon  Earl,  he  lives  in  Anchorage,  Alaska. 

I  am  in  the  first  grade,  my  teacher's  name  is  Mrs.  Miller.   She  is  nice  and  she  is  my  best  teacher. 
I  go  to  school  at  the  Absarokee  Elementary  school.   I  love  my  school. 

I  live  at  Absarokee,  Montana.   We  live  close  to  the  river  and  I  like  to  go  fishing  with  my  dad. 

By  Cody  James  Garrett. 

5  -  Cassidy  Rae  Garrett.   "My  first  History".   I  am  only  one  year  old  but  I  want  my  history  in  the 
book,  too.   I  was  born  August  23,  1995,  at  Red  lodge,  Carbon  County,  Montana.   My  father  is 
Brigham  Earl  Garrett,  the  son  of  Clyde  Raymond  and  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett.   My  mother  is  Jamie 
Carol  Weierman  Garrett,  the  daughter  of  Gary  James  and  Melba  LaVerne  Wilson  Weierman. 

I  had  waited  so  long  to  be  able  to  come  to  earth  and  wanted  to  be  with  my  brothers  and  sisters  and 
parents,  so  it  was  hard  to  wait.   Sometimes  I  would  be  discouraged  to  have  to  wait  so  long,  but  now  I 
am  so  happy  to  be  here.   I  love  my  new  home.   Dad  and  Mother  got  it  finished  so  we  could  celebrate 
Christmas  in  it.   It's  a  lovely  home  and  I  am  so  happy  to  be  here.  I  love  my  family  and  we  have  a 
happy  life.   I  think  I  will  like  it  here. 

My  father  and  mother  are  so  happy  I  could  come  to  their  family  and  they  are  so  good  to  me  and  so 
are  my  brothers  and  sisters.   I  haven't  seen  Brandon  yet,  but  I  know  we  will  love  each  other.   He 
loves  our  family.   He  graduates  from  High  School  this  year  and  we  are  all  going  to  fly  up  to  Alaska  to 
see  him.   "  I  love  life." 

Written  by  my  Grandmother  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett. 
"You  can  tell  my  grandmother  loves  me." 
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CHAPTER  SEVEN 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  MARTHA  LUCILLE  MURDOCH 

and 
RALPH  EDMUND  GODFREY 


Martha  Lucille  Murdoch  was  born  3  Octo- 
ber, 1919,  at  Farnum,  Fremont  County,  Idaho, 
the  daughter  of  Brigham  and  Martha  Luann 
Hammon  Murdoch.  She  was  the  seventh  child  of 
ten  children.  She  grew  up  on  the  homestead  our 
father  and  mother  had  settled  in  1903,  a  few  days 
after  they  were  married.   It  was  a  small  farming 
community.   Uncle  Tom  and  Aunt  Sarah 
Murdoch  lived  three  fourths  of  a  mile  south 
from  our  place.   There  were  other  neighbors  in 
the  vicinity,  also. 

We  were  allowed  to  visit  them  occasionally. 
Then  we  were  limited  to  one  or  two  hours,  so  we 
didn't  wear  our  welcome  out. 

Martha  attended  the  little  country  school  at 
Farnum,  which  was  a  mile  away.  It  had  only 
two  rooms  and  usually  a  husband  and  wife  for 
teachers.   It  was  a  cement  block  building  with 
two  rooms.  It  had  a  hall  between  mem  to  divide 
the  two  rooms.  There,  we  hung  our  coats  on 
pegs.  There  was  a  table  with  a  water  bucket  and 
a  wash  basin.  We  had  to  wash  our  hands  before 
we  could  have  our  lunch.   If  we  left  our  lunches 
out  in  the  hall  with  our  coats,  they  were  occa- 
sionally frozen  in  the  winter  time. 

The  school  had  a  bell,  in  what  we  called  the 
bell  tower.  We  all  had  the  opportunity,  at  one 
time  or  another,  to  ring  the  bell  at  the  beginning 
of  school  or  at  recess.   The  teacher  also  had  a 
hand  bell  to  ring  when  the  rope  wore  out  and 
broke.   Each  room  was  equipped  with  a  big 
furnace  type  stove  that  was  fed  by  either  wood  or 
coal.  When  we  would  get  to  school  on  real  cold 
days,  the  teacher  would  have  to  thaw  us  out 
around  the  stove.  A  few  times  we  had  to  walk  to 
school  in  below  zero  weather. 


We  had  outdoor  rest  room  facilities  which 
weren't  very  comfortable  during  the  winter.   The 
only  means  of  transportation  was  by  horse, 
buggy  or  wagon,  or  mostly  by  foot,  until  winter 
set  in.  Then  we  had  what  we  called  the  school 
sleigh,  with  a  cover  over  a  wagon  box  and  a  little 
stove  to  keep  warm.   Really,  the  only  ones  that 
were  warm  were  the  ones  who  got  on  first.   Un- 
cle Tom's  kids  and  we  were  the  last  ones  on  all 
the  time.  The  driver  of  the  school  sleigh  was 
appointed  by  the  School  Board  and  was  paid  by 
script,  which  could  be  rendered  at  the  grocery 
store  that  was  five  miles  from  town. 

When  we  walked  home  from  school  during 
the  spring  and  early  fall,  we  always  passed  a 
little  spring,  and,  in  some  of  the  shallow  places, 
there  would  be  polliwogs  and  frogs.  It  was  a 
temptation  to  stop  and  play.   One  time,  on  her 
way  home,  Martha  saw  something  shining  bright 
from  the  sun's  reflection.   She  picked  it  up  and  it 
was  a  pair  of  reading  glasses.  This  was  rare,  as 
many  people  couldn't  afford  glasses.  She  gave 
them  to  Mother  and  later  found  they  belonged  to 
Johnny  Van  Sickle,  a  neighbor  about  two  miles 
to  the  southwest.   He  was  so  glad  to  get  his 
glasses  back. 

Martha  attended  school  all  eight  years  at 
Farnum  and  received  a  graduation  certificate 
from  the  eighth  grade.   They  always  had  nice 
graduation  exercises  for  graduating  from  grade 
school.  Her  first  grade  teacher  was  lone  Jensen, 
(sister  to  Clarice  Oberhansley),  another  good 
friend  and  neighbor.  The  next  teacher  was  Mrs. 
Sartin.   Most  of  the  children  were  afraid  of  her 
husband.   He  wasn't  above  using  a  large  willow 
or  board  on  the  children  to  discipline.   Today, 
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we  would  call  it  child  abuse.   One  of  the  students 
her  age,  (Don  Henry)  received  a  non  deserved 
lashing.  We  all  felt  so  sorry  for  Don.   The 
teacher  was  going  to  make  him  cry  and,  when  he 
didn't  cry,  he  lashed  him  only  harder.   Some  of 
the  rest  of  us  cried,  we  felt  so  sorry  for  Don,  but 
Don  didn't  cry  (only  maybe  later,  when  no  one 
could  see  him).   Bryan  Bean  was  her  next 
teacher.  He  taught  the  fifth  through  the  eighth 
grade  and  his  wife  taught  the  first  through  the 
fourth  grade.   They  had  a  little  boy  who  was 
about  a  first  grader.  We  enjoyed  him  as  a 
teacher. 

Martha  was  a  good  student  and  got  good 
grades.   She  had  a  good  memory  and  could  re- 
member all  the  neighbors  telephone  numbers,  so, 
when  we  needed  to  call  someone,  we  would  al- 
ways ask  her  what  the  number  was. 

Her  growing  up  years  were  enjoyed  living  on 
the  farm  and  doing  the  usual  things  farm  life 
offers;  such  as  milking  cows,  helping  in  the 
fields  by  bunching  hay  and  shocking  grain,  and 
by  doing  other  small  chores  around  the  farm. 
She  remembered  catching  suckers  in  the  irriga- 
tion ditch.  Our  father  didn't  allow  the  girls  to 
work  any  of  the  machinery  or  handle  any  of  the 
horses. 

The  only  horses  we  were  allowed  to  ride 
were  Mr.  McFarland's  horses.   He  used  to  de- 
liver the  mail.   In  the  summer,  he  drove  his  car, 
and,  in  the  winter,  he  drove  his  horses  on  the 
sleigh.   It  had  a  cover  on  it  and  a  little  stove  to 
keep  him  warm.    Mail  was  delivered  three  time 
a  week.   One  of  his  horses  was  pastured  at  our 
farm  and  one  at  Uncle  Tom's  place.  We  were 
allowed  to  ride  the  horses  occasionally.  They 
were  nice,  gentle  horses.  They  were  grey,  a 
nice  matched  pair. 

The  church  was  about  1  3/4  miles  away.  We 
all  looked  forward  to  going  to  church  and  to 
special  events  that  brought  us  together  as  friends 
and  neighbors.   The  church  and  the  school  were 
the  gathering  places  for  all  our  social  activities. 
We  traveled  by  horse  and  buggy  and,  when  there 
were  too  many  to  ride  in  the  buggy,  we  rode  in 
the  wagon  with  quilts  laid  out  on  the  bottom  of 
the  wagon  box  so  we  wouldn't  get  our  clothes 
soiled. 

We  did  own  a  car  a  couple  of  times,  but  we 
didn't  take  it  to  church  or  anywhere  within  walk- 
ing distance.   We  couldn't  afford  to  drive  the 


car,  only  to  go  to  town  or  to  very  special  events 
that  took  Dad  and  Mother  outside  of  walking 
distance.   In  the  winter,  Dad  would  fix  the 
wagon  box  on  the  sleigh  runners,  put  a  canvas 
over  it  and  a  lot  of  fresh  straw  on  the  bottom  of 
it.   Mother  had  a  lot  of  heavy  overall  quilts  that 
were  put  in  the  wagon  box  to  keep  us  warm. 
She  put  in  heated  rocks  to  keep  our  feet  warm, 
but  they  were  cold  by  the  time  church  was  out 
and  we  started  home. 

We  lived  five  miles  from  the  nearest  high 
school  and  it  was  difficult  to  get  back  and  forth 
to  school,  as  there  were  no  school  sleighs  to 
drive  that  far  away.  They  didn't  have  equipment 
to  keep  the  roads  open  so  school  busses  could 
pick  up  the  children,  as  they  do  now.   Really,  we 
hadn't  heard  of  school  busses  then.  Some  of  the 
boys  in  the  neighborhood  rode  horses  until  it  got 
too  cold.   Our  parents  found  it  difficult  to  find 
homes  for  us  to  stay  in  and  pay  board  and  room. 
Martha  went  to  live  with  our  sister,  Jean,  during 
her  freshman  year.  Jean  had  married  Angus 
Blanchard  and  lived  in  Chester.   She  attended 
high  school  at  Sugar  City.   Tressa  lived  in  Ash- 
ton  with  several  families  and  paid  for  board  and 
room  with  butter,  eggs,  milk  and  farm  produce. 

There  were  school  busses  from  the  Sugar 
City  School  District  that  picked  up  the  high 
school  children  in  the  outlying  districts,  where 
they  could  keep  the  roads  open. 

Just  before  her  sophomore  year,  our  brother, 
Dallas,  had  married  Winona  Lee,  and  he  took 
Martha  and  Tressa  to  live  with  him  and  his  wife. 
Dallas  was  teaching  agriculture  at  Midway  High 
School,  a  small  country  high  school  near  Menan, 
Idaho,  and  they  lived  in  nearby  Lewisville.  The 
next  year,  Dallas  and  his  wife  moved  to  Emmett, 
Idaho,  where  he  taught,  and  Martha  and  Tressa 
went  with  them.  That  was  a  good  year  for  all  of 
them. 

Martha  met  Ralph  Godfrey,  the  son  of 
Orville  and  Mary  Elizabeth  Thompson  Godfrey. 
Ralph  was  born  February  10,  1917.   He  and 
Martha  were  married  5  September,  1936,  at 
Emmett,  Idaho.   Ralph  worked  at  the  lumber 
mill  at  Emmett  and  he  was  a  good  carpenter. 

Ralph  and  his  brothers,  Adrian  and  Morris, 
went  to  Ogden  to  work  in  a  government  project 
at  the  outbreak  of  World  War  II.  They  also 
opened  a  little  shop  that  made  wooden  toys  and 
marketed  some,  but,  when  Ralph  went  to  war,  he 
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left  his  share  of  the  business  to  his  brothers.   He 
entered  the  Navy  and  Martha  followed  him 
around  to  his  various  camps  until  he  was  sent 
overseas.   She  went  back  to  Emmett  for  awhile; 
men  lived  with  her  mother  and  father  and  helped 
with  the  dairy  and  other  things  around  the  home. 

When  Ralph  came  home,  they  continued  to 
live  at  Emmett  for  a  while.   He  was  a  carpenter 
and  worked  with  his  brothers.   Two  boys  were 
born  to  them  at  Emmett:  Ralph  Orville,  born 
August  7,  1946,  and  John  Edmund,  born  January 
24,  1950.   They  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  where 
their  third  son,  James  Murdoch  Godfrey,  was 
born  January  3,  1952. 

Ralph  couldn't  find  steady  work  there,  so 
they  moved  to  Boise,  Idaho,  where  he  went  into 
partnership  with  his  brothers  in  the  carpentry 
trade.  They  settled  in  Meridian,  a  city  close  to 
Boise.  While  they  lived  there,  the  boys  attended 
school.   Martha  and  Ralph  were  later  divorced. 
Times  were  hard  for  her,  working  and  trying  to 
look  after  her  family.   The  boys  worked  when 
they  could. 

She  married  Marion  Carey  Reed  on  Decem- 
ber 29,  1962,  and  they  moved  to  Cascade,  Idaho 
where  he  was  working  in  the  timber.   She  bought 
a  cafe  and  named  it  Martha's  Cafe.   Marion  hurt 
his  back  and  could  no  longer  work.  They  contin- 
ued to  run  the  cafe. 

Ralph  graduated  from  Emmett  High  School, 
while  John  and  Jim  graduated  from  Cascade 
High  School.  John  was  killed  in  1986,  in  a  tim- 
ber accident  when  a  tree  that  was  being  felled  hit 
a  wasp  nest.  He  was  allergic  to  bee  stings  and 
was  stung  to  death.   He  only  lived  about  two 
minutes  after  the  bees  swarmed  on  him.   It  was  a 
shock  to  Martha  and  the  rest  of  family  and 
friends  who  loved  him.  When  Marion's  health 
deteriorated  to  where  he  needed  a  lot  of  care, 
they  sold  the  cafe. 

Marion  was  born  19  October,  1916,  in 
Douglas,  Clay  County,  Iowa,  the  son  of  George 
Marion  and  Lizzy  Carey  Reed.   He  passed 
away  July  7,  1984,  dying  from  lung  cancer.  He 


is  buried  in  a  lovely  place  on  a  mountain  side 
where  the  wild  flowers  grow.   It  is  a  peaceful 
spot,  with  the  pine  trees  singing  in  the  breeze. 

Martha  continued  on  and  still  enjoyed  her 
public  service  in  various  community  affairs.   She 
had  some  very  special  friends  who  helped  her 
through  her  trying  times. 

She  became  interested  in  the  Church  again 
and  became  active.   She  converted  one  of  her 
special  friends.   She  got  her  affairs  together  and 
went  through  the  temple  on  August  3,  1989.   She 
and  Ralph  were  sealed  together  and  John  was 
sealed  to  them.  She  was  so  thrilled  to  get  this 
done.  In  spite  of  their  problems,  she  still  loved 
Ralph  and  wanted  this  done.   Ralph  had  died  the 
8th  of  November,  1964.   Martha  enjoyed  her 
activity  in  the  Church  so  much.   What  a  blessing 
it  was  to  her  in  her  last  years. 

She  continued  to  live  in  Cascade  until  Octo- 
ber 5,  1993,  when  her  health  reached  the  point 
where  she  needed  the  care  of  love'd  ones  and  she 
came  home  to  live  with  Katie.    Her  dear 
friends,  Betty  Wilson  and  Margaret  Shuk,  had 
stood  by  her  until  she  needed  around  the  clock 
care.   Her  son,  Jim,  had  lived  with  her  and  had 
tried  to  do  the  best  he  could.   Martha  had  lived 
in  Cascade  25  years  and  had  made  many  friends. 

It  was  so  nice  to  have  her  home.  Katie  and 
Glade  were  so  good  to  her.  The  rest  of  us  did 
what  we  could  to  support  Katie.   The  "Home 
Health  Nurses"  came  every  day  and  they  were  so 
good  and  kind,  not  only  to  Martha,  but  to  all  of 
us.  What  a  blessing  they  were  at  this  time  of 
sorrow  in  seeing  our  loved  one  suffer  so.  Mar- 
tha died  from  cancer,  also. 

She  died  28  March,  1994,  at  Katie  and 
Glade's  home.   There  were  funeral  services  held 
in  Ashton  as  well  as  in  Cascade,  Idaho.   She  is 
buried  at  the  side  of  her  second  husband,  Marion 
Reed,  and  her  son,  John,  in  the  Crown  Cemetery 
in  the  mountains  out  of  Cascade  in  the  sweet 
peaceful  cemetery  among  the  pines. 

Submitted  by  Tressa  Garrett 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ralph  Orville 

(2)  John  Edmund 

(3)  James  Murdoch 


B- 07  Aug  1946 
B- 24  Jan  1950 
D- 08  Sep  1988 
B- 03  Jan  1952 


M  -  26  Jan  1970  to  Sharon  Joan  Whitacker  (Div) 


M-  Debra  Diele  (Div) 


Martha  Lucille  (Murdoch)  and  Ralph  Godfrey 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  MARTHA  LUCILLE  MURDOCH 

and  RALPH  GODFREY 

1  -  RALPH  ORVILLE  GODFREY.   Ralph  was  born  August  7,  1946,   in  the  small  farming  town  of 
Emmett,  Idaho.   Emmett  is  about  30  miles  southwest  of  Boise.   Prior  to  starting  school,  Ralph  lived  with 
his  parents  in  Boise  and  Idaho  Falls.   Ralph  attended  first  grade  in  Idaho  Falls.   The  family  returned  to 
Boise  during  the  winter  of  1952.   Ralph  attended  elementary  school  at  Lowell  Grade  School  and  Franklin 
Elementary  School.   He  attended  West  Junior  High  School  in  Boise.   During  the  9th  grade  year,  the 
Godfrey's  moved  to  Meridian,  Idaho,  where  Ralph  attended  high  school  through  the  completion  of  his 
junior  year.   During  his  junior  year,  his  parents  were  divorced  and  Ralph  lived  with  his  grandparents, 
Orville  and  Elizabeth  Godfrey,  in  Emmett.   Upon  graduation  from  Emmett  High  School,  Ralph  attended 
Treasure  Valley  Community  College  on  a  football  and  basketball  scholarship.   He  attended  TVCC  one 
year  and  then  served  a  two  year  stint  in  the  Air  Force.   At  the  completion  of  his  Air  Force  career,  Ralph 
returned  to  Boise  and  attended  Boise  State.   He  graduated  from  Boise  State  with  a  Bachelor's  Degree  in 
Business.   During  his  time  at  Boise  State,  Ralph  again  played  football  and  basketball. 

From  the  time  Ralph  was  able  to  walk,  his  first  love  in  life  was  athletics.   As  soon  as  he  was  able  to 
run  and  throw  a  ball,  he  was  always  involved  in  some  type  of  athletic  event.    During  his  younger  years, 
Ralph  played  Little  League  football,  baseball  and  basketball.  From  his  sixth  grade  year  until  his  ninth 
grade  year,  he  was  a  bat  boy  and  club  house  boy  for  a  minor  league  baseball  team  known  as  the  Boise 
Braves.    During  mis  time,  he  had  the  opportunity  to  meet  and  develop  friendships  with  many  players  who 
later  went  on  to  participate  in  the  major  leagues.    Ralph  believed  that,  at  one  time  in  the  micl  70's,  he 
knew  at  least  half  the  players  and  coaches  in  the  major  leagues  on  a  first  name  basis. 

Ralph's  love  for  athletics  continued  throughout  his  life  time.   As  an  adult,  Ralph  continued  to  play 
basketball  and  turned  to  what  was  to  become  a  passion  in  his  life:  competitive  adult  softball.   For  many 
years,  he  played  on,  managed  and  sponsored  several  different  teams  throughout  the  San  Diego,  California, 
area.    He  believed  that  one  of  his  greatest  accomplishments  was  sponsoring  and  managing  a  team  that  his 
two  sons  played  on  in  1995.   This  team  of  young  men  won  the  California  State  Slow-Pitch  Softball 
Championship. 

At  the  conclusion  of  his  college  career,  Ralph  moved  to  Portland,  Oregon.  In  March  of  1970,  he 
married  Sharon  Joan  Whitacker.   Ralph  and  Sharon  were  married  for  18  years  prior  to  their  divorce  in 
1988.   On  August  19,  1970,  they  had  their  first  child,  Craig  Douglas,  who  was  born  at  the  Grand  Canyon 
in  Arizona.    During  the  time  Ralph  and  Sharon  lived  in  Portland,  Oregon,  he  began  his  career  in  the 
floorcovering  industry.    Ralph  worked  as  a  retail  and  wholesale  salesman  in  the  Portland  area  for 
approximately  4  years.   In  the  later  part  of  1973,  he  was  transferred  to  Seattle,  Washington,  to  manage  the 
district  office  for  a  carpet  distributor.    While  the  promotion  was  very  good  for  the  family  income,  the 
timing  could  not  have  been  worse.  Just  prior  to  the  move  to  Seattle,  their  second  son,  Christopher  Lee, 
was  born  on  November  3,  1972.    1972  and  1973  was  the  worst  economic  period  in  Seattle  history.    The 
major  Aerospace  Industries  were  shut  down  and  many  people  were  out  of  work.    While  Ralph  was  not  out 
of  work,  the  income  was  not  very  good.   He  moved  his  young  family  to  the  Grand  Canyon  in  Arizona, 
where  he  worked  for  three  years  as  the  director  of  group  sales  for  the  Fred  Harvey  Hotels  at  the  Grand 
Canyon.    While  Ralph  enjoyed  the  intensity  of  working  for  a  major  hotel  in  a  large  tourist  area,  the 
income  was  not  commensurate  with  the  hours  and  efforts  that  were  put  in.   As  a  result,  he  moved  his 
family  to  San  Diego,  California,  where  he  worked  as  an  executive  for  the  Royal  Inns  of  America. 

During  this  move  to  San  Diego,  Ralph's  father  passed  away  in  Emmett.   His  father's  death  had  a  great 
affect  on  him,  as  it  came  within  2  years  of  the  death  of  both  Orville  and  Elizabeth  Godfrey.    Although 
Ralph's  relationship  with  his  father  had  been  estranged  since  the  divorce,  he  and  his  father  had  met  just  a 
few  months  earlier  and  made  their  amends  to  each  other  and  were  in  the  process  of  re-building  their 
relationship  when  Ralph,  Sr.  passed  away.    At  the  time  of  his  passing,  Ralph,  Sr.  was  married  to  his 
second  wife,  Beth  Smith,  of  Emmett,  who  was  a  long  time  friend  of  the  family. 

Upon  his  arrival  in  San  Diego,  Ralph  was  transferred,  on  a  temporary  basis,  to  Bakersfield, 
California,  to  manage  a  hotel.   The  temporary  basis  ended  up  being  several  months.   He  found  a  full  time 
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job  managing  a  new  tennis  and  country  club,  known  as  Rio  Bravo  Tennis  Ranch,  in  Bakersfield.    Ralph 
then  moved  his  family  to  Bakersfield  where  they  resided  for  the  next  four  years.    In  1975,  he  determined 
that  the  hotel  business  was  not  to  his  liking  and  returned  to  the  floorcovering  business. 

After  serving  three  years  as  the  sales  manager  for  a  large  floorcovering  retailer  in  Bakersfield,  Ralph 
became  a  partner  in  a  small  floorcovering  outlet  in  Arroyo  Grande,  California.   After  one  year  in  the 
partnership,  he  sold  his  interest  in  the  business  to  the  partner  and  moved  his  family  back  to  San  Diego, 
where  he  became  the  district  sales  manager  for  Hollytex  Carpet  Mills.   Ralph  continued  to  work  for 
Hollytex's  until  1981 .   In  1981 ,  he  was  approached  by  Norman  Rosenblatt,  the  owner  of  Contract 
Distributors  Corporation.  Contract  Distributors  Corporation  was  the  largest  floorcovering  contractor  in  the 
United  States.  He  became  a  vice  president  with  Contract  Distributors  and  worked  until  1983  when  Norman 
Rosenblatt  passed  away. 

In  mid  1983,  Ralph  established  his  own  contracting  and  consulting  business  known  as  R.  Godfrey 
Consulting.  During  the  first  two  years  of  the  business,  Ralph  and  Sharon  worked  together.  In  1986, They 
separated  and  later  were  divorced. 

Even  though  the  early  years  of  the  divorce  was  filled  with  acrimony,  Ralph  and  Sharon  were  able  to 
make  amends  with  each  other  and  raised  their  children  in  a  loving  manner.    Even  though  neither  has  ever 
re-married,  they  have  maintained  a  strong  friendship  throughout  the  years.    It  is  not  uncommon  for  them 
to  share  family  holiday  gatherings  as  a  group  at  one  another's  homes.    After  the  divorce,  the  business  was 
not  very  good  for  Ralph.    At  this  time,  he  decided  to  limit  his  business  to  strictly  consulting  and 
inspections  of  deficient  floorcovering  materials  and  installations.    R.  Godfrey  Consulting  became  one  of 
the  better  recognized  firms  of  its  type,  not  only  in  southern  California,  but  in  the  entire  country. 

From  1988  to  1996,  Ralph  has  devoted  full  time  to  his  consulting  business.    As  a  result  of  his 
expertise,  he  was  retained  by  the  San  Diego  County  Floorcovering  Association  to  direct  their  trade  show. 
As  a  result  of  the  growth,  over  several  years,  of  this  trade  show,  the  rights  of  the  show  were  sold  to  the 
Atlanta  Market  Center,  who  began  producing  the  show.  The  format  that  was  established  by  Ralph  has  been 
adopted  by  the  Western  Floorcovering  Association  and  the  show  is  now  held  in  Las  Vegas,  Nevada,  once  a 
year,  and  has  the  attendance  of  more  than  30,000  people.   In  1984,  Ralph  was  awarded  the  John  Larabee 
award  for  outstanding  achievement  in  the  floor  covering  industry. 

Ralph  discontinued  his  executive  directorship  of  the  trade  show  in  1991 ,  so  he  could  spend  more  time 
working  in  his  consulting  practice. 

The  period  between  1986  and  1996  was  a  tremendous  period  of  adjustment.  In  addition  to  the  divorce 
and  the  break  up  of  his  family,  Ralph  was  also  stunned  by  the  death  of  his  second  brother,  John  Edmund 
Godfrey,  who  died  of  massive  bee  stings  as  a  result  of  a  logging  accident.  This  was  quite  a  traumatic 
event  for  Ralph  because  John  was  the  cement  that  held  the  family  together.    This  was  the  second  death  in 
two  years  for  the  Godfrey  family.  Martha's  second  husband,  Marion  Reed,  to  whom  she  had  been  married 
for  20  years,  passed  away  in  1986. 

As  a  result  of  the  divorce,  Ralph's  relationship  with  his  children,  mother  and  brother  became  much 
stronger.  He  spent  a  substantial  amount  of  time  traveling  between  San  Diego  and  Cascade,  visiting  the 
family  and  trying  to  be  with  his  mother  before  she  died  of  cancer. 

In  1993,  she  discovered  she  had  inoperable  cancer.  During  this  period  of  time,  Ralph  spent  a  lot  of 
time  traveling  between  San  Diego  and  Ashton,  Idaho,  to  visit  with  her.   The  passing  of  Martha  Reed  was 
probably  the  single  most  effective  action  that  happened  in  Ralph's  life.   It  took  many  months  for  him  to 
recover  from  her  death. 

He  still  lives  in  San  Diego,  California,  and  has  continued  to  maintain  a  relationship  with  his  brother, 
Jim,  in  Cascade,  Idaho.   Ralph  still  owns  the  family  residence  in  Cascade.  He  looks  forward  to  a  full  life, 
filling  his  time  with  work,  playing  softball  with  his  sons  and  taking  an  occasional  trip  to  go  fishing  in 
Idaho. 

Ralph  remains  close  to  his  children,  Chris  and  Craig,  who  are  of  the  ages  of  24  and  26. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Craig  Douglas 

(2)  Christopher  Lee 


B-  19  Aug  1970 
B-03  Nov  1972 


Sharon  (Whitacker),  Craig,  Chris,  Ralph  Godfrey 


1  -    Craig  Douglas  Godfrey.  Craig  was  born  to  Ralph  and  Sharon  Godfrey  on  August  19,  1970.   He 
was  very  unique  in  that  he  was  the  first  baby  to  be  born  at  the  Grand  Canyon  in  Arizona  in  more  than 
ten  years.   Shortly  after  Craig's  birth,  Ralph  and  Sharon  returned  to  Portland,  Oregon.   During  the 
first  two  years  of  his  life,  Craig  lived  in  Arizona,  Oregon  and  Washington,  before  moving  to  San 
Diego, California,  when  he  was  three.   Craig  attended  elementary  school,  junior  high  and  high  school 
in  Poway,  California. 

Craig  was  an  above  average  student  and  excelled  in  courses  relating  to  art  and  computers.  During 
his  younger  years,  he  participated  in  football,  baseball  and  wrestling.    As  Craig  grew  older,  in  high 
school,  he  limited  his  interests  to  football  and  wrestling.    The  high  school  wrestling  team  at  Poway 
High  School  has  one  of  the  best  wrestling  programs  in  the  nation.    Craig  was  elected  by  his  team- 
mates to  the  Poway  Wrestling  Hall  of  Fame  at  the  conclusion  of  his  senior  year. 

He  has  always  been  intensely  interested  in  art,  graphics,  computers  and  anything  to  do  with 
music.    During  his  high  school  and  college  years,  Craig  designed  many  posters,  flyers  and  some 
album  covers  for  friends,  who  were  members  of  local  bands. 

Upon  graduation  from  Poway  High  School  in  1989,  Craig  attended  the  La  Jolla  Academy  of 
Graphic  Arts.    At  the  completion  of  his  first  year,  he  dropped  out  of  school  and  continued  his  work  at 
a  print  shop.    At  the  conclusion  of  two  years,  at  the  urging  of  his  mother  and  a  friend,  Craig  returned 
to  the  Art  Institute,  which  is  now  known  as  the  Academy  of  Graphic  Arts.    He  excelled  as  a  student, 
was  on  the  honor  roll  and  graduated  with  a  Bachelor's  Degree  in  Graphic  Arts  and  Sciences  in  three 
years.    Craig  is  presently  working  for  a  software  firm  in  Carlsbad,  California.    He  also  resides  in 
Carlsbad.   His  primary  interests  in  life  are:  art,  Macintosh  computers,  fishing  and  playing  Softball. 
Craig  hopes  one  day  to  own  his  own  business.  Even  though  he  is  quite  young,  he  has  already 


473 


contributed  to  graphic  art  in  the  area  of  album  covers  and  has  done  forensic  evidence  work  that  his 
father  has  used  in  the  court  room. 

Craig  believes  the  most  important  things  that  one  can  have  in  life  are  good  family  relationships  and 
the  time  and  ability  to  share  things  with  his  family  members. 

2  -  Christopher  Lee  Godfrey.  Chris  was  born  on  November  3,  1972,  in  Portland  Oregon.  Shortly 
after  his  birth,  the  family  moved  to  southern  California.  Like  his  brother,  Chris  has  been  raised  and 
educated  in  the  Poway,  California,  school  system.   During  his  early  years,  Chris  was  a  mischievous 
youngster  and  somewhat  hyperactive.  Even  though  he  was  hyperactive,  he  was  always  full  of  boyish 
enthusiasm  and  had  a  smile  for  everyone. 

While  he  was  a  youth,  Chris  participated  in  Pop  Warner  football,  Little  League  baseball  and 
basketball.   Chris  was  an  extremely  accomplished  athlete  as  a  youth  and  always  looked  forward  to 
playing  some  type  of  game  with  his  friends.    He  also  enjoys  music  and  loves  to  fish. 

Chris's  major  hobbies  are  fishing,  playing  softball  with  his  brother  and  father  and  cooking. 
During  his  few  short  years,  he  has  become  an  accomplished  chef  and  works  as  a  waiter  in  a  local 
Italian  restaurant  in  San  Diego.    Chris  has  set  his  long  term  goals.   He  wants  to  win  another  state 
softball  championship  and  attend  the  Culinary  Art  School  in  San  Francisco  and  become  a  black  hat 
chef.  He  hopes  to  some  day  own  his  own  restaurant. 


2  -  JOHN  EDMUND  GODFREY.  John  was  born  on  January  24,  1950,  and  died  September  8,  1988. 
He  was  the  second  child  of  Ralph  and  Martha  Godfrey.    John  lived  all  but  his  first  ten  years  in  Cascade, 
Idaho.    During  his  early  years,  John  lived  with  his  family  in  Boise  and  Meridian,  prior  to  moving  to 
Cascade  when  his  mother,  Martha,  married  Marian  Reed. 

John  was  the  middle  of  three  brothers.   Many  of  his  friends  said  John  had  the  heart  of  a  lion  and  the 
soul  of  a  poet.   He  was  the  cement  that  held  the  three  brothers  and  their  mother  together.  John  looked 
after  his  mother  in  the  years  after  Marian  died  and  helped  everyone  in  the  family  to  maintain  a  more 
satisfactory  relationship.    During  his  school  days,  he  was  an  average  student  and  excelled  in  art.    While 
he  lived  in  Cascade,  he  played  on  the  high  school  basketball  team  and  played  softball  in  the  summers. 

John  joined  the  United  States  Army  in  1970  and  served  there  until  1972.  He  was  a  sergeant  in  the 
motor  pool  and  served  the  majority  of  the  tour  of  his  duty  in  Korea.   At  the  conclusion  of  his  tour  of  duty, 
John  returned  to  Boise  where  he  worked  as  an  auto  mechanic  at  Larry  Barns  Chevrolet  and  enrolled  at 
Boise  State.  He  did  not  complete  his  education  at  Boise  State,  but  moved  back  to  Cascade  where  he  could 
be  closer  to  his  true  loves:  hunting,  fishing  and  photography.  John  was  happiest  when  he  was  either 
around  friends,  or  had  quiet  moments  to  read  or  write  music.  He  was  often  called  "Gentle  Ben"  after  a 
T.V.  character.  His  love  of  animals  and  the  woods  and  his  continual  friendship  to  all  who  knew  him 
endeared  him  to  everyone. 

John  was  always  the  handyman  in  the  family.  If  something  needed  to  be  fixed,  John  could  always 
figure  a  way  to  fix  it  or  make  it  better  than  it  was  originally. 

He  had  an  unusual  ability  and  insight  into  how  people  behaved  and  how  people  were  feeling.    His 
uncanny  awareness  and  intuitiveness  in  dealing  with  people  made  him  a  person  who  was  loved  by  all  who 
knew  him.  He  was  the  type  of  person  who  would  assist  anybody  who  was  in  need,  even  if  that  person  was 
not  someone  he  respected. 

His  helpfulness  and  caring  came  to  the  forefront  after  the  passing  of  Marian  Reed.  John  remained  at 
home,  assisting  and  taking  care  of  his  mother  and  managing  the  affairs  of  the  house. 

Although  John  was  a  very  loving  and  caring  individual, he  never  did  find  the  woman  in  his  life  that  he 
had  hoped  for.  He  never  married,  but  took  great  pride  in  being  involved  with  his  nephews. 

John's  passing  was  an  unusual  and  unique  situation.  He  was  logging  in  Ola,  Idaho,  and  dropped  a 
tree  on  a  ground  nest  of  hornets.    John  had  been  subject  to  bee  allergies  all  of  his  life  and  constantly 
carried  a  bee  kit  with  him.    Unfortunately,  the  number  of  bee  stings  were  so  profound  that  John  died 
within  a  few  minutes  after  the  initial  attack. 
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It  was  a  testament  to  John's  loving  nature  that  his  funeral  was  attended  by  more  than  half  the 
population  of  Cascade.    More  than  450  people  attended. 


John  Edmund  Godfrey 


3  -  JAMES  MURDOCH  GODFREY.    Jim  was  born  January  3,  1952,  and  lived  all  but  the  first  six 
years  of  his  life  in  Cascade,  Idaho,  where  he  still  resides.    During  his  early  years,  Jim  lived  with  his 
family  in  Boise  and  Meridian,  Idaho.    Shortly  after  his  father,  Ralph,  and  Martha,  his  mother,  were 
divorced,  Martha  married  Marian  Reed  and  the  family  moved  to  Cascade,  Idaho.  Jim  continued  his 
schooling  in  Cascade  through  his  junior  year  in  high  school.    His  major  hobbies  and  interests  are  music, 
both  writing  and  playing,  and  fishing  and  hunting.    Jim  has  spent  the  majority  of  his  adult  life  working  as 
either  a  dry  wall  construction  worker  or  as  a  cook  in  the  various  restaurants  in  Valley  County. 

He  was  married  for  a  short  time  to  Debra  (Debby)  Diele.   He  has  many  friends  and  it  has  often  been 
said  that  Jim  has  never  known  a  stranger.    He  continues  to  reside  in  Cascade,  Idaho. 


Jim  Godfrey 
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CHAPTER  EIGHT 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  JAMES  HOWARD  MURDOCH 

and 
LAURETTA  GRACE  HILLAM 


I  was  born  in  Rupert,  Idaho  on  March  8th, 
1922,  to  Brigham  and  Martha  Luann  Hammon 
Murdoch.    I  was  the  eighth  child  of  ten,  and  one 
of  two  not  born  in  Farnum.   My  oldest  sister, 
Blanche,  was  born  at  Wilford.   Dad  had 
homesteaded  in  Farnum,  Idaho,  in  1900  with  his 
brother,  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch.   The  folks 
moved  to  Rupert  in  November,  1920,  and  moved 
back  to  Farnum  in  1922,  because  of  the  recession 
and  the  banks  went  broke.   I  used  to  argue  with 
my  sisters  and  insisted  that  I  could  remember 
when  we  moved,  but  I  think  six  weeks  old  is  a 
little  young  to  remember  something  like  that. 

Being  young,  you  don't  have  many  worries 
or  problems,  so  I  didn't  know  any  better,  but  we 
had  a  happy  life  and  had  lots  of  fun.  There  was 
always  prayers  in  our  home  and  we  always  at- 
tended our  church  meetings.  We  iived  two  and 
a  half  miles  from  the  church.   We  either  drove  a 
team  or  rode  with  the  neighbors.   Dad  had 
served  as  the  second  bishop  of  the  Farnum  ward. 
It  wasn't  until  I  grew  up  that  I  realized  that  we 
didn't  have  much,  but  neither  did  our  neighbors. 
There  were  about  three  neighbors  who  had  trac- 
tors.  I  remember  the  first  rubber  tired  tractor. 
Not  many  had  cars.   We  had  a  model  A  Ford, 
but  couldn't  afford  to  drive  it.  This  was  in  the 
middle  thirties. 

I  enjoyed  the  farm  and  always  wished  my 
own  family  could  have  been  raised  on  the  farm. 
It  seemed  we  always  had  lots  of  company.  We 
enjoyed  having  them  come.   Fall  River  ran 
through  our  place  and  fishing  was  always  good. 

I  never  remember  all  the  family  living  at 
home  at  the  same  time.  Blanche  was  married 


and  Dallas  and  Reed  were  away  at  college  or 
working. 

There  was  always  work  to  be  done  and  I  had 
to  grow  up  to  appreciate  the  opportunity,  I  had 
to  learn  to  work.  I  started  to  milk  the  cows 
when  I  was  seven  and  never  quit  until  I  moved  to 
Rexburg  in  1972.   For  a  time  my  sister,  Martha, 
and  I  did  the  milking. 

Sometimes,  she  would  milk  one  cow  and  I 
would  milk  one.   Then,  when  we  got  through,  I 
would  move  over  to  the  third  cow  and  she  would 
turn  around  and  would  milk  one  side  and  I  would 
milk  the  other  side.  We  always  milked  Jersey  or 
Guernsey  cows.  Mother  would  make  butter  and 
every  Saturday  we  would  take  the  butter  and 
eggs  and  buttermilk  to  town  and  trade  them  for 
groceries.  There  was  always  people  who  wanted 
her  butter.   The  Jersey  and  Guernsey  cows'  milk 
was  richer  and  sweeter  than  the  other  breed  of 
cows.  We  lived  five  miles  from  the  town  of 
Ashton,  Idaho.  We  would  go  by  team  and 
wagon.  We  finally  made  a  trailer  with  rubber 
tires  from  a  model  T  Ford.   That  was  really  lux- 
ury to  ride  on. 

I  think  Mother  did  a  terrific  job  in  trying  to 
feed  her  family.   The  years  that  I  remember 
best,  were  when  there  were  only  five  left  at 
home.  The  other  five  were  married.  Dad  was  a 
hard  worker  and  did  all  he  could.  He  was  52 
when  I  was  born  and  I  hardly  remember  him 
when  he  enjoyed  good  health.   He  had  a  bad 
heart  and  some  days  when  he  wasn't  feeling 
good,  I  would  get  excused  from  school  and  drive 
the  horses  in  the  field.  I  would  have  been  in  the 
seventh  grade. 
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The  year  I  was  in  the  first  grade,  Dad  spent 
the  winter  in  bed  with  inflammatory  rheumatism. 
I  can  remember  going  to  his  bed  side  and  reading 
to  him  and  he  told  me  how  good  I  was  doing.   It 
was  that  same  year  my  mother  would  come  get 
me  out  of  bed  and  we  would  go  out  and  gather 
up  the  new  lambs  that  had  been  born  and  bring 
them  in  so  they  wouldn't  freeze  to  death.   This 
same  year,  the  folks  bought  a  new  battery  oper- 
ated radio.  We  would  take  the  battery  out  of  the 
car  and  hook  it  up  to  the  radio.   I  remember  one 
night  the  folks  were  listening  to  some  program 
that  was  funny  and  Mother  said  that  it's  too  bad 
we  can't  watch  it,  and  Dad  said  that  some  day 
we  will.   The  man  who  sold  us  the  radio  was  one 
of  the  wealthiest  men  in  the  Ashton  area  and  died 
a  year  ago.  He  was  a  successful  farmer.  We 
didn't  have  electricity,  so  that  was  why  they 
bought  a  battery  operated  radio. 

Mother  was  a  real  hard  worker.   She  was 
always  doing  something.  She  had  a  large  rasp- 
berry patch,  garden  and  flowers.  She  liked  to 
sew  and  crochet.   The  first  pair  of  boughten 
dress  pants  I  can  remember,  I  bought  with  a 
dollar  I  earned  from  my  Uncle  Tom.   My 
mother  put  some  more  money  with  it.  I  was  still 
wearing  these  pants  when  I  was  in  the  eighth 
grade. 

Dad  also  raised  sheep.   One  summer,  he  and 
two  other  sheep  men  put  their  sheep  together 
and,  when  it  was  Dad's  turn  to  herd  the  sheep,  I 
got  to  go  with  him.    I  don't  remember  for  how 
long,  but  it  seemed  like  a  couple  of  weeks.  I 
enjoyed  being  with  Dad. 

In  the  summer,  feed  was  always  scarce,  so 
we  had  to  herd  the  cows  wherever  we  could  find 
feed.   One  time  when  I  was  herding,  one  of  the 
heifers  got  into  the  hay  field  and  bloated  and 
died.  Dallas  stuck  her  in  the  side  to  help  her,  but 
it  was  too  late.  I  felt  so  bad  and  went  to  Dad  and 
told  him  what  happened.  He  didn't  say  much 
and  I  can't  remember  what  he  did  say.  I'm  sure 
he  wasn't  very  happy  about  it.  I  felt  so  bad  I 
went  to  bed  without  any  supper.  I  couldn't  face 
anyone  for  what  happened.  It  was  my  fault.  I 
don't  know  how  the  other  children  felt,  but  I 
always  thought  that  Dad  was  the  kindest  and 
most  even  tempered  that  any  man  could  be.   I 
have  always  hoped  I  could  be  like  him.  I  think 
Mother  did  the  most  of  the  correcting  and  trying 
to  get  us  kids  to  work.  I  think  she  gave  me  the 


most  advice  I  got  and  I  still  remember  and  am 
grateful  for  it.  She  would  praise  me  a  lot  and 
there  are  a  lot  of  things  I  wouldn't  have  done  for 
anything  because  of  her  advice.  She  was  serious 
and  didn't  put  up  with  any  foolishness  and  didn't 
hesitate  telling  anyone  how  she  felt.  She  had  lots 
of  friends  and  probably  received  more  Christmas 
cards  than  anyone. 

Our  school  at  Farnum  was  a  two-room  build- 
ing with  four  grades  in  each  room.  The  school 
was  a  mile  and  a  quarter  from  home  and  we  had 
to  walk  most  of  the  time.  In  the  winter,  we  had 
school  sleighs  with  a  little  stove  to  keep  warm. 

When  I  was  in  the  eighth  grade,  my  folks 
decided  to  sell  the  farm  to  my  brother-in-law, 
Angus  Blanchard,  and  move  to  Ashton.  Dad 
would  keep  his  cows  and  start  a  dairy.   My  folks 
moved  first,  my  brother  Wallace  and  I  stayed  on 
the  farm  a  couple  of  days  longer  until  they  were 
ready  for  the  cows.  The  day  before  Halloween, 
Dad  came  and  said,  "Let's  go."  This  was  the 
saddest  day  of  my  life.  Dad  was  62  years  old 
and  not  in  good  health  so  it  was  a  good  decision 
he  made.  So  we  took  off  driving  the  cows  into 
town.  For  the  first  time  in  our  lives  we  had  elec- 
tricity, running  water  in  the  house  and  a  bath- 
room.  Dad  said  later  the  dairy  made  more 
money  than  the  farm  did.  I  would  have  stayed 
on  the  farm  if  they  would  have  let  me.  When 
winter  set  in,  I'm  sure  I  would  have  changed  my 
mind. 

I  did  have  a  hard  time  adjusting  to  a  bigger 
school  and  making  new  friends.  I  even  wanted 
to  drop  out  of  school,  but  didn't.  Wallace  and  I 
helped  Dad  milk  and  deliver  it.  The  next  spring, 
when  I  graduated  from  the  eighth  grade,  some 
people  wanted  me  to  come  to  work  for  them  on 
the  farm,  so  I  spent  all  that  summer  working  for 
the  Merrick's.   The  next  two  summers  I  worked 
on  farms,  then  my  senior  year  I  worked  in  a 
grocery  store  for  Knudsen's.   I  never  did  stop 
helping  Dad  when  I  could.   I  still  remember  the 
first  five  dollar  bill  he  gave  me  for  helping  him. 
I  didn't  want  to  take  it.   He  told  me  I  earned  it. 

At  first,  we  didn't  have  a  car  to  deliver  the 
milk,  so  in  the  winter  we  made  a  toboggan  and 
pulled  it  and  I  used  my  bicycle  in  the  summer.  I 
had  six  bottles  of  milk  in  a  carrier  on  each  side 
of  the  handle  bars.  We  finally  bought  a  1930 
Chevy.   Later,  we  bought  a  1935  Chevy  and  then 
we  got  a  Ford  delivery  truck. 
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By  now  I  had  started  dating  Grace  Hillam 
and  it  was  the  1935  Chevy  that  she  first  learned 
to  drive.   I  graduated  from  high  school  in  1941. 
Soon  the  war  began  and  I  wanted  to  enlist,  but 
the  folks  said  no.   I  kept  working  at  the  store. 
One  day,  Dan  Hess  came  into  the  store  and 
talked  me  into  going  to  school  at  Ricks  College. 
We  went  to  register.   He  wanted  me  to  be  one  of 
his  roommates.   I  had  the  money  in  my  pocket 
for  the  tuition,  $25.   I  was  a  year  older  than  Dan 
and  was  getting  close  to  being  drafted,  so  I 
changed  my  mind  and  went  back  to  work  in  the 
store.  I  didn't  want  to  be  drafted,  so  I  talked  my 
folks  into  letting  me  enlist  in  the  Air  Force.  Just 
a  week  before  I  left,  I  gave  Grace  an  engage- 
ment ring.   It  was  the  best  thing  I  ever  did. 

I  enlisted  in  the  Army  Air  Force  and  was 
sent  to  McCarren  Field  in  Las  Vegas,  Nevada, 
for  my  basic  training.   After  my  basic,  I  was  sent 
up  in  the  mountains  west  of  Las  Vegas  to  build  a 
rest  camp.   Seventeen  months  later,  I  was  sent  to 
England.   I  was  there  "D"  day  and  a  week  later 
was  sent  to  France.  We  were  assigned  to  the 
First  Quarter  Master  Trucking  Unit  to  supply 
gasoline  to  the  bombers.  We  went  from  England 
to  France,  to  Belgium,  to  Holland,  to  Germany, 
then  back  to  France,  to  prepare  to  come  home. 
While  in  Belgium,  4000  gallons  of  gasoline 
leaked  out  on  the  floor  of  our  motor  pool.  I 
started  walking  through  it  to  get  to  the  other 
door,  when  one  of  the  trucks  with  a  water  tank 
started  coming  in  the  door.   The  driver  was 
headed  for  the  other  side  so  they  could  hose  the 
gas  out.   When  he  shut  off  the  motor,  it  back- 
fired and  set  the  gas  on  fire.   The  driver  jumped 
out  but  slipped  and  fell.   The  captain  and  I 
started  to  run  for  the  other  door.  We  were  al- 
most side  by  side  as  we  went  out  the  door.   His 
shoes  were  on  fire  but  mine  weren't.  The  driver 
was  alive  when  they  got  him  out  but  he  died  that 
night.   I  have  always  wondered  why  the  building 
didn't  blow  up,  but  I  have  always  thought  that 
the  Lord  preserved  my  life  for  some  reason.   I 
am  grateful  for  my  life. 

The  war  finally  ended  and  we  were  sent  back 
to  France  to  wait  to  come  home.  They  sent  the 
troops  home  according  to  the  number  of  points 
we  had  accumulated.   It  was  according  to  the 
amount  of  dependents,  time  of  service,  time  over 
seas,  number  of  campaigns  one  had  been  in. 
There  could  have  been  more,  but  can't  think  of 


any  other  reasons.  We  watched  the  military 
newspaper,  "The  Stars  and  Stripes",  to  see  who 
was  going  next.   My  time  finally  came  with  66 
points.  We  played  volleyball  every  day  while 
waiting  to  get  on  ship.   Finally  the  12th  of  De- 
cember, we  got  on  board  the  USS  Thomas 
Cressap.  It  was  a  small  ship  that  carried  500 
troops.  While  waiting  for  the  ship,  I  got  to  at- 
tend the  one  and  only  LDS  church  service  since 
leaving  the  States.   It  was  good  to  help  adminis- 
ter the  sacrament  and  to  partake  of  the  sacrament 
and  renew  my  covenants  with  the  Lord.   I  had 
been  overseas  19  1/2  month's.   It  was  good  to 
hear  others  bear  their  testimonies,  also.   We 
spent  1 8  days  on  the  sea  and  four  or  five  of  them 
in  the  worst  storm  imaginable.   Many  were  sea- 
sick, even  the  crew.   Again,  I  felt  blessed  be- 
cause I  didn't  get  sick  going  either  direction, 
going  over  or  coming  back.   We  landed  New 
Year's  Day  at  Newport  News,  Warwick  County, 
Virginia.   We  finally  made  it  back  to  Fort  Doug- 
las, Utah,  and  I  was  discharged  January  12, 
1946,  having  served  39  months.   It  was  good  to 
be  back  but  I  was  proud  to  have  the  privilege  of 
serving  our  country. 

It  was  good  to  be  home  again  and  see  the 
folks  and  especially,  Grace,  who  had  waited 
faithfully  all  this  time.   Now  we  could  renew  our 
courtship.   Grace,  the  daughter  of  George 
Marvin  and  Laura  Mae  Lemmon  Hillam,  was 
born  the  3rd  of  April,  1925,  in  Marysville,  grew 
up  there  and  attended  Ashton  High  School.   She 
was  a  farm  girl  and  spent  her  growing  years 
helping  her  dad  on  the  farm.   Edmond  Gooch 
once  said  she  was  the  best  irrigator  in  Marys- 
ville.  Grace  had  boots,  a  shovel  and  a  bicycle 
and  learned  how  to  irrigate.   Standing  on  a  hill 
one  day,  she  was  wondering  how  to  get  water  on 
the  high  spots  and  visualized  that  one  day  those 
hills  would  be  sprinkled  like  Grandpa  Hillam 
watered  his  lawn. 

During  high  school  days,  Grace  lived  in 
town  with  the  Lloyd  Compton  family  and  worked 
for  room  and  board  and  tended  two  year  old 
Sandra  Lee.   After  graduation  from  Ashton  High 
School,  she  attended  Ricks  College.   She  lived  in 
the  dorm  the  first  year  and  the  second  year  her 
three  sisters  came  to  Rexburg  to  attend  high 
school  because  there  was  no  Seminary  in  Ashton. 
They  lived  in  John  Porter's  basement  apartment. 
During  this  time,  she  was  working  in  the  college 
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bookstore  and  was  President  John  L.  Clarke's 
first  secretary.  It  was  decided  we  should  wait 
until  school  let  out  in  the  spring  to  get  married. 

I  went  to  work  for  my  brother,  Tom,  in  his 
grocery  store  and  meat  market.   Finally  Grace 
and  1  were  married  the  4th  of  June,  1946,  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  Temple.   Her  sister,  Vonda,  and 
Frank  Biorn  also  were  married  the  same  time. 
Grace  and  I  had  started  going  together  four  years 
before.   It  was  worth  waiting  for. 

The  next  two  years  brought  the  death  of  my 
father  at  the  age  of  76.   After  his  death,  Mother 
said,  "Dad  didn't  leave  any  wealth,  but  he  left  us 
a  good  name."   I  was  sorry  Dad  didn't  live  to  see 
our  first  child  who  was  born  four  months  later,  a 
pretty  red  haired  girl.   We  named  her  Gwen. 

When  we  got  married,  we  already  had  fixed 
up  a  little  apartment  upstairs  close  to  where  I 
worked.   We  lived  there  for  two  years.  One 
time,  Grace  came  to  the  store  to  get  something. 
It  was  closer  to  take  a  short  cut  down  the  alley 
and  come  in  the  back  door.  When  she  left,  she 
went  out  the  same  way.  We  were  expecting  our 
first  baby.  The  Garrett  truck  driver  saw  her 
leave,  and,  when  he  came  to  the  front  of  the 
store,  he  said  to  me, "I  just  saw  your  wife  going 
out  the  back  door  with  a  watermelon  under  her 
dress". 

In  1948,  Yellowstone  Stake  bought  a  317 
acre  farm  just  north  of  Ashton.   My  brother, 
Tom,  had  had  a  chance  to  buy  it  and  wanted  me 
to  work  for  him.   When  the  Church  decided  they 
would  like  to  buy  it,  my  brother  gave  up  his 
option  and  they  asked  me  to  run  it  for  them,  so 
we  spent  the  next  1 1  years  there.  We  started 
without  water,  telephone  or  electricity  in  the 
house.  There  were  a  potato  cellar,  large  granary 
and  a  hay  barn  with  corrals.   They  had  a  herd  of 
beef  cows  and  raised  pigs.  We  raised  hay,  grain 
and  potatoes.  In  the  winter  months,  I  worked  in 
potato  warehouses,  many  times  walking  through 
the  fields  on  the  snow  to  work.   One  time  we 
were  snowed  in  for  six  weeks.   I  was  secretary 
of  the  Fourth  Elders'  Quorum. 

It  was  a  wonderful  experience  and  a  privi- 
lege to  work  with  so  many  faithful  people.  Patri- 
cia was  born  the  13th  of  May,  1949.   A  happy 
baby  for  Gwen  to  play  with.   The  stake  also 
hired  some  help  during  the  busy  season.   We 
raised  chickens,  had  a  good  garden  and  kept  a 
nice  yard  and  apple  orchard.  Bryan  Howard  was 


born  May  18,  1953.   It  was  a  new  experience  to 
have  a  son.   Molly  was  also  born  while  we  were 
on  the  church  farm.   She  was  born  the  25th  of 
March  during  a  raging  blizzard.   I  was  ward 
clerk  for  ten  years  and  then  stake  clerk  for  two 
years.  We  left  there  with  good  feelings  and  went 
to  work  for  my  wife's  father,  Marvin  Hill  am. 
We  spent  the  next  10  years  farming  with  Grace's 
father.   We  enjoyed  it  there,  also.   I  have  always 
enjoyed  farming.  We  now  have  eight  children 
and  are  busy  working  in  the  Church. 

Mother  passed  away  in  1 962  after  much 
illness.  She  was  able  to  stay  in  her  own  home 
until  about  the  last  six  months.   She  stayed  with 
Blanche  and  Katie  when  she  couldn't  be  left 
alone.  She  was  a  happy  person  through  it  all. 
She  had  a  strong  testimony  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ  and  the  restoration  of  the  gospel.  She  had 
a  hard  life,  as  most  pioneer  women  had,  with  no 
conveniences.   She  was  a  good  example  to  all 
who  knew  her. 

In  1967,  because  of  a  bad  back  and  two  her- 
nias, I  decided  to  work  that  winter  for  Ricks 
College.  I  knew  I  couldn't  spend  another  winter 
in  the  potato  warehouse.   When  spring  came,  I 
decided  to  stay  on  at  the  college.   I  could  still 
help  Grace's  father  some  on  weekends  on  the 
farm.  We  all  worked  hard  on  the  farm.  We  had 
a  cow,  garden,  chickens  and  a  nice  yard.  The 
older  children  worked  away  from  home.   Gwen 
spent  three  summers  at  Pond's  Lodge.   Pat  and 
Molly  worked  at  Garner's  Frost  Top.   Bryan 
worked  for  Gordon  Nelson  and  Richard  for 
Curtis  Loosli  on  their  farms. 

After  driving  to  work  for  five  years,  we 
decided  to  build  a  new  house  in  Rexburg.  Three 
of  us  had  been  riding  together  to  work  all  these 
years.   On  August  12th,  1972,  we  had  a  farewell 
for  Bryan  who  was  going  to  the  Kansas  Missouri 
Mission  and  it  was  also  our  farewell,  as  we 
would  be  moving  to  Rexburg.   It  was  hard  to  say 
goodbye  to  all  those  good  people  we  had  grown 
up  with. 

We  borrowed  Grace's  father's  truck  and, 
with  his  help  and  other  family  members,  we 
moved  to  Rexburg.  The  only  livestock  we  took 
was  a  cat  Martha  Kandler  gave  us.  The  cat  lived 
to  be  16  years  old.   It  was  the  same  age  as 
Bradley,  our  last  child.  When  Floyd  Luke  heard 
we  were  moving  to  Rexburg,  he  asked  me  to  be 
finance  clerk  for  the  Ricks  College  18th  Branch. 
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I  served  with  him  a  couple  of  years,  then  I  was 
called  to  be  first  counselor  to  Phil  Wightman  in 
the  College  12th  Branch.  Just  before  I  was 
called  to  this  position,  I  was  walking  across  the 
campus  and  I  had  the  strangest  feeling  that  some- 
thing was  going  to  take  place  and  a  couple  of 
weeks  later  it  did. 

When  I  was  interviewed  to  work  for  the 
college,  the  man  doing  the  interview  advised  me 
to  stay  on  the  farm.  He  said  I  would  never  make 
as  much  money  at  the  college.   I  started  as  a 
custodian  and  a  couple  of  years  later  I  trans- 
ferred into  the  structural  department.   I  did  up- 
holstering, furniture  repair,  carpets,  drapes  and 
learned  to  sharpen  saw  blades  and  many  other 
things.   I  enjoyed  my  work  there.   Working  mere 
entitled  our  children  to  free  tuition  and  all  of  our 
children  have  attended  Ricks  College.   Gwen 
was  the  only  one  that  didn't  get  free  tuition. 
After  serving  7  1/2  years  on  campus  in  church 
positions,  I  was  released  and  could  attend  my 
home  ward.  The  family  attended  the  Rexburg 
Ninth  Ward.   The  Sunday  School  records 
marked  me  on  the  roll  as  "Inactive." 

Bryan  returned  home  from  his  mission  to  the 
Kansas  Missouri  Mission  in  August  of  1974.  We 
appreciated  the  many  blessings  received  during 
these  years.  In  May  of  1976,  Bryan  was  working 
for  the  Madison  Coop  driving  a  "Big  A"  fertil- 
izer tractor.   He  was  turning  into  a  field  at 
Hamer,  Idaho,  when  he  was  struck  by  a  train. 
His  injuries  were  many  and,  after  the  hospital 
stay,  he  was  at  home  in  a  wheel  chair  when  the 
Teton  Dam  burst  on  June  2,  1976,  causing  a  nine 
foot  wall  of  water  to  cover  the  area  from  Teton 
to  American  Falls.   Families  were  alerted.   We 
drove  our  seven  outfits  and  went  up  by  the  water 
tower  on  the  hill  and  watched  Rexburg  being 
enveloped  in  water  as  far  as  we  could  see. 
Houses  and  animals  and  debris  were  floating 
everywhere.  About  evening,  the  water  began  to 
subside  and  LeAnn,  a  college  girl  living  with 
us, and  I  walked  into  our  home.  Water  was 
about  knee  deep  on  the  south  side  of  town.  Our 
house  is  built  up  high  so  only  a  little  water 
seeped  through  the  basement  windows.  How- 
ever, soon  the  sewers  filled  up  and  three  feet  of 
sewer  water  backed  up  into  our  basement.   We 
had  taken  bedding  and  clothes  out  before  we  left, 
but  forgot  Bryan's  desk  full  of  mission  memories 
which  were  lost.  The  next  month  and  more  was 


spent  cleaning  and  remodeling  the  basement.  Bus 
loads  of  volunteer  help  came  to  Rexburg  from  as 
far  as  Salt  Lake,  bringing  with  them  lunches  and 
shovels.  What  an  atmosphere  of  love  abounded! 

It  was  during  this  busy  time  that  Molly  and 
Bryan  bom  decided  to  get  married.   Bryan  mar- 
ried Deborah  Stolworthy  on  the  4th  of  Aug  and 
Molly  married  Karl  Cook  on  the  12th. 

I  enjoyed  working  at  Ricks  College.  It  was  a 
good  decision  we  made  when  we  moved  here. 
There  have  been  many  benefits  and  privileges 
that  our  whole  family  has  received.   After  19  1/2 
years  I  retired  from  the  college  and  Grace  re- 
tired from  the  school  lunch  program  and  the 
college  food  services.   We  then  started  thinking 
about  a  mission  for  our  church.   We  had  planned 
for  this  a  long  time.   We  had  to  wait  for  Bradley 
to  leave  for  his  mission.   He  was  called  in  May, 
1988,  to  the  London  England  South  Mission  and 
on  December  16,  1988,  we  were  called  to  the 
Albuquerque  New  Mexico  Mission.   We  served 
with  the  Lamanites  on  the  Canoncito  Navajo 
Reservation.   We  enjoyed  our  mission  and  made 
lots  of  friends.   It  was  a  privilege  to  work  with 
them.   With  the  help  of  the  Lord,  we  baptized  24 
people.   We  lived  in  Albuquerque  and  drove  30 
miles  each  way  to  the  reservation.   Each  day  we 
drove  about  100  miles.   On  Sunday,  most  of  the 
members  that  attended  church  were  picked  up 
and  taken  home  by  us  or  the  branch  president  or 
his  counselor.   The  18  months  mat  we  were 
there,  the  attendance  varied  from  17-62.   We 
drove  50,000  miles,  had  one  flat  tire,  no  acci- 
dents nor  citations.   We  returned  home  May  4, 
1990. 

The  most  beautiful  sight  we  saw  on  our  mis- 
sion was  when  we  returned  and  saw  our  own 
home  and  neighbors  around  us.  We  will  always 
be  grateful  to  the  Hunters  and  the  Edstroms  for 
all  they  did  in  caring  for  our  home  and  yard. 
Everything  looked  perfect.   We  are  grateful  also 
to  our  children  for  all  they  did  in  helping  and  for 
their  support.   Bradley  returned  from  a  very 
successful  mission  on  the  24th  of  May,  1990. 

I  want  to  acknowledge  my  good  wife  through 
all  this,  for  her  support  and  love.  She  is  a  hard 
worker  and  a  good  example.  We  are  proud  of 
our  children  and  are  grateful  for  them.   They 
have  all  been  to  the  temple  and  are  serving  the 
Lord.  The  highlight  of  our  lives  was  to  share  the 
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light  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  with  the  Lord's 
chosen  people. 

Retirement  has  been  busy.   I  spend  lots  of 
time  in  my  wood  shop  and  doing  service  projects 
for  family  and  church.   Grace  works  a  few  days 
a  week  at  Porter's  Fabric  shop  where  Pat  is  man- 
ager.  LaRae  married  Gary  MacKay  in  1980; 
Marilyn  married  Gary  Hansen  Sept  1988  and 
Brad  married  Pam  Eckman  Sept  1993.   Pat  and 
Gwen's  children  have  blessed  us  with  six  great 
grand  children  to  date.   On  June  4,  1996,  we 
celebrated  our  50th  wedding  anniversary.   All  of 
our  children  were  present. 


We  are  so  blessed  to  have  our  posterity  of 
70,  all  active  in  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of 
Later  Day  Saints.   We  stay  busy  with  home  im- 
provements and  have  worked  in  the  genealogical 
extraction  program  for  seven  years. 

We  attend  the  temple  on  an  assignment  each 
Thursday  morning.  We  are  grateful  to  enjoy 
good  health.  Throughout  our  married  life,  I 
have  never  been  out  of  employment  nor  out  of  a 
church  assignment.   We  have  truly  been  blessed. 

By  James  Howard  Murdoch 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Lauretta  Gwen 

B 

■  16  Sep  1947 

M 

(2)  Patricia 

B 

-  13  May  1949 

M 

(3)  Bryan  Howard 

B 

-  18  May  1953 

M 

(4)  Molly 

B 

■25  Mar  1955 

M 

(5)  Richard  James 

B 

•03  Feb  1959 

M 

(6)  LaRae 

B 

■09  Jan  1961 

M 

(7)  Marilyn 

B 

■24  Mar  1963 

M 

(8)  Bradley  Kay 

B 

■24  Feb  1969 

M 

01  Aug  1968  to  Fred  Stanley  Freeman 
08  May  1969  to  Ronnie  Sutton  Wodskow 

04  Aug  1976  to  Deborah  Stol wormy 
12  Aug  1976  to  Karl  Thurman  Cook 

05  Jun  1981  to  Lori  Ann  Cardoza 
22  Oct  1980  to  Gary  Wayne  Mackay 
22  Sep  1988  to  Gary  Hansen 

03  Sep  1993  to  Pamela  Eckman 


Back  (  L  to  R):  Bryan,  Bradley,  Richard,  Patricia,  Gwen 
Front  (L  to  R):  LaRae,  Molly,  Grace  (Hillam)  Murdoch,  Howard  Murdoch,  Marilyn 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  JAMES  HOWARD  MURDOCH 
and  LAURETTA  GRACE  HILLIAM 

1  -  LAURETTA  GWEN  MURDOCH  FREEMAN.    Lauretta  Gwen  Murdoch  was  born  on  Sept.  16, 
1947,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.   She  attended  elementary  school  in  Ashton.  At  that  time  her  father  managed 
the  LDS  Church  farm  just  outside  of  Ashton.   When  she  was  in  the  fifth  grade,  they  moved  to  Marysville, 
where  he  worked  with  his  father-in-law,  Marvin  Hillam,  on  the  farm.   She  graduated  third  in  her  class  in 
May,  1965,  from  North  Fremont  High  School  in  Ashton. 

That  fall,  she  entered  Ricks  College  where  she  majored  in  business.   After  graduating  from  Ricks 
College,  she  went  back  to  Pond's  Lodge,  where  she  had  worked  for  the  two  summers  before,  as  a  waitress 
in  the  Pond's  Cafe.  While  at  Pond's  Lodge,  she  got  her  first  full  time  job  at  the  INEL,  for  Argonne 
National  Laboratory.  She  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  with  three  roommates  who  also  worked  at  the  site.  In 
February,  1968,  an  important  person  in  her  life  returned  from  serving  a  full  time  mission  in  Australia  and 
she  married  Fred  Stanley  Freeman  six  months  later,  Aug.  1 ,  1968,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

A  year  later,  Fred  decided  to  go  back  to  school,  so  they  moved  to  Logan,  Utah,  where  he  attended 
Utah  State  University.   Gwen  got  a  job  as  the  secretary  for  the  dean  of  the  College  of  Family  Life  and 
Fred  worked  part-time  at  Jack's  Tire  and  Oil  and  then  on  campus  for  the  Dairy  Science  Department.   On 
June  10,  1970,  their  first  child,  Angela,  was  born.  Gwen  began  a  life  she  has  always  enjoyed,  that  of  a 
mother.  She  continued  working  until  July,  1971 ,  when  she  and  Fred  moved  into  Merrill  Hall  on  campus 
to  begin  an  interesting  experience  -  that  of  dorm  parents.   Merrill  Hall  housed  216  girls  and  they  loved 
Angela.   Periodically  she  would  come  up  missing,  as  she  would  go  "play  with  the  girls"  in  one  apartment 
or  another.  They  loved  giving  her  candy  and  cookies,  till  Mom  put  a  sign  on  her  back  saying,  "Please  do 
not  feed  me." 

Kurtis  Wayne  joined  the  family  three  weeks  earlier  than  planned  on  Sept.  14,  1972,  just  a  few  days 
before  all  the  girls  moved  into  the  dorms  to  start  another  year.   It  was  while  they  were  in  the  dorm,  that 
Gwen  received  a  call  to  be  the  Relief  Society  president  in  the  USU  5th  Ward.   It  was  a  great  challenge, 
especially  as  Fred  was  in  the  branch  presidency  of  one  of  the  student  wards  and  the  stake  presidency 
wanted  her  to  attend  the  student  functions  as  a  role  model  for  the  students.  With  Kurtis  as  a  baby  and 
Angela  as  a  rambunctious  2  year  old,  some  Sacrament  Meetings  were  a  real  challenge. 

Fred  obtained  employment  with  Ellis  Equipment  Company  and  after  he  graduated  from  Utah  State, 
they  moved  to  Mendon,  Utah.   They  were  there  three  months  when  he  was  transferred  to  Modesto, 
California,  to  begin  as  the  sales  representative  for  the  California-Nevada  territory.   They  moved  to 
Modesto  Oct.  22,  1973.   This  was  a  particularly  hard  move,  as  neither  of  them  had  been  in  California  and 
being  that  far  away  from  their  families  was  difficult.   It  was  also  difficult  as  Gwen  was  seven  months 
pregnant  with  their  third  child  and  leaving  her  doctor  was  traumatic. 

Fred  traveled  most  of  the  time  and  would  leave  on  Monday  and  return  on  Friday.   It  was  one  of  these 
times  that  Christopher  James  decided  to  be  born,  10  days  early,  on  Jan.  15,  1974.   Fred  had  left  for 
southern  California  when  she  went  into  labor.  He  was  born  before  Fred  could  be  contacted  and  it  was  then 
that  Gwen  learned  what  great  strength  Heavenly  Father  could  bless  her  with.   Gwen  learned  during  those 
years  in  California  to  be  quite  independent  and  could  handle  being  alone  with  three  children  under  age 
four. 

In  Dec.  1974,  they  purchased  their  first  home.   It  was  located  in  Salida,  just  seven  miles  outside  of 
Modesto,  among  the  almond  orchards  and  grape  vineyards. 

On  Feb.  14,  1976,  Gwen  received  a  special  valentine,  their  fourth  child,  Wendy  Marie.   Two  years 
later,  Gwen  was  asked  to  be  the  Relief  Society  president.   She  served  for  a  year  and  then  had  to  be 
released  as  Fred  was  being  transferred  to  Idaho  with  his  job.  They  were  anxious  to  be  closer  to  family  and 
in  June,  1979,  they  made  the  move  to  Caldwell,  Idaho,  where  they  still  reside. 

In  Dec  1982,  four  year  old  Jonathan  joined  the  family  as  a  foster  child.   Four  years  later,  he  was 
adopted.   It  was  just  after  they  got  Jonathan,  that  Fred  lost  his  job  with  WE  Supply  and,  during  the  next 
two  years,  they  experienced  great  financial  difficulty.  In  Nov.  1984,  Gwen  went  back  to  work  (after  being 
away  from  the  work  force  15  years).  She  worked  at  the  Idaho  State  School  and  Hospital  just  half  time.  A 
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year  later,  she  transferred  to  Health  and  Welfare  as  a  seeretary  and  went  to  full  time.  She  became  an 
Eligibility  Examiner,  and  in  July  1996,  she  became  a  trainer,  where  she  remains. 

Gwen  received  another  opportunity  to  be  Relief  Society  president  in  August,  1981 .  (The  third  time  is 
the  charm.)  She  had  been  Primary  president  and  was  just  feeling  like  she  fit  in  there  when  the  bishop 
decided  she  needed  a  change.   She  served  until  June,  1984,  and  then  was  sustained  as  president  of  the 
Young  Women.   It  seems  like  Heavenly  Father  knows  when  his  children  need  challenges.   It  was  at  the 
same  time  that  Fred  obtained  full-time  employment  and  things  were  to  become  a  little  better  financially  for 
them. 

Gwen  has  also  served  as  a  counselor  in  the  Young  Women's  presidency  three  times,  Primary  teacher, 
nursery  leader  and  currently  is  serving  in  the  stake  Young  Women  presidency. 

Fred  became  bishop  of  the  Caldwell  First  Ward  in  October,  1991 ,  the  same  month  that  Kurtis  entered 
the  mission  field.   He  served  until  November,  1994,  when  he  was  released,  as  the  family  decided  to  put 
their  home  up  for  sale  and  it  sold  in  four  days.   They  had  30  days  to  find  another  home  and  move.  The 
only  home  that  was  available  and  fit  their  need  was  in  another  stake.  Gwen  continues  to  be  amazed  at  the 
blessings  of  the  gospel  as  their  family  grows  and  moves  away.   No  matter  what  changes  happen,  the  gospel 
of  Jesus  Christ  is  a  great  blessing  in  her  life  and  will  continue  to  be  so. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Angela 

(2)  Kurtis  Wayne 

(3)  Christopher  James 

(4)  Wendy  Marie 

(5)  Jonathan  Arthur 


B-  10  June  1970 
B-  14  Sept  1972 
B-  15  Jan   1974 
B-  14  Feb  1976 
B- 07  Oct  1978 


M  -  01  Mar  1990  to  David  W.  Orton 
M  -  26  Jul  1 994  to  Maryhelen  Evans 
M  -  02  Aug  1996  to  Jennie  L.  Erb 


Back  (L  to  R):  Kurtis,  Jonathan  and  Fred  Freeman,  David  Orton  and  daughter  Kellie 
Front  (L  to  R):  Chris  and  Jenny  (Erb)  Freeman,  Maryhelen  (Evans)  Freeman  with 
daughter  Elizabeth,  Wendy,  Gwen  (Murdoch)  Freeman,  Angela  (Freeman)  Orton  with 
daughter  Michelle 
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1  -  Angela  Freeman  Orton.  She  was  born  June  10,  1970,  in  Logan,  Utah.   She  attended  schools  in 
Salida,  California,  and  Caldwell,  Idaho,  graduating  in  1988.  She  attended  Ricks  College  one  year. 
She  married  David  Wayne  Orton  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple  on  March  1 ,  1990.  They  are  parents  of  two 
girls  and  make  their  home  in  Spanish  Fork,  Utah.   David  is  employed  with  Brigham  Young  University 
in  Provo,  Utah. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  KellieSharee 

(2)  Michelle  Brianne 

(3)  Jessica  Noelle 


B-  19  Jan  1992 
B- 30  Mar  1995 
B-  04  Dec  1997 


Back  (L  to  R):   Angela  (Freeman)  and  David  Orton 
Front  (L  to  R):   Michelle,  Kellie 


2  -    Kurtis  Wayne  Freeman.    He  was  born  Sept.  14,  1972,  in  Logan,  Utah.   He  attended  schools  in 
Salida,  California,  and  Caldwell,  Idaho,  and  graduated  in  1990.   He  was  active  in  scouting  and 
received  his  Eagle  Scout  Award.  He  attended  Ricks  College  for  one  year  before  serving  a  mission  in 
Indianapolis,  Indiana,  where  he  served  as  a  zone  leader.   After  his  mission,  he  married  Maryhelen 
Elizabeth  Evans  in  the  Boise  Temple  on  July  26,  1994.  They  are  the  parents  of  one  child.  He  is 
currently  working  for  Dave  Adamson  Pump  &  Drilling  and  plans  to  start  his  own  contracting  business 
in  the  near  future. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Elizabeth  Grace         B 

(2)  Kathryn  Gail  B 


29  Jul  1995 

30  Dec  1997 


Kurtis  and  Maryhelen  (Evans)  Freeman  with 
daughter  Elizabeth 
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3  -  Christopher  James  Freeman.   He  was  born  January  15,  1974,  in  Modesto,  California.   He 
attended  and  graduated  from  Caldwell  sehools.   He  was  active  in  scouting  and  received  his  Eagle 
Scout  Award.   He  served  a  mission  in  the  Durban  South  Africa  Mission.   He  married  Jennie  Erb, 
August  2,  1996,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  They  both  graduated  from  Ricks  College  in  April,  1997. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kimberlee 


B-  10  Oct  1997 


Christopher  and  Jenny  (Erb)  Freeman 


4  -  Wendy  Marie  Freeman.  She  was  born  February  14,  1976,  in  Modesto,  California.   She  attended 
and  graduated  from  Caldwell  schools  where  she  was  in  Drill  Team.  She  graduated  from  Ricks 
College  in  April  of  1997  with  a  major  in  Russian  and  dance.   She  is  currently  awaiting  a  mission  call. 

5  -  Jonathan  Arthur  Freeman.  He  was  born  October  7,  1978,  in  Caldwell,  Idaho.   He  attended 
Caldwell  and  Vallivue  schools  and  will  graduate  in  May,  1997,  where  his  interests  are  track  and 
music. 


2  -  PATRICIA  MURDOCH  WODSKOW.  I  was  born  May  13,  1949,  the  second  daughter  of  Grace 
and  Howard  Murdoch.   At  that  time  we  were  living  on  the  Yellowstone  Stake  Farm,  which  was  about 
three  miles  north  of  Ashton,  Idaho. 

My  earliest  memories  of  that  farm  were  of  a  large  farm  house  with  a  big  front  porch,  a  yard  that 
included  a  big  barn,  a  granary,  a  machine  shop  and  a  potato  cellar.  There  were  lots  of  trees,  flowers, 
pasture  and  a  dog  named  Jiggs.    Now  that  I  am  older  and  have  a  family  of  my  own,  I  can  see  that  all  that 
represented  a  lot  of  work  for  my  parents,  but  at  the  time  I  thought  it  was  a  great  place  to  live. 

In  those  young  years,  the  things  that  I  remember  most  are  all  centered  around  my  family.  It  was  not 
until  I  went  to  school  that  I  realized  that  your  friends  were  not  always  your  cousins.  I  was  very  fortunate 
to  have  had  such  a  close  relationship  with  both  sets  of  grandparents  and  so  many  cousins.   I  remember  my 
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mom  finishing  a  pieced  quilt  for  her  bed.   As  Gwen  and  I  and  some  of  the  cousins  laid  on  that  quilt,  we 
were  delighted  to  pick  out  Gwen's  dress  and  my  shirt,  Bryan's  pajamas  and  Mom's  apron.   There  were 
bits  and  pieces  from  clothing  of  all  the  ones  we  loved  in  that  quilt.  I  often  think  of  that  when  I  think  of  the 
far  reaching  family  unit.   Sometimes  it  may  look  like  a  crazy  quilt,  but  we  certainly  do  influence  each 
others  life  for  generations  to  come. 

The  Church  has  always  been  a  major  part  of  my  life.   Mom  and  Dad  always  served  in  our  ward. 
Going  to  church  was  just  part  of  that.  When  I  was  in  Primary,  the  teacher  had  ask  Grandma  Murdoch  to 
teach  the  girls  in  our  ward  to  crochet.   I  thought  that  was  okay  because  she  had  already  taught  me,  but 
when  the  teacher  announced  her  as  the  "Grandmother  of  the  Ward" ,  I  wasn't  sure  I  wanted  to  share.   The 
gospel  is  a  part  of  my  memories  from  a  very  early  age. 

After  living  on  the  church  farm  for  eight  years,  we  moved  to  Marysville.   This  was  only  a  few  miles 
away,  just  a  different  farm.   Dad  was  now  farming  for  Grandpa  Hillam.   This  meant  an  even  closer 
relationship  with  them,  as  well  as  more  cousins.   I  also  had  made  more  friends  by  now,  so  I  liked  being 
mere.  We  lived  outdoors.  We  rode  bikes  for  miles  to  see  friends,  slept  outside  all  summer  in  a  bed  we 
put  up  under  the  trees  and  picnicked  as  often  as  we  could. 

Living  in  the  country  had  great  advantages,  but  we  also  learned  to  work.  We  hauled  rocks  for 
Grandpa  Hillam,  weeded  and  mowed  the  yard  and  took  care  of  dogs,  cats,  cows,  chickens  and  rabbits.  It 
seemed  that  there  was  always  something  to  do.  We  did  work  a  lot,  but  I  remember  a  lot  of  picnics  out  to 
the  Point  and  some  great  family  Christmas  parties  and  reunions  at  Warm  River. 

The  first  real  job  I  remember  was  picking  up  potatoes  for  Steimans  for  eight  cents  a  sack  and  I  split 
that  with  my  friend,  Sheryl,  because  we  were  picking  in  baskets.   That  was  in  fourth  grade.   I  think  every 
winter  coat  I  ever  had  came  from  working  in  the  potatoes. 

I  have  always  been  a  busy  person.  I  enjoyed  being  in  the  middle  of  things.   As  I  got  into  high  school 
and  college,  I  enjoyed  working  in  student  government  and  on  committees.   In  high  school,  I  was  student 
body  treasurer,  Seminary  president,  on  the  Drill  Team,  FHA  president  and  a  District  FHA  officer.   It  was 
all  good  training  for  later  in  life  when  I  needed  to  know  how  to  juggle  kids,  work  and  church. 

In  1969,  I  graduated  from  Ricks  College  in  Home  Economics  and  married  Ron  Wodskow.   We  stayed 
at  Ricks  that  year  while  Ron  graduated.   Our  first  daughter,  Ronette,  was  born  there.   We  later  moved  to 
Burley,  where  we  spent  the  next  six  years  with  Ron's  family.   While  we  were  in  Burley,  we  had 
Kimberly,  Chad  and  Sarah  Lee.   Ron  was  doing  carpenter  work  at  the  time,  so  when  the  Teton  Dam  flood 
hit  Rexburg,  it  was  a  great  time  to  move  home.  Even  though  it  was  hard  leaving  friends  and  Ron's  family, 
it  was  great  to  come  back  here  where  we  were  close  to  my  family.   After  moving  to  Rexburg,  we  added 
Alison,  Scott  and  Camille  to  our  family.  We  bought  a  home  out  in  Archer,  which  is  10  miles  south  of 
Rexburg.   It's  a  great  place  to  raise  a  family.   Our  children  have  had  many  of  the  fun  opportunities  that  I 
did,  growing  up  in  the  country.   The  kids  have  caught  fish  in  our  back  yard  as  well  as  have  acres  of  timber 
to  hunt,  camp  and  play  in. 

Over  the  years,  I  have  had  many  opportunities  to  serve  in  the  community  and  the  Church.   I  have  been 
able  to  serve  as  Young  Womens  president  three  times,  in  a  Relief  Society  presidency,  on  the  Stake 
Primary  Board,  as  nursery  leader,  as  well  as  many  chances  to  teach  Primary  and  Sunday  School.  The 
Church  continues  to  be  a  major  force  in  our  lives  and  in  the  lives  of  our  family. 

In  1987,  I  went  to  work  for  Porter's.   While  my  heart  is  still  at  home,  it  certainly  has  helped  with 
weddings,  college  and  a  mission.  I  enjoy  my  work  there,  probably  because  I  am  paid  to  talk  and  smile, 
my  two  greatest  assets.    Actually,  I  get  to  buy  for  the  craft  and  fabric  departments.  While  working  is 
always  hard,  there  have  been  some  great  benefits  for  us.  Four  of  my  five  daughters  and  my  mom  have 
worked  there.  It  is  great  to  have  the  chance  to  work  with  my  family,  as  we  have  become  friends  in  ways 
that  I  know  would  never  have  happened.  Several  times  I  have  been  accused  of  having  my  mom  come  to 
work  to  bail  me  out.   I  do  enjoy  working  with  people  and  it  has  been  a  chance  for  me  to  get  acquainted 
with  family  as  well  as  make  new  friends.   I've  certainly  learned  to  develop  a  few  new  talents  since  going 
to  work  there. 

At  this  time  of  my  life,  I  am  realizing  that  life  is  always  changing.   As  our  third  grandchild  was  born 
and  my  parents  reached  their  50th  wedding  anniversary,  I  realize  that  now  the  roles  are  reversed.   I  am  the 
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one  that  is  the  teaeher,  the  example  to  my  posterity,  as  my  parents,  aunts  and  uncles  and  Grandma 
Murdoch  were  to  me.   I  am  ever  grateful  for  the  Murdoch  heritage  I  have.   I  am  certainly  grateful  for  the 
example  of  Uncle  Tom's  unconditional  love,  the  affectionate  hugs  from  Aunt  Jean,  Aunt  Blanche  and 
Uncle  Reed,  Uncle  Dallas's  faithfulness,  Uncle  Wallace's  patriotism,  Aunt  Tressas  love  of  genealogy, 
Aunt  Martha's  endurance  and  Aunt  Katie's  shared  love  of  quilting.   Indeed,  our  lives  are  all  just  pieces  of 
the  Murdoch  patchwork  quilt,  carefully  placed  where  we  can  be  of  the  most  help  to  each  other.   My 
parents  are  certainly  the  guiding  force  in  my  life.   As  I  share  tears  with  Dad  and  work  along  the  side  of 
Mom,  I  am  ever  grateful  for  the  family  that  is  mine. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ronette 

(2)  Kimberly 

(3)  Chad  Murdoch 

(4)  Sarah  Lee 

(5)  Alison 

(6)  Scott  Sutton 

(7)  Camille  Kay 


B-  18  Feb  1970 
B- 07  Nov  1971 
B-  18  Jul  1973 
B-  15  May  1975 
B- 05  Mar  1977 
B- 23  Jan  1979 
B-  12  Mar  1982 


M  -  23  Aug  1991  to  Steven  Sorensen 
M  -  03  May  1991  to  Blake  Clark 

M  -  02  Jun  1995  to  Daniel  Peterson 


Back  (L  to  R):   Sarah,  Scott,  Chad,  and  Kimberly 
Front  (L  to  R):  Alison,  Patricia  (Murdoch)  Wodskow,  Ron  Wodskow,  Ronette,  Camille 
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1  -  Ronette  Wodskow  Sorensen.   My  name  is  Ronette  Sorensen.  I  am  the  oldest  daughter  of  Ron 
and  Pat  Wodskow.   I  grew  up  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  and  graduated  from  Madison  High  School.   After 
graduation,  I  attended  Ricks  College  for  two  years.  While  I  was  there,  I  studied  Computer  Informa- 
tion Systems.   After  Ricks  College,  I  lived  in  Utah  for  a  year  and  worked  at  Discover  Card.  In  1991 , 
Steve  Sorensen  came  home  from  Pittsburgh,  Pennsylvania.   He  was  me  only  one  that  could  convince 
me  to  move  back  to  Rexburg.  He  didn't  have  to  try  very  hard  -  all  he  had  to  say  was,  "Would  you 
marry  me?",  and  I  came  running  as  fast  as  I  could.  We  were  married  August  23,  1991 ,  in  the  Idaho 
Falls  Temple.   I  worked  as  a  secretary,  while  Steve  attended  Ricks  College. 

It  wasn't  to  long  before  we  were  blessed  with  a  wonderful  baby  boy.   Steven  Tray  Sorensen  was 
born  May  23,  1992.   He  is  truly  a  daddy's  boy  and  loves  to  do  and  act  like  his  daddy.   He  keeps  us 
busy  and  always  on  our  toes.   He  loves  to  play  ball  and  dig  in  the  dirt.   He  can  run  from  sun  up  to  sun 
down. 

Jacob  Cole  Sorensen  was  born  September  1 1 ,  1995.   He  weighed  in  a  small  9  pound,  1 1  oz.   (This 
has  been  one  of  my  bigger  accomplishments).   He  has  been  a  great  baby  and  it  didn't  take  anytime  at 
all  for  Tray  to  bond  with  his  little  brother.   Tray  has  become  Jacob's  greatest  protector.   He  calls  him 
"Jake-hammer".  We  are  guessing  by  the  experience  Tray  is  giving  Jacob  in  the  wrestling  department, 
mat  Jake  will  be  the  state  champion. 

Steve  graduated  from  ISU  in  marketing.   It  is  so  nice  to  have  him  be  finished  with  school.   He  is 
now  working  with  a  great  money  management  company  in  Idaho  Falls  and  loves  it.    We  love  being 
parents  and  we  think  we  have  the  greatest  family  ever. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Steven  Tray  B  -  23  May  1992 

(2)  Jacob  Cole  B-  11  Sep  1995 

(3)  New  Baby  B  -  Due  Apr  1998 


Back  (L  to  R):  Steven  and  Ronette  (Wodskow)  Sorensen 
Front  (L  to  R):  Tray  and  Jacob 
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2  -  Kimberly  Wodskow  Clark.    I  was  born  on  November  7th,  1971,  in  Burley,  Idaho.   We  lived 
there  until  I  was  about  four  years  old.   Then  we  moved  to  Archer,  Idaho,  which  is  just  south  of 
Rexburg.   We  loved  living  "out  in  the  country".   We  had  a  great  back  yard  with  a  nice  hill  for 
sledding  in  the  winter  and  a  fun  canal  for  tubing  in  during  the  summer.   We  were  always  down  playing 
on  the  "island"  which  was  also  behind  our  house.   It  was  fun  exploring  with  my  brothers  and  sisters 
and  friends. 

I  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in  1990.   I  enjoyed  high  school  and  friends.   I  sent  a 
boyfriend  on  a  mission  and  then  got  engaged  to  Blake  Clark,  who  is  the  best  looking  and  funniest  guy  I 
have  ever  met.   We  then  got  married  on  May  3,  1991 .   We  lived  in  Newdale  for  a  year  while  we  went 
to  Ricks  College.   I  graduated  in  Office  Education.   We  moved  to  Logan  so  Blake  could  continue 
going  to  school.   He  majored  in  Parks  and  Recreation  and  graduated  in  June,  1997. 

Sawyer  was  born  on  May  14,  1994.   He  has  been  a  great  joy  in  our  lives.   He  weighed  9  lbs  and 
8  oz.  We  believe  that  he  is  the  smartest  and  cutest  baby  in  the  world.   He  will  soon  be  three  years  old. 
He  has  beautiful  blond  curly  hair  and  is  often  mistaken  for  a  girl.   He  loves  Winnie  the  Pooh, 
basketball,  tractors,  big  trucks  and  anything  else  with  wheels.   He  is  also  very  excited  to  have  a 
brother  or  sister  this  fall. 

This  will  be  our  third  summer  living  in  Montana.   Blake  will  be  working  at  the  West  Fork  Cabin 
Camp  guiding  fly  fishing  trips.   It's  a  tough  job,  but  someone  has  to  do  it.   I  will  be  making  cinnamon 
rolls  and  helping  out  in  the  store.    We  are  excited  to  be  finished  with  school  and  to  be  living  closer  to 
our  families.   We  look  forward  to  a  long  and  happy  life  together. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sawyer  B- 14  May  1994 

(2)  Bridger  Blake      B  -  30  Oct  1997 


Blake  and  Kimberly  (Wodskow)  Clark  with  son  Sawyer 
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3  -    Chad  Murdoch  Wodskow.    Chad  was  born  on  July  18,  1973.   He  graduated  from  Madison  High 
School,  where  he  wrestled,  participated  in  and  played  lead  roles  in  the  musicals,  "  Shannandoah",  and 
"To  Kill  a  Mockingbird".  He  was  active  in  scouting  and  received  his  rank  of  Eagle.   He  enjoys 
anything  that  takes  place  outside:  snowboarding,  biking,  fishing  or  hunting.    He  served  in  the  Helsinki 
Finland  mission  from  1992-1994.  He  has  graduated  from  Ricks  College  and  is  working  in  Salt  Lake 
where  he  plans  to  graduate  from  the  University  of  Utah  in  December. 

4  -  Sarah  Wodskow  Peterson.    I  was  born  May  15,  1975,  in  Burley,  Idaho.   My  family  lived  there 
until  I  was  about  1  1/2  years  of  age.  We  then  relocated  to  Archer,  Idaho,  a  town  10  miles  south  of 
Rexburg.   My  father,  a  skilled  carpenter,  saw  opportunities  for  work  in  Rexburg  and  surrounding 
areas,  repairing  homes  and  buildings  which  had  been  damaged  in  the  great  Teton  Flood. 

Most  of  my  childhood  memories  take  place  on  the  "Island. "  The  Island  is  a  strip  of  land,  caught 
between  a  forked  canal.   On  hot  summer  days,  we  would  tube  down  the  canal,  make  forts  on  the 
Island,  or  go  exploring.   When  we  were  very  adventurous,  we  would  walk  clear  down  to  the  end  of 
the  Island.   The  length  of  the  Island  was  maybe  1-2  miles.   During  the  winter,  we  would  ice-skate  on 
the  frozen  canal  water  and  build  snow  forts  along  the  banks. 

When  I  was  about  eight  years  old,  my  mother  started  sending  me  to  piano  lessons.   At  first  I  was 
excited,  but  upon  learning  I  would  be  required  to  practice  30  minutes  daily,  my  excitement  evaporated 
quickly.   I  ranted  and  raved,  hoping  to  convince  my  mother  that  piano  lessons  were  not  for  me.   She 
was  not  convinced,  however,  usually  sent  me  back  to  the  piano  and  set  the  timer  for  30  minutes.  This 
continued  until  I  was  old  enough  to  realize  the  value  of  the  talent  I  was  gaining.   The  talent  I  so 
painstakingly  gained  is  one  of  the  most  appreciated  talents  I  possess. 

I  enjoyed  attending  school  and  found  that  I  had  a  flair  for  business  type  courses.   I  joined  the 
Business  Club  and  attended  business  competitions.   I  learned  a  lot  form  this  experience  and  learned 
what  I  needed  to  do  to  succeed  as  I  searched  for  a  job  in  the  field  of  Business. 

When  I  was  a  junior  at  Madison  High,  my  good  friend,  Marilyn  Merrill,  and  I  decided  to  compete 
in  the  "Young  Women  of  the  Year"  program.  Both  of  our  older  sisters  competed  and  we  were  excited 
to  have  as  much  fun  as  they  did.  The  experience  was  very  positive  as  we  made  many  friends,  learned 
how  to  be  ladies  and  how  to  model. 

After  graduation  from  high  school,  I  enrolled  at  Rick  Junior  College.   I  had  saved  money  so  that  I 
could  move  into  an  apartment  on  campus.   Although  unplanned,  Marilyn  and  I  ended  up  in  the  same 
apartment.  We  had  great  roommates  and  we  all  became  fast  friends.  We  spent  many  nights  eating 
pizza  bombs  and  playing  Phase  10. 

My  second  year  was  a  bit  more  challenging  than  my  first  and  I  decided  I'd  better  get  some  help  in 
statistics.   I  started  looking  around  for  someone  who  was  smart  and  whom  I  might  be  able  to  get  a  date 
out  of  as  well.  I  noticed  Dan  Peterson,  but  was  too  shy  to  ask  for  help.   A  few  days  later,  however, 
he  approached  me  and  asked  if  I  wanted  to  study  with  him.   Eventually,  he  helped  me  pull  my  C  to  a 
B  +  and  asked  me  to  marry  him. 

Daniel  and  I  were  married  June  2,  1995,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   After  a  short  honeymoon  to 
Jackson  Hole,  Wyoming,  we  moved  to  Logan,  where  we  planned  on  attending  Utah  State  after  getting 
residency.  However,  after  a  few  months,  Dan  convinced  me  BYU  was  the  best  school  for  accoun- 
tancy and  we  moved  to  Provo. 

We  have  lived  in  Provo  for  about  6  months  and  have  grown  attached  to  the  beautiful  mountain 
ranges  surrounding  the  valley.  We  look  forward  to  an  exciting  and  happy  life  together. 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Sydney  Irene       B  -  1 7  July  1 997 
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Dan  and  Sarah  (Wodskow)  Peterson 


5  -  Alison  Wodskow.  I  was  born  on  March  5,  1977.   All  of  my  life  I  have  resided  in  Archer,  in  the 
same  house  by  the  same  canal.  So  as  a  consequence,  I  have  many  memories  of  digging  in  the  dirt  and 
playing  in  the  water.   We  spent  many  days  outside  in  the  water.   Of  course,  that  was  in  the  days  when 
summer  was  very  hot  and  water  was  the  only  refuge.  The  trampoline  also  became  an  asset  because  in 
the  summer  it  became  our  bed  and  our  laboratory  for  astronomy!  When  it  came  time  to  go  to  school 
all  day,  the  days  grew  short  and  summers  more  precious.  I  graduated  in  May,  1995,  and  have  been 
attending  Ricks  College  ever  since.  I'm  currently  majoring  in  Elementary  Education.   This  seems  to 
be  an  exciting  and  demanding  major,  but  definitely  a  worth  while  one.   My  goal  is  to  someday  go  to 
the  temple  and  further  my  mission  here  on  this  earth.   I  only  hope  that  God  will  have  mercy  on  me  and 
guide  me  in  the  right  direction,  for  there  is  much  I  have  forgotten. 

6  -  Scott  Sutton  Wodskow.  He  was  born  January  23,  1979.   Scott  is  currently  attending  Madison 
High  School  where  he  is  active  in  wrestling.  He  enjoys  snowboarding  and  biking. 

7  -  Camille  Kay  Wodskow.  She  was  born  March  12,  1982.   Camille  is  attending  Madison  Junior 
High.   She  is  a  talented  piano  player.  She  enjoys  babysitting  for  her  sisters  and  the  neighbors,  and 
playing  church  sports  and  skiing  with  her  friends.  She  has  a  love  for  animals  and  currently  has  a 
hamster  named  Houdini,  10  cats  (mostly  kittens)  and  part  interest  in  the  family  cockers. 
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3  -  BRYAN  HOWARD  MURDOCH.  Bryan  Howard  Murdoch  was  born  in  the  Ashton  Memorial 
Hospital  May  18,  1953.   At  the  time,  the  family  was  living  just  outside  of  Ashton  as  Dad  was  the  manager 
of  the  church  farm.  I  remember  riding  with  Dad  on  a  tractor  and  helping  to  feed  the  cows.  When  I  was 
about  four  or  five  years  old,  I  remember  starting  an  old  tractor  and  raising  and  lowering  the  loader.   I  also 
remember  when  a  big  badger  got  into  the  chickens.  Dad  finally  shot  the  thing  but  it  killed  a  lot  of 
chickens.  When  I  was  about  six  years  old,  we  moved  to  Marysville  and  Dad  started  working  for  Grandpa 
Hillam. 

Most  of  my  childhood  memories  center  around  friends,  family  and  going  down  to  the  river.  The 
house  we  lived  in  was  about  a  mile  from  the  Snake  River.   I  enjoyed  hiking  around  mere  and,  even  when  I 
got  older,  I  spent  a  lot  of  time  there  when  I  wanted  to  get  away  to  just  think  and  meditate. 

My  parents  were  always  busy  helping  others,  doing  church  work  or  just  plain  working.   Dad  was  the 
ward  clerk  for  as  long  as  I  can  remember.   He  always  sat  on  the  stand  to  take  the  minutes  of  the  meetings. 
While  growing  up,  I  can  hardly  remember  him  ever  sitting  with  us  in  sacrament  meeting.   I  can  remember 
him  taking  me  fishing  by  the  Warm  River  fish  hatchery.  They  must  have  just  planted  the  area  because  we 
were  catching  them  as  fast  as  we  could  pull  mem  out.   I  enjoyed  going  to  work  with  Dad  and  did  as  much 
as  possible.   Even  to  just  ride  on  the  tractor  was  fun.   Later,  when  he  was  working  at  Ricks,  I  would  like 
to  go  with  him  and  either  help  clean  or  just  look  around  at  the  different  rooms  in  the  COB  building.  When 
he  started  school  at  Pocatello,  I  used  to  ride  down  with  him.   I  don't  remember  what  we  talked  about,  but  I 
do  remember  how  much  I  enjoyed  being  with  him. 

Dad  had  the  reputation  of  being  one  of  the  most  honest  men  in  town.   I  will  never  forget  Bishop 
Reynolds  telling  me  one  time  that  "if  Howard  Murdoch  didn't  make  it  to  the  Celestial  Kingdom,  no  one 
would".   You  hear  about  parents  leaving  these  big  inheritance  of  money  to  tlieir  children.   Well,  the  best 
inheritance  I  can  imagine  was  the  one  I  received  from  my  parents.  Their  example,  of  being  honest,  having 
integrity,  serving  one's  fellowman  by  church  work,  service  or  even  temple  work,  is  worth  more  to  me 
than  anything.   They  showed  patience,  charity  and  integrity  in  all  they  did.   Grandpa  Hillam,  and  even 
Leona,  told  me  many  times  mat  my  mother  was  the  hardest  working  member  of  their  family.   Even  to  this 
day,  I  have  never  seen  anyone  work  as  hard  as  my  mother  does.   I  have  had  the  best  example  anyone 
could  ever  hope  for.   Now,  it  is  a  matter  of  just  following  their  great  footsteps  and  it  will  be  a  pattern  for 
life. 

I  attended  grade  school  and  high  school  in  Ashton.   I  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  in  1971 .  In 
the  fall  of  1971 ,  I  attended  Ricks  college  and  received  my  mission  call  the  summer  of  1972  to  the  Kansas 
Missouri  Mission.   I  am  really  greatful  that  I  served  a  mission.   Next  to  being  married  and  having 
children,  that  mission  was  the  greatest  thing  I  have  ever  done.   I  met  many  great  people  and  had  some 
wonderful  experiences.  I  have  said  it  before,  that  I  would  be  scared  to  think  what  kind  of  person  I  would 
have  been,  had  I  not  served  a  mission.   I  believe  the  mission  was  not  only  the  turning  point  of  my  life,  but 
it  helped  to  establish  the  foundation  of  my  testimony  of  the  Church  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 

After  returning  from  my  mission  in  August  of  1974,  I  went  back  to  Ricks  and  majored  in  broadcasting 
and  photography.   I  took  some  business  classes,  too,  which  helped  to  get  me  interested  in  business.  This 
would  actually  help  me  later  on  in  life.   It  was  also  at  this  time  that  I  started  writing  poetry.   I  had  a  great 
English  teacher  who  really  helped  and  encouraged  me.   I  also  had  a  wonderful  photography  teacher  who 
got  me  excited  about  black  and  white  photography.  I  really  enjoyed  attending  Ricks.  While  attending 
Ricks,  I  started  working  for  the  Madison  Co-op.  I  pumped  gas,  drove  truck  and  worked  in  the  main  store. 
During  the  summer,  I  drove  a  fertilizer  spreader  called  a  "big  A."    It  was  a  huge  three  wheeled  unit  that 
spread  dry  fertilizer.   I  really  enjoyed  doing  it,  except  for  having  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  and 
working  late  at  night.   During  the  spring  and  fall,  there  was  a  lot  of  work  to  do  so  we  had  to  put  in  some 
long  days.  It  gave  me  a  lot  of  time  to  think  and  ponder  about  things.  It  was  great  to  live  at  home.  I  was 
dating  a  few  different  girls,  trying  to  not  really  get  too  involved. 

One  day  in  a  Church  History  class,  I  saw  this  girl  come  in  and  sit  down  in  the  row  next  to  me.  When 
I  saw  her  I  said  to  myself,  "I  am  going  to  marry  that  girl".   I  later  asked  her  out  and  a  few  months  later 
we  were  dating  quite  a  bit.  She  used  to  go  with  me  to  a  lot  of  the  dances  our  band  played  for.  In  May,  I 
was  spreading  fertilizer  in  Hamer.  We  had  been  putting  in  some  real  long  days  and  that  day  I  had  finished 
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early.   The  next  day  I  was  going  to  be  doing  some  work  for  Pride  Farms  (Goldon  Linford's  farm)  so  I  was 
going  to  leave  the  machine  in  his  potato  cellar.  Just  as  I  was  crossing  the  railroad  tracks  to  park,  I  pulled 
in  front  of  a  train  doing  about  60  mph.   All  I  remember  was  seeing  the  train  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye 
and  lifting  my  foot  to  put  on  the  brake.  The  next  thing  I  remember  I  was  laying  along  side  the  tractor 
listening  to  the  people  talking.  They  thought  my  neck  and  back  were  broken.   My  face  and  head  were  cut 
up  pretty  bad  and  my  feet  hurt  really  bad.   I  can't  remember  how  long  I  laid  there  but  I  know  that  they 
called  an  ambulance  from  Dubois  that  never  came.   Finally,  they  called  one  from  Idaho  Falls.   By  the  time 
they  got  there,  a  crew  from  one  of  the  TV  stations  was  there  and  filmed  them  loading  me  into  the 
ambulance.   (I  watched  it  on  the  News  that  night). 

Once  I  was  at  the  hospital,  I  didn't  think  I  was  that  bad.  The  band  had  a  dance  that  night  and  I  really 
thought  I  could  be  treated  and  released  so  I  could  make  it  to  the  dance.  Well,  I  was  there  for  a  week. 
While  there,  I  proposed  to  Debbie.   She  didn't  think  I  was  serious,  so  didn't  think  much  of  it.   The  next 
day  I  asked  her  what  her  parents  said  and  she  said  she  didn't  tell  them!  I  got  out  of  the  hospital  June  4.   On 
June  5,  the  Teton  Dam  broke!!  I  was  in  a  wheel  chair.  We  got  most  everything  out  of  the  basement  but 
my  desk.   There  was  about  nine  feet  of  water  that  came  through  town,  but  by  the  time  it  got  to  our  house  it 
there  was  only  two  to  three  feet.   Not  much  water  got  in  the  basement,  but  the  sewer  backed  up  and  put 
two  to  three  feet  of  dirty  water  in  it. 

I  couldn't  do  much,  in  fact  couldn't  even  go  in  the  house  for  a  week  because  they  were  afraid  I  would 
get  some  germs.   I  stayed  at  the  Johnson's  for  awhile  up  on  the  hill.  They  took  real  good  care  of  me. 
During  this  time,  the  roads  were  all  washed  out  around  Rexburg  so  not  much  traveling  was  done.   Later,  I 
went  and  stayed  with  Debbie's  family  until  the  house  was  all  put  back  together.  We  were  married  August 
4th  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  by  President  Groberg.   Because  of  the  flood,  we  couldn't  find  a  place  to 
live.   I  had  been  real  good  friends  with  Kathryn  Hoffman  and  her  mother  who  lived  on  the  hill.  They  had 
a  big  house  that  was  mostly  unfinished  in  the  basement.   I  was  talking  with  Lois  one  day  and  offered  to 
finish  off  an  apartment  if  she  would  let  us  live  there.  So  my  dad  and  Ron  helped  finish  it  off.  We  lived 
there  for  over  a  year  while  I  was  still  going  to  Ricks. 

I  had  majored  in  broadcasting  and  photography  and  really  enjoyed  it  there.  Finally  I  graduated  in 
1977.   (It  only  took  3  years)    That  fall,  we  moved  to  Provo  to  attend  BYU.   Because  of  the  train  wreck,  I 
was  able  to  qualify  for  some  retraining  through  Vocational  Rehabilitation.   They  paid  for  my  tuition  and 
books.   I  installed  vacuums,  took  some  wedding  pictures  and  started  working  at  the  Star  Palace,  taking 
care  of  the  lighting  and  sound  system.   At  the  time,  Brett  was  the  only  child  we  had.  I  worked  a  lot  and  it 
was  hard  on  Debbie.   After  Brandon  was  born,  it  was  even  harder.   Debbie  was  sick  a  lot  and,  at  one 
time,  I  dropped  out  of  school  for  a  while.   Finally,  I  graduated  from  BYU  in  April  of  1981 ,  ten  years  after 
I  graduated  from  high  school.   My  major  was  called  "Media  Production".   It  was  basically  a  combination 
of  film  and  television  production,  photography,  business,  broadcasting  and  recording.    My  declared  minor 
was  Geography.  These  were  all  of  the  areas  that  I  had  studied  over  the  10  years.  BYU  allowed  me  to 
create  my  own  major  and  combine  all  the  classes  I  had  taken  at  both  Ricks  and  BYU.  I  felt  very  blessed  to 
have  done  it  that  way,  as  it  would  have  taken  me  much  longer  to  graduate  had  I  not  been  able  to. 

At  the  time  I  had  graduated,  I  was  still  working  at  the  Star  Palace.   By  this  time,  the  business  had  gone 
bankrupt  and  had  been  put  into  a  receivership.  I  helped  manage  it  for  the  court  with  another  guy.   After  it 
was  all  over,  the  person  who  originally  owned  the  building  got  it  back.   He  bought  off  the  equipment  lease 
and  we  formed  a  partnership.  We  had  mostly  a  good  time  there.  It  was  a  lot  of  hard  work,  but  it  allowed 
me  some  flexibility  to  do  other  things. 

It  allowed  me  to  do  a  lot  of  service  through  the  Church  and  the  community.   I  have  been  involved  in  a 
lot  of  plays  that  the  Church  and  the  community  put  on.   I  really  enjoyed  that.   It  also  allowed  me  to  do  a 
lot  of  church  service.  While  I  was  in  the  bishopric,  I  tried  to  go  on  all  of  the  scout  campouts  and  that  was 
great.  I  really  enjoyed  scouting  and  what  it  did  for  the  young  men.  I  also  was  able  to  go  with  the  Young 
Women,  too.   After  a  few  years,  in  all  of  the  activities  that  I  went  on,  I  was  able  to  be  with  my  own 
children.  That  was  a  great  blessing,  to  be  able  to  not  only  fulfill  my  church  calling  by  supporting  the 
activities,  but  also,  to  be  with  my  children.  We  have  been  to  some  great  places,  like  Lake  Hardy,  Mount 
Timpanogus,  Box  Elder  and  many  other  places.   One  of  the  highlights  was  to  go  with  Brett  and  Brandon 
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into  the  Wind  Rivers.   That  is  a  whole  story  in  and  of  itself.  I  have  also  been  able  to  work  at  the  Provo 
Temple.   At  first  I  was  a  veil  worker,  then,  after  I  was  released  from  the  bishopric  in  November  of  1994, 
I  was  an  ordinance  worker.   That  calling  has  also  really  blessed  our  lives.   Anyway,  I'm  grateful  to  have 
had  a  job  that  let  me  do  some  of  these  things  that  I  enjoy  so  much.  Currently,  we  are  in  the  midst  of  a 
change  with  the  Palace.   We  will  be  moving  and  starting  a  new  era. 

In  June  of  1980,  we  moved  to  Alpine,  Utah.   We  have  enjoyed  living  here  very  much.  We  just  wish 
we  were  around  more  of  our  family.    We  love  the  mountains  and  all  of  the  wonderful  people.   This  whole 
area  is  changing  a  lot.   The  growth  has  been  amazing.  We  are  excited  for  our  new  temple  which  was 
finished  in  the  fall  of  1996. 

We  are  thankful  for  all  of  our  family.   In  March  of  1996,  Brett  will  be  turning  in  his  mission  papers 
and  is  excited  to  serve.   Brandon  is  a  junior  at  American  Fork  High  School  and  really  loves  computers  and 
is  also  looking  forward  to  a  mission.   Brittany  is  a  member  of  the  concert  choir  at  Mountain  Ridge  Junior 
High  and  loves  to  play  the  piano.   Brooke  loves  to  sing,  play  the  piano,  play  basketball,  run  track  and  do 
almost  any  other  sport.   She  also  likes  to  tend  and  care  for  children.   Matthew,  Mickelle  and  Brayden 
seem  to  be  great  friends  and  are  growing  fast.    We  are  also  excited  for  our  new  baby,  Bryson.   He  sure  is 
a  lot  of  fun.   Debbie's  mother,  Margaret  Stolworthy,  also  lives  with  us.  We  are  very  greatful  for  all  the 
many  blessing  Heavenly  Father  has  blessed  us  with. 

I  served  in  the  Kansas  Missouri  Mission  from  August  1972  until  August  of  1974.   The  first  area  was 
Mexico,  Missouri,  and  I  was  there  for  eight  months.   I  learned  an  awful  lot  there  and  met  some  wonderful 
people.   I  was  able  to  see  many  people  baptized  while  working  in  that  area.   From  there,  I  went  to  Sioux 
City,  Iowa,  which  was  another  great  area.   While  there,  we  worked  with  some  of  the  Lamanite  mission 
areas  and  had  some  wonderful  experiences.    I  then  went  to  Independence,  Missouri.   This  was  my 
favorite  area.   I  was  able  to  see  a  lot  of  Church  History  sites  and  work  with  many  wonderful  people. 
While  there,  a  great,  great,  great  granddaughter  of  Joseph  Smith  was  baptized.   We  also  worked  with 
many  part  member  and  inactive  families.   I  felt  very  fortunate  to  have  been  in  that  mission.   After  serving 
in  Independence  for  eight  months,  I  went  to  Franklin,  Nebraska,  for  the  remainder  of  my  mission.   I 
enjoyed  that  area,  also,  and  worked  with  more  wonderful  people.   I  think  the  best  conversion  story  I  know 
ofwasmyown.   My  mission  was  the  basis  for  my  testimony.   I  can't  imagine  my  life  without  that  time  of 
my  life.   I  feel  so  lucky  and  fortunate  to  have  had  the  opportunity  to  serve  a  mission  for  my  Heavenly 
Father  and  would  recommend  it  to  everyone  who  has  the  opportunity. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brett  Howard 

B 

-08Jun  1977 

Rexburg,  Idaho 

(2)  Brandon  Gerald 

B 

■26  Apr  1979 

Provo,  Utah 

(3)  Brittany  Ann 

B 

-23  Dec  1980 

American  Fork, 

Utah 

(4)  Brooke 

B 

■27  Aug  1982 

American  Fork, 

Utah 

(5)  Breanna  Mickelle 

B 

-  17  Apr  1987 

American  Fork, 

Utah 

(6)  Bryan  Matthew 

B 

■03  Aug  1989 

American  Fork, 

Utah 

(7)  Brayden  James 

B 

-  12  Feb  1993 

American  Fork, 

Utah 

(8)  Bryson  Edward 

B 

-06  Sep  1995 

American  Fork, 

Utah 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Brandon,  Brittany,  Brooke,  Brett 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Bryan  Matthew,  Bryan  Murdoch  holding  Br  ay  den, 

Deborah  (Stolworthy)  Murdoch  holding  Bryson,  Breanna 


4  -  MOLLY  MURDOCH  COOK.    I  was  born  on  March  25,  1955,  in  Ashton,  Idaho.   I  attended  the 
elementary  schools  and  high  school  there  until  my  senior  year,  when  our  family  moved  to  Rexburg.   I  was 
the  one  who  complained  the  most  and  wanted  to  graduate  from  North  Fremont,  but  I  went  and  soon  made 
many  new  friends  and  it  turned  out  to  be  a  positive  experience.   I  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in 
1973. 

I  have  worked  as  a  waitress  in  several  restaurants  since  I  was  16  years  old.  The  summer  after  I 
graduated,  I  worked  for  Walker's  Cafe  and  lived  in  Ashton,  but  later,  I  returned  to  Rexburg  and  worked  at 
James  IGA  as  a  clerk. 

I  started  college  at  Ricks  College  that  fall  and  graduated  with  a  one-year  degree  in  Secretarial  Training 
in  1974.   In  August,  I  was  fortunate  to  get  a  job  working  at  Ricks  College  in  the  Industrial  Science 
Program  as  a  division  chairman  secretary.   Before  getting  this  job,  I  had  many  rejections  during  the 
summer  and  was  getting  discouraged.   This  was  another  growing  experience  with  faith  and  prayers.   I 
knew  I  was  to  get  this  job  and,  until  the  right  one  came  along,  I  would  continue  to  be  rejected.   I  learned 
many  things  at  Ricks  College  and  enjoyed  the  blessings  from  being  on  the  hill.    President  Spencer  W. 
Kimball  came  while  I  was  there  and  that  was  a  special  experience. 
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In  the  spring  of  1976, 1  met  Karl  Cook,  who  was  going  to  school  at  Ricks  and  just  happen  to  have 
classes  in  the  Austin  Building  where  I  worked.  He  was  a  returned  missionary  from  Florida  and  I  soon 
learned  mat  he  lived  across  the  highway  from  our  house.    We  had  our  first  date  in  April  and  were 
engaged  by  the  end  of  May. 

On  June  5,  1976,  the  Teton  Dam  broke  and  our  house  ended  up  with  five  feet  of  water  in  the 
basement.  The  week  before,  Bryan  was  in  a  train  wreck  and  had  just  come  home  from  the  hospital.  We 
moved  things  up,  thinking  we  would  be  okay,  but  never  realized  what  damage  could  result  from  so  much 
stinky  water.   My  dad  and  mom  worked  many  weeks  cleaning  up  the  basement:  sorting  photos  and  wet 
patterns,  etc.  and  pulling  up  carpet.   Some  of  the  furniture  and  appliances  had  to  be  replaced,  but  lost 
photos  couldn't.  In  the  middle  of  all  the  cleaning  up,  I  was  getting  ready  for  a  wedding.   As  I  looked  back 
on  that  summer,  I  really  wasn't  much  help  to  Mom  and  Dad.  I  think  my  mind  was  on  something  else.  I 
helped  up  at  Ricks  College  in  the  First  Aid  Station  for  a  few  days,  which  was  a  learning  experience. 

We  somehow  managed  through  it  all,  and  were  able  to  use  the  stake  center  on  the  hill  to  have  our 
reception.   On  August  12,  1976,  we  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   We  made  our  home  in  a 
trailer  house  in  Hamer,  Idaho,  about  30  miles  west  of  Rexburg.   The  road  was  torn  up  at  Beaver  Dick 
Park,  where  the  bridge  was  ruined,  so  a  detour  through  Piano  was  necessary.   Many  ruined  tires  and 
months  later,  the  road  was  finished  and  my  drive  from  Hamer  to  Ricks  College  improved. 

Karl  and  his  brother  had  purchased  a  farm  in  Hamer,  about  600  acres,  and  that's  where  we  made  our 
home.   We  had  a  trailer  and  it  was  nice.   Karl  enjoyed  the  farming  life  and  had  high  hopes  to  be  a 
successful  potato  farmer. 

After  five  years,  Karl's  brother,  Richard,  decided  to  be  back  to  work  for  an  engineering  firm  in  Idaho 
Falls  full  time,  leaving  Karl  to  take  over  the  farm.  We  then  moved  into  the  farm  house  and  sold  the 
trailer. 

We  really  enjoyed  living  on  a  farm  and  being  able  to  teach  our  children  to  work  and  having  the 
opportunity  of  working  with  our  children.   We  had  many  trying  times,  as  do  most  farmers,  but  there  was  a 
lesson  to  learn.  We  needed  to  learn  patience,  faith  and  enduring  to  the  end.  While  there,  we  also  had 
seven  children.  Jeffrey  Murdoch  Cook  was  born  on  July  28,  1977,  and  Karl  was  bursting  at  the  seams  to 
have  his  first  son.   I  was,  too,  but  still  learning  how  to  be  a  mom  and  I  learned  a  lot. 

Fifteen  months  later,  Kevin  Thomas  Cook  was  born  on  November  14,  1979.   Another  boy  and  Karl 
was  really  in  heaven.   Kevin  brought  a  special  spirit  with  him.  The  other  grandchildren  called  him 
"Heaven"  because  they  couldn't  say  Kevin.   So  I  then  had  two  boys  and  they  were  close  and  good  friends. 

Kali  was  born  14  months  later  on  February  23,  1980.   I  was  thrilled  because  I  now  had  a  daughter. 
Karl  had  told  me  I  could  have  a  girl  after  he  had  five  boys,  but  Kali  knew  I  needed  her  help.  She  was  a 
thrill  and,  after  I  got  over  the  shock  of  having  a  girl,  we  had  fun.   Todd  was  born  on  July  5,  1981 .  We 
had  moved  into  the  farmhouse  just  a  month  before,  so  we  were  going  through  some  changes.   He  was  a 
healthy  baby  and  liked  to  eat.  He  was  happy  and  eager  to  help.   The  boys  liked  the  tractors  and  cows  and 
the  work  mat  came  along  with  it. 

Michael  came  on  April  26,  1983.  He  was  small,  but  healthy,  I  thought.  We  found  at  about  a  year  he 
had  a  thyroid  deficiency  and  was  still  quite  small  for  his  age.  He  had  a  fat  little  chin  and  wasn't  growing 
or  progressing  as  a  baby  should.   His  fine  motor  skills  were  slow  and  he  didn't  mature  normally. 

Steven  decided  to  come  just  14  months  later  on  June  29,  1984.  I  have  always  felt  those  two  needed  to 
be  together.  They  have  been  good  friends.  Michael  acted  like  his  best  friend  was  finally  here.   Michael 
wasn't  walking  yet  so  I  had  two  babies.  I  raised  them  together  and  it  was  like  I  had  a  set  of  twins.  Steven 
was  a  blonde  little  boy  and  full  of  life.  Karl  now  had  his  five  boys  and  was  thrilled.   He  had  all  the  help  he 
needed. 

Kristi  was  our  bonus  baby,  I  thought.    After  all  these  boys,  I  was  thrilled  to  finally  have  another  girl. 
I  had  mis  feeling  all  along  that  if  I  would  endure  to  the  end  I  would  get  this  little  dark  curly  haired  girl  that 
I  had  dreamed  about.   She  was  born  December  21,  1985,  and  therefore  I  have  called  her  my  doll! 

It  seemed  like  I  now  had  my  family  and  we  had  an  exciting  and  very  busy  life.  There  was  always 
something  to  do,  fix  or  cook.  We  had  a  large  lawn  and  garden  that  we  enjoyed  working  in.  It  seemed  to 
give  us  a  satisfaction  when  we  worked  out  there. 
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During  this  time  Karl  was  in  Cub  Scouts  a  lot  and  taught  Primary  and  I  had  callings  in  each  organiza- 
tion. We  learned  many  lessons  during  this  time,  sometimes  not  easy  ones.  We  worked  had  and  had  to 
rely  on  our  Heavenly  Father  for  blessings  and  yet  always  being  rewarded  more  than  we  deserved.  I  am 
grateful  for  a  hard  working  husband  and  the  good  family  upbringing  he  had  as  well  as  I  had.   It  seemed 
each  test  taught  us  something,  even  if  it  was  to  always  leave  us  better,  not  bitter. 

In  June,  1987,  Karl  had  a  farming  accident  in  which  he  lost  parts  of  three  fingers  on  his  right  hand.  It 
seemed  that  this  turn  of  events  changed  our  lives.  This  was  a  hard  time,  but  as  always  there  were  lessons 
to  learn.  We  realized  how  it  could  have  been  so  much  worse  and  we  were  really  blessed  that  Karl  still  had 
a  hand.   Family  became  more  important,  as  did  the  gospel  in  our  lives.  Our  children  were  very  supportive 
as  were  our  families. 

Due  to  farming  challenges  and  losses  on  potatoes  for  too  many  years,  we  decided  to  sell  the  farm, 
which  we  were  able  to  do  in  June  of  1989.  We  were  able  to  find  a  home  in  Rexburg,  in  the  Burton  area, 
and  we  have  lived  there  ever  since.  It  was  a  hard  move,  but  like  before,  a  good  change. 

We  have  a  farming  business  where  we  do  custom  baling  for  other  farmers.  This  is  a  family  operation 
as  well,  and  we  can  see  the  benefits  of  having  five  healthy  boys  and  two  daughters  who  can  help,  also.  We 
have  been  blessed  to  continue  this  for  13  years.  The  Lord  has  always  provided  a  way  to  meet  our 
obligations  and  we  are  very  grateful. 

In  December  of  1989,  I  was  put  in  the  Primary  presidency  as  second  counselor  and  really  enjoyed  the 
little  children  of  the  ward.   I  served  there  until  November  of  1991 ,  when  I  was  called  to  be  the  first 
counselor  in  the  Young  Women.   Then  in  May  of  1994,  I  was  called  to  be  the  president  of  the  Young 
Women  and  I  am  currently  still  serving  in  that  capacity.  What  an  opportunity  and  challenge."  I  have 
learned  a  lot  and  am  grateful  for  the  opportunity.  Karl  serves  in  Cub  Scouts  still  and  as  second  counselor 
in  the  elders'  quorum.  He  has  been  in  the  Primary  as  a  teacher  for  several  years  as  well. 

Our  older  son,  Jeffrey,  is  18  at  present.  He  graduated  from  high  school  and  earned  his  Eagle  Scout 
award.  He  has  been  his  dad's  right  had  man  through  his  life.  He  is  very  good  with  motors  and  really 
enjoys  fixing  and  putting  them  together.  Has  been  a  good  operator  in  all  the  equipment  he  has  been  in, 
starting  at  a  very  young  age. 

Kevin  in  now  17,  a  junior  in  Madison  High  School,  and  has  earned  his  Eagle  Scout  award  as  well.  He 
likes  to  stay  busy,  also,  and  helps  in  the  business  and  whatever  else  is  going  on.  He  plays  the  trombone  in 
the  bands  at  school. 

Kali  is  15,  counting  down  until  she's  16.  She  has  been  a  lot  of  help  and  expected  to  do  a  lot  for  the 
family  and  her  mother.   She  does  very  well  in  school  and  plays  the  violin  and  piano.   She  is  currendy  the 
Mia  Maid  class  president.  It's  been  a  blessing  to  have  her  in  our  family  as  well  as  the  others. 

Todd  is  14,  counting  down  until  he  can  drive  legally.  He  has  grown  a  lot  lately  and  delights  in  calling 
his  mother,  "Shorty. "  He  has  the  same  talents  for  farming  and  likes  being  a  part  of  the  business.    Michael 
is  12,  passing  the  sacrament  and  enjoys  doing  it.   He  has  brought  a  lot  of  joy  to  our  family  and  is  always 
keeping  something  going.  He  enjoys  people  and  never  forgets  a  face.  Steven  is  1  land  growing  more 
every  day,  too.  He  and  Michael  finished  the  Cub  Scouting  with  their  Arrows  of  Light  and  are  in  Scouting 
now.   Steven  helped  with  the  business  this  year  and  learned  how  the  rakes  work.  He  is  learning  how  to 
play  the  clarinet  in  school.  He  seems  to  have  a  talent  there,  too. 

Kristi  is  10  and  has  a  talent  for  math.  She  likes  to  play  sports  and  is  learning  to  play  the  piano.  She  is 
as  tall  as  Steven  and  a  good  helper. 

Karl  and  I  are  grateful  for  the  many  wonderful  blessings  that  have  come  to  us  in  our  lives  and  the 
opportunity  to  serve.  We  have  been  blessed  to  have  come  from  wonderful  homes  full  of  love  and  good 
teachings  and  examples  to  follow.  We  are  grateful  for  a  wonderful  heritage  and  ancestors  who  also  left 
their  good  examples  for  us  to  follow. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeffrey  Murdoch  B 

(2)  Kevin  Thomas  B 

(3)  Kali  B 

(4)  Todd  Charles  B 

(5)  Michael  James  B 

(6)  Steven  Karl  B 

(7)  Kristi  Molly  B 


28  Jul  1977 
14  Nov  1979 
23  Feb  1980 
05  Jul  1981 
26  Apr  1983 
29Jun  1984 
21  Dec  1985 


Back  (L  to  R):    Todd,  Kevin,  Jeffrey,  Kali,  Karl  Cook,  Molly  (Murdoch)  Cook 

Front  (L  to  R):  Michael,  Kristi,  Steven 


5  -  RICHARD  JAMES  MURDOCH.    I  was  born  February  3,  1959,  at  the  hospital  in  Ashton,  Idaho.  I 
was  the  fifth  child  born  to  Grace  and  Howard  Murdoch  and  was  named  Richard  because  my  brother, 
Bryan,  six  years  my  senior,  wanted  a  brother  named  "Dick."   Since  Dad  worked  for  Grandpa  Hillam,  we 
lived  in  the  little  white,  three  bedroom,  one  bath  house,  on  what  Grandpa  called  the  "Whittle  Place." 
What  a  great  place  to  grow  up!  The  Snake  River  was  just  10  minutes  away  on  a  Stingray  bike  and  there 
were  plenty  of  chicken  coops,  barn  yards  and  pastures  to  stay  busy  in. 

When  I  thought  I  was  old  enough  to  move  sprinkler  pipe,  Curtis  Loosli  hired  Mikey  Biorn  and  I  to 
move  the  pipe  in  the  field  right  across  from  our  house.  I'll  never  forget  one  hot  afternoon  in  mid-summer 
when  I  walked  across  the  street  to  move  the  pipe  in  the  half-mile  long  field.   By  now,  the  potato  vines 
were  so  long  they  seemed  to  grab  at  my  ankles  with  every  step  and  the  mud  was  so  soft  my  canvas  shoes 
would  often  stay  in  the  mud  as  I  pulled  my  foot  out.   After  moving  about  six  pipes,  I  fell  in  the  mud  and 
gave  up.  I  just  couldn't  do  it  any  more.  I  dragged  myself  home,  crying  as  I  walked  in  the  back  door. 
There  was  Mom  at  the  kitchen  sink.   "I  just  can't  do  it,"  I  whimpered.   Here  came  my  first  lesson  on 
reputations  and  the  family  name.   "Curtis  is  counting  on  you  to  move  those  pipe.   What  will  he  think  of 
Dick  Murdoch  if  you  give  up"?  All  the  words  of  encouragement  she  could  come  up  with  couldn't  get  me 
back  across  that  road,  but  finally  she  walked  out  on  the  back  porch  and  pulled  on  Dad's  rubber  hip  boots. 
"Come  on,  I'll  help  you  this  time."  she  said.  I  don't  know  if  it  was  a  burst  of  pride  or  just  not  wanting  to 
be  seen  with  an  old  woman  in  hip  boots,  but  I  told  her  I  would  give  it  another  try.   I  moved  the  pipe  that 
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day  and  twice  every  day  after,  until  the  end  of  the  summer,  and  when  we  harvested  that  field  of  potatoes,  I 
was  sure  that  they  were  the  biggest,  healthiest  potatoes  in  Idaho.   I've  never  forgot  the  lessons  I  learned 
that  day  on  never  quitting,  on  building  a  good  reputation  and  the  importance  of  mothers. 

About  the  time  the  eighth  child  was  born,  Dad  decided  he  needed  more  regular  income  man  Grandpa's 
farm  could  provide,  so  he  began  working  at  the  Physical  Plant  at  Ricks  College.   For  several  years  he 
made  the  drive  from  Ashton  to  Rexburg  to  work.   I  was  13  when  Mom  and  Dad  bought  their  first,  (and 
last)  home  and  we  moved  to  Rexburg.   I  helped  Dad  lay  the  carpet  and  finish  the  basement. 

I  made  quick  friends  in  Rexburg  with  Dallin  Larsen,  Joel  Price,  Lindsay  Zollinger  and  Daniel  Andrus. 
When  we  were  in  ninth  grade  we  started  a  band  called  "Whitewater".    It  was  amazing  how  we  started  a 
band  before  any  of  us  could  play  our  instruments,  but  for  the  next  five  years  we  were  pretty  close.   We 
played  at  dances  all  over  Idaho,  Montana,  Wyoming  and  even  Oregon.   I  was  the  drummer.    It  is  hard  to 
imagine  now,  but,  before  we  ever  started  the  car  to  go  to  any  gig,  we  would  all  bow  our  heads  while  one 
of  us  prayed.  I  have  been  forever  thankful  for  the  powerful  influence  of  good  friends.  We  did  a  good  job 
of  keeping  each  other  out  of  trouble. 

June  5th,  1976,  was  one  of  those  days  I  could  never  forget.   I  was  coming  to  Rexburg  in  my  69  GTO, 
listening  to  Boston  on  die  eight  track,  when  I  saw  a  huge,  billowing  dust  cloud  in  the  distance  ahead.  I  was 
so  startled  by  the  size  of  the  cloud,  I  pulled  out  the  tape  and  tuned  in  the  local  radio  station  just  in  time  to 
hear  the  emergency  broadcast  tones.  This  time  though,  instead  of  hearing  the  usual,  "This  is  a  test  of  the 
emergency  broadcast  system",  I  heard,  "The  Teton  Dam  has  just  broken.   Evacuate  to  higher  ground"! 
Within  a  couple  of  hours,  six  feet  of  water  was  coursing  down  Main  Street  of  Rexburg.   Our  family  was 
safe  on  the  hill,  but  we  watched  as  houses  floated  past  the  golf  course  and  logs  from  the  saw  mill  norm  of 
Rexburg  broke  through  the  sides  of  buildings  everywhere.  Only  the  basement  of  our  house  was  damaged. 
We  gutted  it  and  built  it  again,  better  than  the  first  time. 

I  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in  1977.  I  had  played  football,  played  in  the  concert  band, 
sang  in  the  "select"  choir,  played  percussion  in  musicals  and  felt  the  pains  of  a  broken  heart  after  being 
dumped  by  my  only  true  love  just  before  graduation. 

I  received  my  mission  call  to  the  Pennsylvania  Harrisburg  Mission  and  gave  my  farewell  on  Mother's 
Day,  1978.   The  highlight  of  my  mission  was  serving  in  the  mission  office  with  Robert  Daines.    As 
general  authorities  would  come  to  visit  the  mission,  it  was  our  pleasure  to  visit  with  them  at  the  mission 
home  each  night.  I  loved  my  mission  so  much,  I  extended  a  couple  of  months  and  gave  my  homecoming 
talk  on  Father's  Day,  1980. 

On  June  5,  1981,  I  married  Lori  Ann  Cardoza,  a  Californian  whom  I  met  at  Ricks,  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple.   We  later  moved  to  California  where  we  now  reside  with  our  five  children.   Melissa  is  13  and  is 
quite  gifted  in  ballet  and  has  won  the  district  spelling  bee  the  last  four  years  in  a  row.  Stacey  is  1 1  and 
loves  her  jazz  dance  class.  Kristen  is  7,  is  very  athletic  and  can  beat  up  any  boy  in  her  class.  Tyler  is  5,  a 
red  head,  and  very  cool  on  his  50CC  four-wheeler.   And  Brett  is  almost  3.   I  am  the  "boss"  at  R.  J. 
Murdoch  Co.  We  build  custom  homes  and  commercial  buildings. 

Since  returning  from  my  mission,  I  have  served  in  elder's  quorum  presidencies,  three  bishoprics,  as  a 
scout  master  and  was  the  Young  Men's  president  of  our  ward  for  the  last  6  years,  until  becoming  an  early 
morning  Seminary  teacher  in  Oakdale. 

My  biggest  goal  in  life  is  to  follow  in  my  father's  footsteps:  eight  children,  eight  temple  marriages,  all 
sons  returned  missionaries,  loved  and  respected  by  all. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Melissa  B- 31  Dec  1982 

(2)  Stacey  B- 26  Oct  1984 

(3)  Kristen  B- 28  Oct  1988 

(4)  Tyler  B-  31  Dec  1990 

(5)  Brett  B- 30  Mar  1993 
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Back  (L  to  R):  Lori  Ann  (Cardoza)  Murdoch,  Richard  Murdoch,  Stacey 
Front  (L  to  R);  Brett,  Melissa,  Tyler,  Kristen 


6  -    LARAE  MURDOCH  MACKAY.  I  was  born  January  9,  1961 ,  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  the  sixth  child  of 
the  family,  weighing  a  healthy  8  lbs.  1  oz.,  the  smallest  of  the  Murdoch  children.   I  grew  up  in  a  family 
with  brothers  and  sisters  where  we  knew  we  were  loved  and  always  had  what  we  needed,  even  a  healthy 
fight  once  in  a  while.   When  I  was  born,  we  lived  in  Marysville  in  the  home  that  my  parents  call  the 
Whittle  Place.   It  was  a  home  on  my  grandfathers  farm  where  my  father  was  employed.  It  was  a  three 
bedroom,  one  bathroom  home,  but  never  felt  that  small  to  me  because  we  always  had  room  to  play, 
whether  it  was  inside  or  out.   We  had  a  great  yard,  also  a  big  garden  and  an  apple  tree  with  a  tree  house. 
There  were  out  buildings  like  the  chicken  coop,  granary,  tool  shed  and  a  barn  with  cows.   I  can  also 
remember  having  pigs  at  one  time.   I  will  always  remember  plucking  chickens.   It  was  scary  sometimes 
because  after  Dad  chopped  off  their  heads,  some  of  them  would  run  around  the  barnyard  and  it  would 
seem  as  though  they  were  chasing  us.  We  had  a  cow  that  most  of  us  had  nightmares  about.  She  was  a 
very  protective  mother  and  wouldn't  hesitate  in  letting  us  know  we  weren't  welcome  around  her,  and 
especially  her  calf,  but  Dad  could  handle  her,  even  if  it  were  in  hobbles. 

I  attended  Ashton  Elementary  School  and  had  some  memorable  teachers  there.   My  first  grade  teacher 
was  Mrs.  Bratt  and  she  would  hit  you  on  the  head  with  her  knuckles.   My  second  grade  teacher  was  Miss 
Mary  and  she  was  wonderful.   I  can  remember  singing  some  really  great  songs  in  her  class. 

My  father  was  employed  at  Ricks  College  for  about  five  years  before  we  moved  to  Rexburg.  We 
came  when  I  was  going  into  the  sixth  grade.   It  was  really  interesting  to  move.   I  really  wondered  if  I 
would  ever  have  any  friends,  let  alone  really  good  ones,  like  the  ones  I  had  left.   I  attended  Madison 
Junior  and  Senior  High  and  had  some  fun  experiences  mere.  I  was  a  JV  Cheerleader  as  a  sophomore, 
with  some  girls  who  were  really  good  friends,  and  we  had  fun.    As  a  junior  and  a  senior,  I  was  on  the 
drill  team  and  got  to  go  places  that  were  fun  to  see.  While  I  was  a  senior,  at  about  Christmas  time,  I 
started  to  date  Gary  W.  Mackay.   He  was  from  Hibbard,  a  small  community  northwest  of  Rexburg.    We 
dated  the  rest  of  our  senior  year  and  had  some  fun  times.   After  graduation,  I  went  to  Ricks  College  and 
worked  at  JC  Penny,  while  Gary  went  to  the  Vo-tech  in  Idaho  Falls,  where  he  graduated  in  gas  and  diesel 
mechanics.   He  proposed  on  the  rock  by  upper  Mesa  Falls,  which  is  still  my  favorite  place,  and  we  were 
married  on  October  22,  1980,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

For  the  first  year  of  our  married  life,  we  lived  in  a  basement  apartment  up  on  Linden  Ave.  in 
Rexburg.  Then  we  had  the  opportunity  to  rent  a  little  house  just  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away  from  Gary's 
parents,  where  Gary  was,  and  still  is,  employed  as  a  farmer /cattleman.  It  was  a  good  choice  because  we 
are  still  here.  A  year  after  we  moved  here,  the  owners  decided  to  sell,  so  we  bought  our  first  home. 
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On  May  20,  1982,  our  first  child,  Ashley,  was  born  in  the  Madison  Memorial  Hospital.   She  was  our 
first  and  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Mackay's  first  grandchild.   I  really  enjoyed  my  little  girl  and  dressing  her 
was  one  of  the  benefits.   She  didn't  have  much  hair  until  she  was  three,  but  she  sure  was  cute  with  a  little 
bow  glued  onto  her  head.   Ashley  is  now  13  and  is  very  involved  in  piano  and  violin.  She  enjoys  church 
sports  and  has  a  lot  of  fun  with  her  friends.   She  was  the  only  one  until  she  was  3.   Then  on  July  1 ,  1985, 
our  first  son,  Gary  Drew,  was  born  and  it  was  fun  having  one  of  each.   Drew  is  now  10  and  has  really 
enjoyed  playing  sports.  He  played  football  for  the  first  time  last  summer  and  had  a  lot  of  fun.  Then  on 
August  20,  1989,  Kyle  M.  was  born.  Kyle  is  six  years  old  and  also  likes  sports.   He  played  Tee-ball  last 
summer  for  the  first  time  and  had  a  ball.  We  have  really  enjoyed  watching  our  children  grow  and 
participate  in  all  the  tilings  they  are  involved  with.   I  hope  and  pray  that  I  can  raise  my  children  in  a  home 
where  they  will  always  know  that  they  are  loved,  like  I  was. 

Gary  continued  to  farm  yeara  round  and  would  do  different  things  in  the  winter,  like  driving  semi's 
interstate.   Later,  he  got  to  drive  for  UPS  during  the  Christmas  busy  time  and  then  ,in  January  of  1991 ,  he 
was  hired  full  time.   I  feel  like  this  was  a  real  blessing.  Although  Gary's  first  love  is  farming  ,  UPS  has 
given  him  some  real  opportunities. 

Gary  and  I  still  live  in  Hibbard,  just  northwest  of  Rexburg.   I  really  enjoy  it  here.   I  am  grateful  for 
the  opportunities  we  are  blessed  with.   Presently,  I  am  homemaking  leader  in  our  ward  and  it  is  a  real 
challenge  for  me.   I  have  spent  most  of  my  married  life  in  the  Young  Women's  program  and  I  really 
enjoyed  it  while  I  was  there.  Gary  is  serving  as  ward  clerk  in  one  of  the  college  wards  on  campus  and  that 
can  be  a  challenge,  but  he  does  a  good  job. 

I  am  thankful  for  the  good  health,  the  good  life  and  all  the  opportunities  that  the  Lord  has  given  me 
and  my  family.  Life  is  definitely  not  easy,  but  we  are  promised  that  it  is  worth  it. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ashley 

(2)  Gary  Drew 

(3)  Kyle  M. 


B- 20  May   1982 
B- 01  July  1985 
B- 20  Aug  1989 


(L  to  R):  Ashley,  Gary  Mackay,  Kyle,  LaRae  (Murdoch)  Mackay,  Drew 
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7  -  MARILYN  MURDOCH  HANSEN.    I  was  born  on  March  24,  1963,  to  Grace  and  Howard 
Murdoch  in  Ashton,  Idaho.   I  was  the  seventh  of  eight  children.   My  early  memories  are  of  growing  up  on 
a  farm  in  Marysville  in  a  home  that  was  filled  with  love.   I  remember  riding  in  the  tractor  with  Dad  as  he 
worked,  being  afraid  of  our  milk  cow  and  being  in  Miss  Mary's  second  grade  class.   It  was  a  grand  event 
for  me  when  I  learned  to  ride  my  bike  and  could  ride  all  the  way  to  Grandpa  Hill  am' s  house. 

The  year  I  started  fourth  grade,  we  moved  to  Rexburg.  I  learned  to  make  new  friends  and,  although  I 
no  longer  lived  on  the  farm,  I  still  had  the  fun  of  living  in  the  country.   I  always  enjoyed  school  and 
learning.  I  graduated  from  Madison  High  School  in  1981.  That  fall,  I  started  school  at  Ricks  College.  I 
had  many  great  teachers  that  made  my  experience  there  pleasant.   I  received  my  Associate  Degree  in 
"Data  Processing"  in  the  spring  of  1984.   At  that  time  I  was  21  years  old,  unmarried  and  feeling  very  out 
of  place  in  Rexburg.  I  decided  that  it  was  time  to  move  on. 

My  parents  had  taught  me  all  the  right  things  that  I  needed  to  know  in  life.   I  had  a  testimony  of  the 
gospel,  I  knew  how  to  work  hard  and  I  knew  that  they  loved  me. 

I  moved  to  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  and  began  working  for  an  office  equipment  company.   I  worked 
there  for  two  years  while  the  company  struggled  to  stay  in  business.   I  worked  in  the  accounting  office  and 
was  often  surprised  at  the  choices  made  by  the  people  I  worked  for.   Although  the  experience  there  was 
not  always  pleasant,  I  learned  a  lot  about  people,  business  and  myself. 

An  opportunity  came  in  April  of  1986  to  begin  working  at  U  S  WEST.   Again,  I  was  initially  working 
in  the  accounting  department,  but  found  the  experience  more  secure  and  comfortable.   I  knew  how  to  work 
and 

the  people  there  rewarded  me  with  advancement  and  opportunities.   I  worked  into  the  sales  department  and 
was  able  to  do  well  in  the  customer  service  area.   I  have  enjoyed  the  advancements  in  telecommunicaions 
and  technology  and  the  growth  I  have  made  personally. 

While  living  in  Salt  Lake  City,  I  had  moved  around  to  several  different  apartments  in  the  south  end  of 
the  valley.   In  the  fall  of  1986,  I  had  recently  moved  to  an  apartment  in  the  Midvale  area.   In  the  first  few 
weeks  of  attending  a  "single's"  ward,  I  met  Gary  Hansen  at  a  Halloween  party.  We  dated  for  almost  two 
years  before  getting  married  on  September  22,  1988,  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.   Gary  was  from 
Grantsvilie,  Utah,  and  his  step-father  told  him  he  couldn't  go  wrong  with  a  girl  from  Rexburg,  Idaho. 

We  had  our  first  child,  Eric  James  Hansen,  on  August  7,  1990.   He  has  been  a  wonderful  addition  to 
our  family.   He  is  a  bright,  kind  child  and  brings  us  joy  as  we  watch  him  grow.   Eric  started  kindergarten 
this  year  and  he  loves  school  and  all  the  things  he  is  learning. 

Our  second  son,  Jorgen  Neal  Hansen,  was  born  on  November  1 ,  1993.  This  curly-haired  boy  is  our 
family  clown  and  he  loves  to  make  us  laugh.   He  is  also  a  bright,  kind  child  and  we  love  the  addition  he 
has  brought  to  our  family. 

Rachel  Hansen  was  born  October  21 ,  1996.   She  is  a  beautiful,  happy  baby  and  her  brothers  are 
thrilled  to  have  a  sister.   After  the  birth  of  Rachel,  I  chose  to  quit  working  for  U  S  West  and  stay  home 
and  care  for  my  children.   This  has  been  a  great  experience  for  us  and  we  are  adjusting  and  enjoying  the 
new  challenges  and  opportunities  it  brings  to  our  family. 

Being  a  parent  is  an  awesome  responsibility.   The  uncertainty  of  our  world  brings  fear  as  a  parent,  but 
we  are  showered  with  the  rewards  of  joy  in  watching  our  children  grow.  Our  faith  and  knowledge  of  the 
gospel  is  a  key  to  being  a  successful  parent.   I  have  a  lot  more  understanding,  love  and  respect  for  my 
parents. 

We  are  currently  living  in  Draper,  Utah.  Gary  is  a  real  estate  broker  and  has  recently  started  his  own 
brokerage.   He  enjoys  selling  homes,  although  most  of  his  time  is  focused  on  development  and  sales  of 
new  home  construction.  This  recently  gave  us  the  opportunity  to  build  a  new  home  for  our  family.  We 
will  probably  have  more  opportunities  in  the  years  ahead. 
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CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Eric  James 

(2)  Jorgen  Neal 

(3)  Rachel 


B- 07  Aug  1990 
B-01  Nov  1993 
B-21  Oct  1996 


Back  (L  to  R):  Marilyn  (Murdoch)  Hansen,  Gary  Hansen,  Eric 
Front  (L  to  R):  Rachel,  Jorgen 


8  -  BRADLEY  KAY  MURDOCH.    I,  Bradley  Kay  Murdoch,  having  been  born  of  goodly 
parents, therefore  I  was  taught  somewhat  in  all  the  learning  of  my  father;  and  having  seen  many  afflictions 
in  the  course  of  my  days,  nevertheless  having  been  highly  favored  in  the  Lord  in  all  my  days,  yea,  having 
had  great  knowledge  of  the  goodness  and  the  mysteries  of  God,  therefore  I  make  a  record  of  my 
proceedings  in  my  days. 

I  am  the  eighth  child  born  to  Howard  and  Grace  Murdoch  of  Ashton,  Idaho.  I  was  born  in  St. 
Anthony,  Idaho,  on  February  24,  1969.   I  have  two  brothers;  Bryan  and  Richard,  and  five  sisters;  Pat, 
Gwen,  Molly,  LaRae  and  Marilyn,  each  of  whom  I  have  lived  with  in  their  homes  to  learn  who  they  are 
and  what  they  represent. 

My  family  moved  to  Rexburg,  Idaho  in  1972,  where  my  father  worked  at  Ricks  College.   My  first 
memories  are  of  a  Christmas  day  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  in  what  was  our  new  house.   I  think  when  I  was 
about  three  or  four  years  old,  I  received  a  backhoe  for  Christmas  and  I  remember  seeing  "Santa"  at  Ricks 
College  with  Mom  and  Dad.   This  would  have  to  be  my  best  Christmas. 

As  I  was  growing  up,  I  made  many  "friends."   One  of  these  friends,  LaRue  Statham,  who  lived  next 
door,  passed  away  when  I  was  about  ten  or  eleven.    I  would  mow  her  lawn  in  the  summer  and  shovel 
snow  in  the  winter.   One  Sunday  before  Christmas,  I  was  helping  to  flock  a  Christmas  tree  for  LaRue 
when  she  found  it  was  time  to  return  to  our  Heavenly  Father  and  to  her  late  husband.   This  was  my  first 
real  encounter  with  death.   At  this  time,  I  really  didn't  understand  all  that  was  happening.   This  was  my 
worst  Christmas. 

I  attended  school  in  Rexburg  and  graduated  from  Madison  Senior  High  School  in  June,  1987,  the 
same  year  my  father  retired  from  Ricks  College.   I  went  to  Ricks  for  one  year  before  leaving  for  the 
England  London  South  Mission.  There  I  made  many  new  friends,  had  two  of  the  best  Christmases  ever 
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and  I  also  learned  about  the  true  love  of  Christ.  I  was  attacked  while  tracting  and  had  my  back  pack  stolen 
and  had  many  doors  slammed  by  really  rude  people.  Through  it  all,  my  testimony  grew,  as  we  influenced 
lives  for  the  better. 

After  returning  home,  I  attended  Ricks,  studying  electronics  and  business.   I  also  had  many  work 
opportunities  which  included  driving  school  buses,  grain  trucks  and  locksmithing.   It  was  while  working  as 
a  locksmith  that  I  met  a  friend  named  Calvin  Olsen,  who  ended  up  working  with  me  at  ARC  Electronics. 
He  and  his  wife,  Erin,  became  some  real  good  friends.  We  would  do  movies  and  dinner  together  and  they 
asked  me  if  I  was  interested  in  a  blind  date  with  a  single  lady  who  had  a  little  girl.   This  didn't  bother  me 
at  all  since  Erin  would  not  set  me  up  with  someone  she  didn't  know. 

On  September  3,  1993,  about  six  months  after  we  met,  Shannon  Hobley  announced  the  marriage  of 
Pamela  Eckman  and  Brad  Murdoch  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.   In  attendance  were  all  five  of  my  sisters 
and  both  of  my  brothers  and  my  mother  and  father.   Pam's  father  and  his  wife  were  also  there.   This 
would  make  the  most  joyous  day  I  would  ever  remember. 

About  one  year  later,  we  had  Shannon  sealed  to  us  for  time  and  all  eternity  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 
On  January  25,  Zackary  Glen  was  born  into  our  family.   This  would  make  for  a  great  circle  in  my  mind 
as  I  had  seen  death  and  now  I  saw  birth.   I  will  never  quit  having  really  great  days. 

I  am  currently  working  at  Phase  4  Stereo  in  Idaho  Falls,  driving  each  day  from  Rexburg,  where  we 
live. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Shannon  Makenna 

B-07Jun  1992 

(2)  Zackary  Glen 

B- 25  Jan  1995 

(3)  Nicole  Jane 

B- 02  Feb  1997 

Back  (L  to  R):  Bradley  and  Pamela  (Eckman)  Murdoch 
Front  (L  to  R):  Shannon,  Nicole,  Zackary 
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CHAPTER  NINE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  WALLACE  PIERCE  MURDOCH 

and 
PAULINE  CLEMENTS 


"Farnum  Memories" 

I  was  born  October  24,  1924,  at  home.   The 
ninth  child  and  the  fifth  son  of  Brigham  and 
Luann  Hammon  Murdoch.   My  wife,  Pauline 
Clements,  was  born  8  July,  1925,  the  only  child 
of  Paul  Eugene  and  Nellie  Johnston  Clements. 
She  was  born  at  Winfield,  Titus  County,  Texas. 
We  met  and  were  married  while  I  was  stationed 
in  Tyler,  Texas.  We  presently  live  on  a  50  acre 
farm,  four  miles  south  of  Gettysburg,  Pennsyl- 
vania.  Our  youngest  son,  Scott,  is  presently 
living  with  us.  We  have  three  other  sons  who 
are  married.  Wallace,  Jr.  and  his  wife,  Sandy, 
live  in  Panama  and  are  employed  by  the  Panama 
Canal  Commission  and  United  States  Air  Force 
respectively.  Our  second  son,  Robert,  and  his 
wife,  Debbie,  and  children,  Alan  and  Nicole, 
live  in  Boiling  Springs,  Pennsylvania,  a  historic 
area  about  25  miles  north  of  Gettysburg.   Our 
third  son,  Jon,  and  his  wife,  Judy,  live  nine  miles 
west  of  Gettysburg  in  Cashtown,  Pennsylvania,  a 
town  of  fame  associated  with  the  Battle  of  Get- 
tysburg on  July  2,  3  and  4,  1863. 

I  believe  my  earliest  memories  of  living  in 
Farnum  are  associated  with  attending  the  Farnum 
School  and  my  association  with  my  peers  from 
the  first  grade  to  the  sixth  grade.   Then  we 
moved  to  Ashton  on  November  7,  1935.   My 
first  and  second  grade  teacher  was  Winifred 
Bean,  later  (Kirkham).   She  was  an  excellent 
teacher  but  I  did  not  get  along  academically  in 
her  classes  as  I  was  partially  color  blind  and 
could  not  identify  certain  colors.  I  was  not  really 
aware  of  the  situation  until  I  moved  to  Ashton 


and  my  sixth  grade  teacher,  Mrs.  Manning, 
recognized  my  problem  and  explained  it  to  me 
and  the  other  class  members. 

Bob  Bean  and  I  were  in  the  same  grade  and 
were  good  friends  and  remained  so  throughout 
our  school  days,  including  high  school,  where  we 
were  greatly  involved  in  musical  activities,  in- 
cluding his  dance  band.   I  had  many  other 
friends  and  other  acquaintances  from  the  many 
families  that  lived  in  the  Farnum  community. 
These  involved  Elden  and  Elma  Ruth  Hill,  Keith 
and  Gweneth  Whittle,  Jack  Kidd,  Wayne 
Oberhansley  and  William  and  Willard  Rogers. 
Time  and  space  doesn't  permit  relating  personal 
experiences  with  these  wonderful  people,  but 
they  and  others  in  the  community  certainly 
helped  in  establishing  positive  relationships  and 
long  lasting  friendships. 

During  my  third  and  fourth  grades,  I  was 
taught  by  Mrs.  Elda  Smith,  a  wonderful  teacher. 
Her  husband,  Edwin  Smith,  taught  fifth  through 
eighth,  so  he  taught  me  in  the  fifth  and  part  of 
the  sixth  grade  year.   I  regarded  him  as  an  excel- 
lent understanding  teacher.   He  spent  extra  time 
with  me,  attempting  to  improve  my  math  skills. 
He  must  have  been  successful  as  I  later  attended 
Utah  State  University,  earning  a  Bachelor's  De- 
gree in  Zoology  and  a  Master's  Degree  in  Medi- 
cal Entomology,  followed  by,  some  10  years 
later,  receiving  a  Doctor  of  Philosophy  in  Zool- 
ogy and  Environmental  Engineering  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Utah. 

The  Smiths  were  building  a  home  in  Sugar 
City  and  would  return  there  on  occasions,  partic- 
ularly Mr.  Smith.   After  we  moved  to  Ashton, 
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Mr.  Smith  acquired  a  dog  team  to  get  from 
Farnum  to  Ashton  so  he  could  go  on  to  Sugar 
City  by  train.   On  several  occasions,  he  would 
leave  his  dog  team  and  sled  to  my  care  and  I  had 
permission  to  use  them  during  his  absence. 
Needless  to  say,  I  was  overjoyed  because  what 
seventh  grader  had  access  to  a  real  dog  team  and 
sled?  Although  dog  teams  were  common  in  Ash- 
ton during  the  1930's  and  early  1940's,  not  many 
were  driven  by  a  young  kid.   I  will  always  have 
a  warm  soft  spot  in  my  heart  for  Elda  and  Edwin 
Smith  for  being  such  wonderful  teachers  and  role 
models  to  follow. 

For  such  a  rural  community,  Farnum  seemed 
to  have  a  reasonable  amount  of  social  functions 
which  were  held  at  the  Farnum  L.D.S.  Church. 
I  recall  attending  annual  Christmas  parties  with 
Santa  in  attendance  with  a  dance  following  with 
Frank  Bratt  playing  the  violin  and  Brian  Bean 
(Bob  Bean's  dad),  on  the  saxophone.   I  think 
they  had  a  piano  player,  but  I  don't  recall  who  it 
was.  There  were  also  plays,  fairs,  rodeos  and 
ball  games  held  at  the  church.  There  was  a  big 
empty  field  around  the  church  where  outdoor 
activities  could  be  held.  It  was  also  where  we  as 
a  family  worshiped.   I  remember  riding  to 
church  in  a  buggy  and  horse  drawn  rubber  tired 
wagon  and  by  car  as  time  went  by. 

My  parents,  being  homesteaders,  were  real 
true  pioneers  and,  as  other  homesteaders  of  the 
time,  really  struggled  to  make  their  farm  a  suc- 
cess.  No  one  could  make  it  alone  and  I  vividly 
recall  the  yearly  scenes  of  neighbors  helping 
each  other  out  in  the  haying  season  and  helping 
one  another  in  the  harvesting  before  the  rains  and 
snow  came,  which  it  did  early  some  years. 
Threshing  was  one  of  the  farm  activities  that  was 
a  great  event,  in  my  memory,  because  of  the 
massive  machinery  and  the  many  teams  and 
wagons  it  took  to  haul  the  peas  or  grain  from  the 
field  to  the  thresher  and  how  steady  the  horses 
were  as  they  stood  by  the  great  long  power  belt 
that  drove  the  thresher.   I  also  remember  vividly 
the  tragedy  of  Allen  Hendrickson  being  injured 
by  a  great  pulley  and  his  subsequent  death  a  few 
days  later. 

I  remember  that  the  great  meals  Mother  and 
other  neighbor  ladies  prepared  and  fed  these 
hungry  threshers  were  amazing.   Haying  was 
also  an  intriguing  aspect  of  farm  life  that  re- 
quired a  lot  of  help.  I  remember  Claude  Henry 


was  always  our  hay  stacker  and  he  took  great 
pride  in  being  able  to  make  an  absolutely  perfect 
stack  of  hay.  I  also  remember  him  being 
narrowly  missed  by  the  massive  derrick  pole 
when  it's  anchor  cable  broke  and  the  pole  came 
crashing  down  just  a  few  inches  from  his  head. 

I  also  remember  Claude  and  Sarah  for  their 
kindness  to  my  younger  sister,  Katie,  and  me. 
On  many  trips  to  town,  he  would  stop  by  and 
take  Katie  and  me  to  town  with  him  and  always 
buy  us  a  goodie  of  some  sort.   I  also  remember 
one  Fourth  of  July,  when  I  was  very  young,  that 
the  Murdoch  and  Henry  families  celebrated  at 
the  Bear  Gulch.   We  went  through  the  railroad 
tunnel.  We  also  had  a  big  bonfire.   I  remember 
Donald  throwing  fire  crackers  into  the  fire.  I 
last  saw  Donald  at  a  dance  at  Rendezvous  Dance 
Hall  at  Warm  River  when  we  were  both  home  on 
leave  from  the  military  in  1944. 

My  memories  of  home  life  on  the  farm  are 
generally  good  and  I  look  back  on  them  fondly. 
Geographically,  it  was  a  wonderful  location.  It 
provided  a  wonderful  view  of  the  mountains  to 
the  north,  the  Tetons  to  the  east  and  Fall  River 
below  which  formed  part  of  the  boundary  of  our 
farm.   Fall  River  provided  an  outlet  for  recre- 
ation to  the  family  members  who  loved  to  fish 
and  for  many  friends  and  relatives  from  many 
miles  distance.  That  river  becomes  a  common 
bond  that  brings  family  members  together  every 
year  at  the  "Point",  the  confluence  of  Fall  River 
and  Conant  Creek. 

Reunions  have  for  several  generations  been 
an  important  function  for  the  Murdoch  and 
Hammon  (Mother's  maiden  name)  families  and 
continue  to  do  so.  Without  these  reunions,  I 
would  have  never  met  many  of  my  uncles,  aunts 
and  cousins.   Our  family  was  quite  musical  and 
music  played  a  big  part  in  our  lives  in  those  early 
days.   Dad  played  the  guitar  and  corded  on  the 
piano.   I  remember  with  fascination  the  times 
when  he  was  on  the  piano,  Uncle  Tom  (Dad's 
brother)  and  Claude  Henry  were  on  the  fiddles, 
Johnny  Van  Sickle  was  on  the  guitar  and  they 
would  play  together  for  dances.  We  had  a  piano 
which  provided  a  basis  for  a  lot  of  family  enter- 
tainment.  Glen  Baird  was  a  ditch  rider  for  our 
section  of  the  Conant  Creek  Canal,  which  passed 
through  our  ranch.  Glen  would  make  a  detour 
on  his  horse  and  come  down  to  the  house  and 
give  piano  lessons  to  my  sisters,  Tressa  and 
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Martha,  and  would  be  on  his  way  again.   The 
canal  that  ran  through  our  place  provided  irriga- 
tion water,  but  also  a  place  for  swimming  or, 
more  honestly,  mud  crawling.   The  canal  had  it's 
beginning  in  Conant  Creek  many  miles  to  the 
east.   Many  Rainbow  trout  found  their  way  down 
the  canal  and,  during  the  irrigation  season,  it  was 
quite  common  for  Dad  to  bring  in  an  occasional 
trout  that  had  managed  to  get  into  the  irrigation 
ditch. 

Ours  was  an  active  ranch  with  all  the  tillage 
and  planting  being  done  by  horses.   On  occasion, 
die  horses  would  ford  the  Fall  River,  usually  at 
night.  To  drive  them  back  meant  a  long  walk 
around  to  the  bridge  at  Jim  Hill's  place  (where 
Jay  Hill  lives  at  the  present  time)  and  back  down 
the  river  to  where  the  horses  were,  then  drive 
them  back  across  and  take  the  long  walk  back. 
If  the  water  was  not  too  high,  we  would  ford  the 
river  where  the  horses  crossed,  chase  them  back 
across,  then  follow  them  ourselves.  This  was 
very  dangerous  and  my  brother,  Howard,  and  I 
were  lucky  we  survived  these  crossings. 

We  also  had  a  herd  of  Jersey  cows  that  re- 
quired milking  twice  a  day.  Tressa  and  Martha 
were  good  milkmaids  and  the  year  I  was  seven,  I 
foolishly  had  them  teach  me  how  to  milk.  Once 
I  learned,  it  was  one  of  my  daily  chores  that 
lasted  for  many  years.   Mother  made  butter 
which  she  sold  in  town  and  another  job  I  had  was 
to  operate  the  hand  cranked  churn.  I  detested 
this  chore  and  got  very  bored  cranking  the  churn 
in  one  direction  only,  but  was  afraid  to  crank  in 
reverse  for  fear  of  unchurning  the  butter. 
Mother's  butter  was  very  good  and  readily  sold 
in  the  Red  and  White  Store  in  Ashton. 

We  also  had  a  large  herd  of  sheep  which 
required  a  lot  of  work  and  care.  Dad  banded  his 
sheep  with  our  neighbor,  Hans  Neilsen,  and  Mr. 
John  McFarland,  our  mail  carrier  from 
Drummond.    They  had  grazing  rights  in  the 
Targhee  National  Forest,  east  of  Drummond, 
and  I  remember  visiting  the  sheep  camps  in  the 
summer  and  having  to  tromp  wool  into  the  wool 
bags  at  shearing  time  in  the  spring  time.  I  liked 
the  sheep  and  raised  sheep  on  our  Gettysburg 
farm  for  15  years  with  a  breeding  flock  of  up  to 
200  ewes.   I  also  raised  beef  cattle  here,  but 
never  had  a  milk  cow.    Our  farming  here  at 
Gettysburg  was  more  of  a  hobby,  as  I  was  en- 
gaged full  time  in  my  professional  career  as  a 


commissioned  Medical  Entomologist  in  the  Med- 
ical Service  Corps  of  the  U.S.   Army  and,  upon 
retirement,  as  an  association  Executive  Director. 

Life  on  the  ranch  in  Farnum  has  left  me  with 
many  pleasant  memories  and  my  experience 
there  certainly  impacted  on  my  life  that  followed. 
We  children  were  required  to  work  hard,  learn 
responsibility  and  how  to  care  for  one  another. 
From  our  Gettysburg  home,  we  can  drive  on 
many  country  roads  and  see  horse  drawn  bug- 
gies, farmers  working  in  the  fields  using  horses 
and  mules  and  homes  without  electric  power  or 
telephone.   These  are  the  farms  of  many  Amish 
families  in  the  area,  who  continue  to  live  the  life 
style  that  we  lived  while  in  Farnum. 

One  of  the  big  joys  of  summer  was  taking 
the  24th  of  July  off  from  haying  and  going  to  St. 
Anthony  to  see  the  parade,  attend  a  patriotic 
meeting  in  the  Tabernacle  and  attend  a  rodeo 
later  in  the  day.   During  the  parade,  I  vividly 
remember  watching  a  formation  of  World  War  I 
veterans  marching  in  the  parade.  This  memory 
has  stayed  with  me  over  the  years. 

Our  farm  here  in  Gettysburg  was  part  of  the 
scene  of  battle  during  the  last  two  days  of  that 
historic  battle  in  the  Civil  War  on  the  2nd,  3rd 
and  4th  of  July,  1865.  The  artifacts  of  bullets, 
buckles,  buttons,  rifle  parts,  spurs,  exploded 
parts  of  cannon  balls,  as  well  as  unexploded  can- 
non balls,  attest  to  the  ferocity  of  the  fighting  that 
took  place  on  our  farm.  Knowing  our  house  (a 
pre-civil  war  home),  was  used  to  shelter  the 
wounded  and  dying,  makes  this  great  battle  more 
important  to  me.  The  Union  and  Confederate 
still  march  the  streets  of  Gettysburg  and  the  reen- 
actments  of  some  of  the  individual  battles  are 
held  every  year  here,  sometimes  involving  over 
12,000  troops.   As  I  view  these  events,  I  am 
always  reminded  of  those  veterans  of  another  era 
that  fought  for  our  freedoms,  marching  in  the 
24th  of  July  parade  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho.   I 
look  back  on  the  12  years  of  living  in  Farnum  as 
a  wonderful  privilege  and  experience.   I  am  the 
product  of  loving  and  caring  parents  and  brothers 
and  sisters  who  helped  me  find  an  identity  and 
helped  me  prepare  for  a  successful  future.  They 
were  indeed  wonderful  years. 

Wallace  P.  Murdoch 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Wallace  P.  Jr.  B  -  25  Nov  1948 

(2)  Robert  Allen  B  -  18  May  1952 

(3)  Jon  Paul  B  -  23  Nov  1956 

(4)  Kenneth  Scott  B  -  26  Mar  1959 


M  -  09  Nov  1974  to  Sandra  Kimiko  Saito 
M  -  05  Dec  1981  to  Debi  Lee  Coppersmith 
M  -  21  Jun  1986  to  Judith  Ann  Sease 
M-  1985  to  Georgia  (div) 

M-  1993  to  Mildred  Mae  Norskog 


Wallace  and  Pauline  (Clements)  Murdoch 
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Back  (L  to  R):  Alan,  Debi  (Coppersmith),  Nicole,  Judy  (Sease),  Jon,  Andria,  Mel  (Norskog),  Scott,  Jeremy 
Front  (L  to  R):  Sandy  (Saito),  Wallace  Jr.,  Robert,  Pauline  (Clements)  Murdoch,  Wallace  Murdoch  Sr. 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  WALLACE  PIERCE  MURDOCH 

and  PAULINE  CLEMENTS 


1  -  WALLACE  PIERCE  MURDOCH,  JR.   Wallace  P.  Murdoch,  Jr.,  the  son  of  Wallace  P.  Murdoch, 
was  born  on  the  25th  of  November,  1948,  in  Logan,  Utah.   He  married  Sandra  K.  Saito  on  November  9, 
1974.   She  was  born  on  January  30,  1948,  in  Captain  Cook,  Hawaii.   They  have  no  children. 


Wallace,  Jr.  and  Sandy  (Saito)  Murdoch 


2  -  ROBERT  ALLEN.  Rob,  the  son  of  Wallace  and  Pauline  Clements  Murdoch,  was  born  18  May, 
1952,  at  Tyler,  Smith  County,  Texas.  Rob  graduated  from  Springbrook  High  School  in  1970,  at  Silver 
Springs,  Maryland.   He  graduated  from  Utah  State  University,  Logan,  Utah,  in  1974  with  a  B.S.  Degree 
in  Geography.  He  had  one  year  of  graduate  school  at  Perm  State. 

His  job  experiences  are  as  follows:  manager  of  Stonehedge  Motel,  manager  of  Tiffany  Bakery  (White 
Flint  and  Landover  Mall),  area  supervisor  of  Pizza  Hut- Atlantic  Enterprises  Franchise.   While  he  was 
manager,  he  won  several  Financial  Control  awards,  Manager  of  the  Year  award,  another  Financial  award 
for  1982  and  then,  overall  Manager  of  the  Year  award  for  1983. 

He  married  Debra  Lee  Coppersmith  on  December  5,  1981,  at  Gettysburg,  Adams  County,  Pennsylva- 
nia.  They  have  two  children,  Alan  Reed,  who  is  14  years  old,  and  Nicole  Marie,  who  is  12  years  old.   He 
currently  works  at  Karns  Food,  a  family  owned  supermarket  chain  with  five  stores.   He  supervises  bakery 
and  hot  food  operations  in  the  company.   He  has  worked  there  for  nine  years. 

He  has  been  a  board  member  of  the  Cumberland  Valley  Chapter  of  Trout  Unlimited  and  editor  of  the 
chapter's  newsletter,  "Tightlines".   He  has  also  been  involved  with  American  Rivers  and  the  PA 
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Sportsman's  Association.  His  interests  include  tennis,  golf,  reading,  fly-fishing/tying,  cooking  and  baking. 
They  live  at  49  Cardinal  Drive  in  Carlisle,  Cumberland  County,  Pennsylvania. 

Debra  Lee  (Debi)  Coppersmith,  wife  of  Robert  Allen  Murdoch.   Debi  was  born  9  August,  1958,  at 
Coudersport,  McKean  County,  Pennsylvania  to  Leslie  Neil  Coppersmith  and  Mildred  Marie  Mantz.  The 
following  is  a  listing  of  some  of  her  awards: 

In  1975,  she  won  the  Bradford  area  Junior  Miss.   In  1975,  she  also  won  the  Junior  Miss  for  McKean 
County.   She  was  a  high  school  cheerleader  and  was  in  the  National  Honor  Society.   She  graduated  in 
1976  from  Bradford  High  School  in  Bradford,  Pennsylvania.   She  graduated  with  honors  (Magna  Cum 
Laude)  from  Mercyhurst  College,  Erie,  Pennsylvania,  in  1979,  with  a  B.A.  Degree  in  Business  Adminis- 
tration. She  was  also  president  of  the  Administrative  Management  Society  and  was  on  the  Dean's  List. 

Her  job  experiences  include  being  manager  of  House  of  Cards  Gift  Shoppe;  training  director  for  Pizza 
Hut  -  Atlantic  Enterprise  Franchise;  department  chairperson  of  Marketing  and  Management,  Central 
Pennsylvania  Business  School  (part  time)  and  she  also  had  a  cake  decorating  business. 

Her  present  employer  is  Ashcombe  Farm  &  Greenhouse  as  Farm  Market  Manager.   She  supervises 
the  operation  of  the  restaurant  and  bakery,  the  produce  department  and  the  gourmet  foods  section.   She  has 
been  employed  there  for  eight  years. 

Her  interests  include  gardening,  cooking,  baking,  crafts  and  handiwork.   She  has  been  a  Pioneer  Girls 
leader. 


CHILDREN: 
(1)- Alan  Reed 
(2)  -  Nicole  Marie 


B  -  14  Sep  1982  at  Gettysburg,  Adams,  Pennsylvania 
B  -  22  Dec  1984  at  Olean,  Cattaraugus,  Pennsylvania. 


Robert  and  Debi  (Coppersmith)  Murdoch  with  children  Nicole  and  Alan 
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1  -  Alan  Reed  Murdoch.   He  was  born  on  September  14,  1982,  in  Gettysburg,  Adams  County, 
Pennsylvania,  and  is  currently  14  years  old.   Some  of  his  activities  include  being  a  chorus  member, 
being  on  the  Debate  Team,  the  Quiz  Bowl  Team,  the  Mock  Trial  Team,  the  Model  UN  Team,  and 
being  a  member  of  the  Sci-Fi  Club.   He  has  been  Assistant  Senior  Patrol  Leader  and  is  a  Star  Scout  in 
Boy  Scout  Troop  No.  168. 

His  interests  include  history,  reading,  stamp  and  coin  collecting,  and  science  fiction.   He  hopes  to 
eventually  become  a  lawyer. 

2  -  Nicole  Marie  Murdoch.  She  was  born  on  December  22,  1984,  in  Olean,  New  York.   Her 
activities  include  being  a  chorus  member,  a  band  member  (clarinet),  being  on  a  soccer  team  and  a 
Softball  team.   She  also  is  a  member  of  the  Pioneer  Girls  Junior  Troop.  When  she  grows  up  she  wants 
to  become  a  veterinarian. 


3  -  JON  PAUL  MURDOCH.  Jon  was  born  on  November  23,  1956,  in  Aberdeen,  Maryland.  He 
graduated  from  Gettysburg  High  School  in  1975,  and  obtained  a  Bachelor  of  Arts  Degree  from  Pennsylva- 
nia State  University  in  1979.   He  married  Judith  Ann  Sease  on  the  21st  of  June,  1986.   They  live  in  the 
small  town  of  Orrtanna,  Pennsylvania,  which  is  located  near  historic  Gettysburg.  He  enjoys  fishing, 
hunting,  and  birdwatching.   He  is  a  licensed  realtor  and  works  with  Coldwell  Bankers  Bigham,  a  real 
estate  company. 

Judith  Ann  Sease,  wife  of  Jon  Paul  Murdoch.  Judy  was  born  on  February  26,  1948,  in  Gettysburg, 
Pennsylvania.   She  graduated  from  Bermudian  Springs  High  School  in  1966.  She  obtained  a  nursing 
degree  at  the  Hanover  Hospital  School  of  Nursing  in  1968.   She  later  attended  the  Insurance  Institute  of 
America  and  earned  an  Associate  Degree  in  Risk  Management  in  1981 .   She  currently  is  a  safety 
coordinator  for  Quebecor  Printing  Fairfield,  Inc.   She  enjoys  antiquing  and  estate  sales. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeremy  Thomas  Scheivert 


B  -  01  Jan  1971  in  Gettysburg,  Pa. 


l^flBIHB 


Jon  and  Judy  (Sease)  Murdoch  with  son,  Jeremy 
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1  -  Jeremy  Thomas  Scheivert.  Jeremy  was  born  on  Jan.  1,  1971,  in  Gettysburg,  Pennsylvania.  He 
graduated  from  Gettysburg  High  School  in  1989  and  Pennsylvania  State  University  with  a  Bachelor  of 
Arts  Degree  in  1993.  He  received  a  Master  of  Science  Degree  from  Leslie  College  and  the  Audubon 
Expedition  Institute. 

He  currently  is  an  education  specialist  with  the  Hawk  Mountain  Sanctuary  Association.  He  lives 
near  Reading,  Pennsylvania,  and  enjoys  fishing,  hunting  and  promoting  good  stewardship  of  our 
environment. 


4  -  KENNETH  SCOTT  MURDOCH.  I  am  the  fourth  and  youngest  son  of  Wallace  Pierce  and  Pauline 
Clements  of  Carlise,  Pennsylvania.  I  was  born  on  March  26,  1959,  in  Camp  Zamn,  Japan.  My  father's 
military  and  professional  careers  made  it  possible  for  me  to  travel  to  various  parts  of  the  world. 

Memories  of  my  youth  began  while  living  in  Panama,  until  I  was  five  years  old.  It  was  always  warm 
and  wet.  Fishing  and  boating  seemed  to  occupy  most  of  our  time.   In  1965,  we  moved  to  Maryland, 
outside  of  Washington  D.C.,  in  a  suburban  development.  Living  there  during  my  elementary  school  years 
was  fun.   I  had  lots  of  friends  and  many  yards  to  play  in  on  our  street.   Living  close  to  Washington  D.C. 
was,  at  that  time,  wonderful.   We  had  many  trips  to  the  museums  and  memorials. 

In  1967,  our  family  drove  to  Texas  to  visit  my  mother's  parents  in  Tyler.   It  was  neat  to  see  where  my 
mom  grew  up  and  met  my  father.   In  1969,  I  visited  Idaho  for  the  first  time.  It  was  a  great  trip  to  see  the 
relatives,  to  fish  and  to  be  a  tourist.   Dad  and  Mom  drove  cross  country.   My  brothers,  Rob  and  Jon,  and  I 
were  able  to  have  a  snow  ball  fight  in  June.  That  was  amazing  for  us.   My  oldest  brother,  Wally,  was 
going  to  Utah  State  University. 

In  1970,  my  parents  bought  a  50  acre  farm  in  Gettysburg,  Pennsylvania,  that  bordered  President 
Eisenhower's  farm.  We  had  touristed  there  before,  and  all  of  us  liked  the  farm  and  the  rural  community. 
So  we  moved  and  Dad  had  to  drive  to  Maryland  to  work,  which  he  did  until  he  retired.   The  farm  that  we 
moved  to  had  not  been  taken  care  of  for  years.  The  house  was  of  stone  and  never  modernized.   It  was 
built  in  pre-Civil  War  time,  (early  1800's).   My  parents  saw  through  the  weeds,  run  down  buildings,  and 
dirt.  We  worked  hard  cleaning  the  place.   We  made  a  complete  restoration  of  the  house  with  a  new  addi- 
tion, mowed  yards  and  pastures,  cleaned  the  barn  and  set  lots  of  fence  posts  and  wire.   Our  first  animal  on 
the  farm  was  a  horse  named  Little  Bitty.  She  was  a  wonderful  horse.   She  taught  me  how  to  ride  at  age 
12.  Thereafter,  I  had  horses  for  20  years.   Little  by  little,  we  acquired  more  livestock,  having  beef  cattle, 
then  sheep,  and  then  back  to  cattle. 

Our  sheep  started  out  at  13  head,  then  all  of  a  sudden  we  had  250  head.   We  were  the  second  largest 
sheep  producer  in  the  county.  While  having  the  sheep,  I  learned  how  to  shear.   It  was  a  hard  job  which  I 
really  enjoyed.   I  eventually  started  shearing  for  everyone  else.   I  started  shearing  13  and  then  up  to  1200. 
I  sheared  for  15  years  and  still  have  my  clippers,  thinking  I  will  continue  some  day.   During  the  sheep 
shearing  years,  I  sheared  in  contests  at  the  state  fair,  and  local  fairs.   I  was  also  the  director  for  our  seven 
county  Wool  Producer  Co-op.   I  was  able  to  meet  many  interesting  people  and  learned  a  lot  about  sheep 
during  my  early  teenage  years.   Work  was  not  a  very  good  sounding  word.   After  about  two  years,  I 
realized  that  farming  was  a  glorified  form  of  work.   Then  I  learned  to  love  it. 

I  started  to  farm  more  intensely  when  I  was  about  16.  We  had  mostly  livestock,  and  lots  of  hay.  I 
became  active  in  the  F.F.  A.  (Future  Farmers  Of  America),  where  I  made  many  farmer  friends.  After  I 
returned  home  from  college,  the  farm  grew.  Dad  and  I  then  increased  the  sheep  flock.  We  also  raised  and 
custom  baled  several  hundred  acres  of  hay.   Our  main  crop  was  hay,  which  led  into  a  hay  hauling 
business. 

In  1980,  I  got  involved  with  Standard  Bred  Race  Horse  Sales.  I  worked  seasonally  for  the  sales 
company  for  12  years.  We  sold  about  7000  horses  over  the  years,  and  I  was  fortunate  to  have  never  been 
hurt. 

In  1981 , 1  met  my  first  wife  and  we  were  married  in  1985.   At  that  same  time,  Dad  and  I  sold  the 
sheep.   I  then  started  a  registered  Hereford  herd.   The  cattle  were  easier  to  manage  since  I  had  to  obtain 
work.   My  first  job  was  building  storage  sheds  and  barns  with  the  Amish.   I  worked  for  a  wonderful 
family.  That  was  the  start  of  my  construction  career.  I  currently  own  Fall  River  Construction  with  my 
second  wife,  Mel. 
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In  1987,  I  bought  my  own  farm  of  35  acres.   I  restored  the  1820  log  house  and  then,  in  1989,  it  was 
sold  due  to  my  divorce.   I  moved  home  to  the  farm  until  1991 ,  when  I  moved  to  Idaho.   In  1991 ,  I  met  my 
current  wife,  Mel  Norskog.   We  were  married  in  1993.   She  has  been  the  best  part  of  coming  to  Idaho. 
Andria,  my  step  daughter,  was  born  in  1989,  and  has  made  our  family  a  family. 

I  owe  the  dearest  gratitude  to  Mom  and  Dad  for  having  had  the  farm  in  Gettysburg,  Pennsylvania.   I 
have  20  years  of  wonderful  memories. 

Mel  Norskog,  wife  of  Kenneth  Scott  Murdoch.   I  was  born  16  November,  1971,  in  Riverton.  Wyoming, 
under  the  name  of  Mildred  Mae  Norskog.   I  have  two  older  half  sisters,  an  older  half  brother,  and  a 
younger  half  brother. 

The  first  place  I  remember  living  in  is  Superior,  Wyoming.   It  was  a  very  small  town  that  at  one  time 
had  been  a  coal  mining  town.   At  age  12,  I  moved  to  Powell,  Wyoming,  to  live  with  my  father.   I  only 
lived  there  about  a  year,  and  we  moved  to  Alaska.   Being  13  years  old,  this  was  very  exciting  for  me.  We 
drove  up  there  so  I  got  to  see  quite  a  bit  of  Canada  on  me  way.  We  spent  about  a  month  up  there.   I 
remember  going  clam  digging  on  the  beach.  It  was  great  fun.   When  we  left  Alaska,  we  settled  in 
Pocatello,  Idaho.   My  father's  brother,  my  favorite  uncle,  lived  there,  so  it  was  nice  to  be  close  to  him. 
At  that  time,  my  Uncle  Floyd  was  taking  flying  lessons.   He  took  me  with  him  one  day.  That  was  the  first 
time  I  flew.  We  lived  in  Pocatello  about  a  year,  then  my  father  got  a  job  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  working 
for  the  Youth  Services  Center.   I  started  and  finished  high  school  at  South  Fremont  High  School  at  St. 
Anthony.   I  was  very  active  during  my  high  school  years.   I  was  fortunate  enough  to  graduate  a  year  early. 
The  summer  between  my  junior  and  senior  year,  I  worked  at  Coffee  Pot  Lodge.   I  had  a  great  time  up 
there.   This  is  where  I  met  my  first  husband.  We  were  married  as  soon  as  we  graduated  from  high  school. 
We  then  moved  to  Blackfoot,  Idaho,  to  be  closer  to  his  family.   On  December  30,  1989,  we  had  Andria 
Mae  Morris.   She  has  been  a  wonderful  blessing  to  my  life.   In  1991,  we  were  divorced.   In  the  summer 
of  1992, 1  met  Kenneth  Scott  Murdoch.   In  the  summer  of  1993,  we  were  married.  We  are  currently 
living  southwest  of  Ashton.   In  August  of  1995,  we  started  Fall  River  Construction.   In  April  of  1996,  we 
started  working  the  construction  business  full  time.   We  have  had  many  blessings  and  have  done  very  well. 

Children:  (Mel's  1st  husband) 

(1)  Andria  Mae  Morris  B  -  30  Dec  1989 


Scott  and  Mel  (Norskog)  Murdoch  with  daughter  Andria 
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CHAPTER  TEN 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  KATHERINE  MEARL  MURDOCH 

and 
GLADE  MARVIN  LYON 


Well,  here  goes.  I  was  born  at  Farnum, 
Idaho,  August  5,  1926,  to  Brigham  and  Luann 
Hammon  Murdoch.   They  named  me  Katherine 
Mearl  Murdoch  after  my  Aunt  Kate  Hicken  and 
Mearl  Murdoch,  my  sister-in-law.   I  was  the 
tenth  child  of  five  boys  and  five  girls.   I  grew  up 
in  a  loving  family.   My  mother  was  forty  and  my 
father  was  fifty  five  when  I  was  born.  We  lived 
on  a  farm  at  Farnum,  overlooking  Fall  River, 
with  a  beautiful  view  of  the  Tetons. 

I  loved  playing  with  my  cousins,  Uncle 
Tom's  kids,  who  lived  a  mile  up  the  road.  They 
were  the  only  close  relatives  we  had  living  near 
by.  We  would  see  our  other  Murdoch  relatives 
when  they  came  for  reunions.  I  remember  see- 
ing my  Aunt  Tress  and  Aunt  Kate  only  once,  also 
Uncle  Dave. 

My  mother  and  dad  worked  so  hard.   My 
first  memories  of  Dad  are  of  him  in  bed  with 
rheumatic  fever.   Mother  and  Howard  and 
Wallace  took  care  of  the  cattle,  milked  the  cows 
and  delivered  the  calves  and  lambs.  At  times 
Mother  washed  her  clothes  on  the  board,  some- 
times in  a  washer  outside  that  had  a  foot  and 
hand  lever  that  I  could  work.   It  was  fun,  but  I 
was  afraid  of  the  wringer. 

Dad  plowed  the  fields  with  horses  and  some- 
times I  would  walk  with  him  as  he  walked  behind 
the  plow.  I  liked  to  ride  on  the  drill.  We  never 
had  much  money  and  Mother  made  butter  and 
sold  it  to  buy  our  groceries.  I  thought  everyone 
was  equal  in  financial  matters  and  I  guess  we 
were.  We  were  all  poor.   The  depression  was 
on  and  they  had  a  very  hard  time. 

It  was  always  fun  when  the  married  siblings 
and  their  families  came  for  Sunday  dinner.   I 


loved  all  my  nieces  and  nephews  and  spent  a  lot 
of  time  playing  with  them.   I  spent  a  lot  of  time 
exploring  the  farm,  sometimes  alone  and  some- 
times with  Wallace.   I  liked  to  hunt  for  bird 
nests,  but  we  weren't  allowed  to  take  the  eggs 
out.   I  don't  know  how  Mother  raised  ten  kids  on 
the  river  without  losing  one  or  two.   Wallace  and 
I  spent  a  lot  of  time  playing  in  the  canal  and  the 
river.   We  went  barefoot  a  lot.   We  snared  squir- 
rels and  rode  horseback.   I  never  really  learned 
to  like  horses. 

I  went  to  school  in  a  two  room  schoolhouse. 
I  started  when  I  was  seven.   I  had  to  stay  in  with 
Dad  while  Mom  did  the  chores,  so  I  was  a  year 
late.  I  really  think  they  thought  I  was  too  little. 
There  were  three  kids  in  my  first  grade  class, 
Dewayne  Schofield,  Gilbert  Murdoch  and  I.  My 
teacher  was  Winifred  Kirkham.   In  the  second 
grade,  Mrs.  Smith  thought  I  should  be  with  the 
kids  my  own  age,  so  she  put  me  in  the  third 
grade.   There  were  Myrth  and  Melvin  Benson, 
Keith  Whittle  and  Jack  Whitmore. 

When  I  was  in  the  fifth  grade,  Dad  and  Mom 
bought  a  house  in  Ash  ton  and  started  a  dairy. 
We  lived  across  the  street  from  Tom  and  Alta. 
It  was  like  a  second  home.   I  don't  know  how 
they  ever  survived  three  teenagers  hanging 
around  all  the  time.  I  will  always  be  grateful  for 
the  love  they  gave  us  and  they  were  both  a  big 
influence  in  my  life. 

All  through  school,  my  best  friend  was  Rose 
Marie  Whittemore.  We  did  everything  together. 
We  were  happy,  crazy,  fun-loving  teenagers  and 
she  meant  a  great  deal  to  me. 

When  I  was  sixteen  I  started  working  in  the 
City  Drug  Store.  This  was  a  really  fun  time  for 
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me.   I  got  over  being  bashful  and  started  dating 
boys.   I  had  lots  of  boy  friends.  They  were  all 
good  kids,  mostly,  and  we  had  an  awful  lot  of 
fun.   I  graduated  in  1944.   I  always  worked  and 
earned  my  own  money.  World  War  II  had 
started.   This  was  an  awful  time  and  an  exciting 
time.   All  the  young  men  went  to  war,  including 
Howard  and  Wallace.   Mother  hung  two  stars  in 
her  window.   It  was  so  hard  for  my  parents  to 
see  their  sons  go.   Howard  went  to  Europe  and 
Wallace  mostly  stayed  in  Texas.   I  went  to  visit 
him  there  and  met  Pauline,  whom  he  later  mar- 
ried.  I  wrote  to  them  both  very  religiously  and 
also  wrote  to  several  guys. 

Ben  Brower  came  home  on  furlough  and  we 
started  dating.   I  thought  he  was  very  nice.   We 
kept  writing  and  when  he  came  home  again, 
before  he  went  overseas,  we  became  engaged. 
Our  romance  was  mostly  through  the  mail.  He 
was  killed  on  Okinawa  by  a  sniper's  bullet.   His 
mother  now  hung  a  gold  star  in  the  window.   So 
many  of  our  local  men  didn't  come  back.  I 
hated  the  war. 

There  was  a  great  rejoicing  when  peace 
came.   A  huge  crowd  gathered  on  Main  Street 
and  we  danced  and  laughed  and  cried. 

In  February,  1946,  Glade  Lyon  came  home 
from  the  war  and  we  started  dating.   Howard  and 
Wallace  came  home,  too.   Glade  and  I  had  fun 
courting.  We  did  lots  of  things  together  and 
really  fell  in  love.   Wallace  and  Pauline  were 
married  in  May  and  Howard  and  Grace  in  June. 
Glade  and  I  were  married  on  December  1,  1946. 

It  was  post-war  and  things  to  buy  weren't  too 
plentiful.  We  didn't  have  any  money,  anyway. 
We  lived  with  Glade's  parents  for  a  few  months 
and  then  we  found  an  apartment.  Glade  helped 
his  folks  in  the  store.   Both  our  dads  were  ill. 
They  died  six  weeks  apart  in  June  and  July, 
1947.  Our  mothers  both  had  a  great  loss. 

Glade  spent  his  whole  life  in  the  store  and  I 
worked  when  needed,  sometimes  a  lot  and  some- 
times not  too  much.   On  June  10,  1951,  our  first 
child,  Jack,  was  born.   He  was  named  after  his 
Grandfather  Lyon.  We  waited  a  long  time  for 
him,  so  we  really  loved  him.   It  was  fun  being  a 
mother  and  I  got  to  stay  home  and  take  care  of 
him.   We  built  our  new  home  on  top  of  the 
basement  where  we  had  been  living.   Glade 
helped  build  it  and  we  spent  much  time  planning 
it.  We  always  had  a  nice  garden,  flowers  and 


lawn.   I  loved  working  in  the  yard,  like  my 
mother. 

On  July  24,  1953,  Suzanne  was  born  and 
what  a  beautiful  baby  she  was.  Jack  had  rheu- 
matic fever  at  this  time  and  he  was  sick  so  much. 
It  left  him  with  a  heart  murmur.   He  also  had 
asthma,  which  always  scared  us  to  death.   We 
loved  being  a  family  and  took  the  kids  every- 
where.  Sometimes  we  left  them  with  either  of 
their  grandmothers,  but  I  never  liked  leaving 
them  with  baby-sitters.   Robin  was  born  April  2, 
1957.   She  was  dark  with  big  brown  eyes.  She 
really  fit  in.   Everywhere  I  took  her,  people 
commented  on  how  beautiful  she  was.  Kathy 
came  along  October  3,  1961 .   Each  baby  brought 
more  joy.  Kathy  was  good  and  never  gave  us 
any  trouble,  even  after  she  was  older. 

I  always  had  a  church  calling.   I  taught  Ju- 
nior Sunday  School  for  ten  years  straight.  I 
taught  Primary  and  Relief  Society.   Of  all  the 
callings  I  had,  the  ones  that  I  enjoyed  most  were 
as  counselors  in  the  Primary  and  the  Relief  Soci- 
ety.  I  probably  liked  Relief  Society  best,  but  I 
sure  worked  hard  sometimes.   Banquets,  hobby 
night,  fund  raisers  -  we  had  lots  of  those.  Glade 
and  I  were  sealed  in  the  temple  in  March,  1962. 
We  were  really  one  family  now. 

Glade  worked  hard  in  the  store  with  his 
mother.  They  worked  side  by  side  for  many 
years.  I  always  ran  Toyland  in  the  basement 
every  Christmas  season  and  we  went  to  Market 
in  Salt  Lake  City  three  or  four  times  a  year. 

My  mother  died  in  1962.   She  lived  such  a 
good  life,  loving  her  children  and  grandchildren. 
She  bore  her  burdens  without  complaint.  She 
had  great  difficulty  walking  in  her  last  years,  but 
she  hoed  every  weed  in  her  garden  on  crutches. 
I  will  always  miss  her. 

Our  kids  grew  much  too  fast.  They  were 
good  students  and  got  good  grades.  Jack  was 
very  musical  and  played  in  a  band.   He  played 
the  piano,  organ,  guitar,  trumpet  and  harmonica. 
They  could  all  sing  and  we  all  loved  to  sing  to- 
gether, travelling  or  sitting  around  the  campfire. 

We  always  took  one  trip  a  year  with  our 
kids.  We  got  a  travel  trailer  and,  when  we  out- 
grew it,  we  got  another  and  then  another.  We 
went  to  California,  Minnesota,  Pennsylvania, 
Canada  and  several  trips  to  Oregon.  We  loved 
the  ocean  at  Newport.   Glade  and  I  travelled  to 
Europe  in  1965. 
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Jack  attended  Ricks  College  and  BYU  and 
there  he  met  Anne  Williams  from  Ohio  and  they 
were  married  in  October,  1973.  They  have 
blessed  us  with  four  grandchildren,  Rebekah, 
John,  Matthew  and  Rachel.  He  is  managing  edi- 
tor of  Deseret  Book  Co.  and  he  and  Anne  have  a 
lovely  home  in  West  Valley  City. 

Suzanne  attended  BYU  and  met  Larry  Ham- 
ilton from  California.   Larry  is  an  engineer  for 
RE  A,  the  local  electric  company.   They  have 
three  children,  Ryan,  Aaron  and  Wren.  Suzanne 
teaches  sixth  grade  in  Ashton  and  is  working  on 
her  Master's  Degree  at  this  writing.   Ryan  just 
left  for  North  Carolina  on  a  mission  for  the 
Church.   He  is  our  first  to  go  and  we  are  so 
proud. 

Robin  married  Verl  Miller  from  Chester. 
They  have  two  sons,  Cody  and  Scott.  They  later 
divorced  and  she  married  Rodolfo  Rivas  of  Mex- 
ico.  They  have  two  daughters,  Maria  and 
Melanie.   Rodolfo  is  a  logger  and  Robin  runs  a 
Day-Care.  We  are  so  lucky  to  have  these  two 
families  live  so  close  to  us. 

Kathy  attended  BYU  and  met  and  married 
Steve  Anderson  from  Oregon.  They  have  four 
children,  Katie,  Leah,  Joseph  and  Gary.   Num- 
ber five  is  on  the  way.  Steve  is  an  engineer  and 
works  as  a  civilian  employee  for  the  Navy. 
They  live  in  Bremerton,  Washington. 

Glade  and  I  spent  our  whole  lives  working  in 
the  American  Legion  and  Auxiliary,  serving  in 
all  offices  many  times  at  local,  district,  state  and 
national  levels.   We  attended  many  conventions 
and  made  so  many  wonderful  friends  from  ev- 
erywhere. 

Glade's  mother,  Gloy,  had  dinner  with  us 
almost  every  Sunday.  We  were  together  holidays 
and  picnics.   She  loved  her  grandchildren  and 
then  her  great-grandchildren.   She  filled  a  mis- 
sion in  California  and  Arizona  and  spent  many 
years  alone  after  Jack's  death.  One  time  she 
taught  Ryan,  Cody  and  Scott  religious  lessons  in 
her  home  and  she  always  had  refreshments.  Her 
health  began  to  fail.  She  had  pneumonia  several 
times  and  never  really  got  over  it.   She  spent  her 
last  three  months  with  us  and  died  in  our  home  in 
1989.  Her  children  and  grandchildren  presented 
the  program  at  her  funeral. 

Glade  and  I  were  fortunate  to  be  able  to 
travel  a  lot.  We  went  to  Mexico  many  times  and 
traveled  extensively  with  Jim  and  Sadie  Harrell 


and  other  friends.  We  grew  to  love  Mexico,  the 
people  and  the  food.   Glade's  cousin,  Velda,  and 
husband,  Noel  Hill,  have  been  a  great  pan  of  our 
lives.  We  have  eaten  so  many  meals  in  their 
home  and  they  in  ours.   We  have  played  cards 
together  forever.  The  best  part  was  going  camp- 
ing with  them  every  year  out  in  the  desert,  to 
hunt  sage  hens.  The  sage  hens  were  delicious, 
but  the  love  and  friendship  we  have  shared  have 
been  very  special. 

We  have  such  a  close  circle  of  friends:  John 
and  Ruth  Blackburn,  Jean  and  Hugh  Hammond, 
Snick  and  June  Misseldine,  Jim  and  Sadie 
Harrell,  Kiefers,  Tighes,  Mandellas,  Bingos. 
They  are  all  like  brothers  and  sisters.   I  wish 
everyone  could  have  such  friends. 

Since  retirement,  Glade  has  sold  real  estate 
with  Jim  Harrell.   He  has  enjoyed  this  very 
much.   He  always  has  to  be  busy.  Somewhere, 
sometime,  I  started  making  quilts.   I  love  to  sew 
on  the  sewing  machine.   I  made  all  my  girls' 
clothes  and  now  I  piece  quilts  in  my  old  age.   I 
like  to  hand-piece  and  quilting  them  is  great  ther- 
apy.  I  give  them  all  away.  I  have  never  counted 
them,  but  every  year  I  made  a  top  for  the  Relief 
Society.   My  kids  all  have  several  and  I  have 
made  one  for  every  grandchild  when  they  got 
married.   May  my  love  always  enfold  someone. 

In  October  1992,  my  sister  Martha  was  diag- 
nosed with  cancer,  so  we  brought  her  home  to 
stay  with  us.   It  was  so  hard  for  her  to  leave  her 
home  and  sons  and  come  here.   She  was  with  us 
for  six  months.   We  tried  to  make  her  last 
months  as  happy  and  comfortable  as  we  could. 
We  felt  much  love  and  compassion  for  her.  We 
took  her  home  to  Cascade  to  bury  her.  My  sis- 
ter, Tressa,  helped  me  much  in  caring  for  her. 

Blanche,  Reed  and  Tom  have  also  passed 
away.  We  miss  them  all  so  much.   My  brothers 
and  sisters  were  all  a  great  influence  and  I  love 
each  one  for  the  contributions  they  made  in  my 
life.  I  have  always  enjoyed  a  special  relationship 
with  my  sisters,  Jean  and  Tressa.   At  age  ninety, 
Dallas  is  our  patriarch  and  we  love  to  visit  with 
him  and  Agnes. 

"The  Point"  has  been  a  big  part  of  our  lives. 
The  two  acres  we  own  on  Fall  River  is  the  meet- 
ing place  for  family  gatherings  almost  every 
weekend,  weather  permitting.  It's  the  place  for 
family  reunions,  the  camping  place  for  visiting 
relatives.  We  baptized  several  of  our  kids  there. 
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Many  songs  have  been  sung  around  the  campfire 
and  thousands  of  wieners  and  marshmallows 
roasted.  We  have  planted  hundreds  of  trees.   It's 
a  beautiful  place  we  all  love  and  Glade  works  so 
hard  to  keep  it  that  way.   Life  has  been  so  good 
to  us.   I  am  so  grateful  to  have  such  a  good  hus- 
band and  wonderful  children  and  grandchildren 
to  share  it  with. 

By  Katie  Murdoch  Lyon 

Autobiography  of  Glade  Marvin  Lyon 

I  was  born  on  2  September,  1923,  in 
Tetonia,  Idaho.   My  parents  were  John  Taylor 
Lyon  and  Gloy  Opal  Miner.   My  father,  better 
known  as  Jack,  was  the  agent  for  the  Union  Pa- 
cific Railroad.   He  was  born  in  Malta  County, 
Ohio,  on  2  February,  1888.   My  mother  was 
Gloy  Miner,  daughter  of  Andrew  Clinton  Miner 
and  Mette  Ann  Robins.   She  was  born  in  River- 
side, Idaho,  on  28  July,  1901 .   My  sister, 
Carma,  was  born  in  1929,  but  died  from  pneu- 
monia when  she  was  nine  years  old.  My  sister, 
Connie,  was  born  in  1934  and  married  William 
Ralph  Andersen  and  they  have  five  children. 
Dad  had  been  married  and  divorced  before  mov- 
ing to  Idaho  and  had  one  living  son  named  JT, 
born  in  1912.  JT  married  Janie  and  their  only 
child  was  Sharon.   After  Janie  died,  JT  married 
our  cousin,  Lois,  and  then,  after  she  died,  he 
married  Henrietta.   They  now  live  in  San 
Bernardino,  California.   Dad  served  in  the  U.S. 
Army  Signal  Corps  in  World  War  I.   My  grand- 
father, A.C.  Miner,  started  the  first  store  in 
Tetonia  when  the  railroad  first  came  to  Teton 
Basin  about  1910,  so  I  grew  up  in  the  grocery 
business.   I  was  born  in,  and  we  lived  in,  the 
living  quarters  in  the  second  story  of  the  railroad 
depot  in  Tetonia. 

I  lived  the  usual  small  town  life  of  the  time, 
playing  with  toy  cars  in  the  sand  piles  near  the 
railroad,  playing  marbles  and  shooting  home- 
made guns  that  shot  a  rubber  band.   As  I  grew 
older,  I  fished,  shot  ground  squirrels  with  Dad's 
.22  caliber  rifle,  sold  and  delivered  newspapers 
and  magazines  and  played  kick-the-can  around 
the  bonfire.  I  finished  the  eighth  grade  in  our 
three  room  schoolhouse.    Then,  Dad  "bid  in" 
the  agent's  job  in  Sugar  City  and  we  moved  there 
for  my  first  year  of  high  school.  But  Dad  didn't 


like  that  job,  so  in  1938,  he  "bid  in"  the  job  in 
Ashton. 

I  worked  in  some  of  the  stores  in  Ashton  as  I 
attended  high  school,  particularly  the  City  Drug. 
High  school  was  fun  and  interesting.   I  especially 
liked  algebra  and  chemistry.   I  was  editor  of 
Ashton  High  School's  first  yearbook.   I  was 
elected  Senior  Class  president,  a  lifelong  job. 
Did  lots  of  dating  and  dancing. 

I  enrolled  at  the  University  of  Idaho  in  Mos- 
cow, majoring  in  Chemical  Engineering,  in  the 
fall  of  1941 .   I  liked  the  classes  and  the  social 
life.  I  learned  to  play  chess  and  golf  and  ping- 
pong  and  could  usually  pick  up  a  little  pocket 
change  shooting  "pea"  pool.  The  Jap  attack  on 
Pearl  Harbor  threw  college  life  into  an  uproar 
and,  in  November  1942,  I  enlisted  in  the  U.S. 
Army.   They  said  they  might  need  engineers 
worse  than  riflemen,  so  I  wasn't  called  to  active 
duty  until  June  1943.   I  had  three  months  of  in- 
fantry basic  training  at  North  Camp' Hood, 
Texas,  and  a  third  year  electrical  engineering 
course  at  Lehigh  University  in  Bethlehem,  Penn- 
sylvania. There  I  was  close  enough  to  New 
York  City  that  I  got  to  spend  quite  a  little  time 
around  Times  Square. 

After  more  training  at  the  Signal  Corps 
School  at  Fort  Monmouth,  New  Jersey,  I  crossed 
the  Atlantic  on  a  Liberty  Ship  the  first  part  of 
December,  1944.  We  spent  a  couple  of  months 
in  Liverpool,  where  I  learned  to  love  the  operet- 
tas of  Gilbert  and  Sullivan,  then  took  a  troop  ship 
across  the  channel,  a  motor  launch  up  the  Seine 
River  and  a  train  across  France,  riding  in  a  box- 
car marked  "forty  men  or  eight  horses."  I 
helped  set  up  communications  systems  in 
Saarbrucken  and  other  cities  in  Germany  as  the 
war  progressed.   I  was  in  Essen  when  Germany 
surrendered  and  then  we  convoyed  across  France 
and  took  an  ocean  liner  from  Marseilles  through 
the  Panama  Canal  and  on  to  Manila,  arriving 
September  2,  1946,  the  day  the  peace  treaty  with 
Japan  was  signed.  We  were  told  we  would  have 
been  in  the  third  wave  in  the  invasion  of  Japan. 
Dropping  the  atomic  bomb  may  have  saved  my 
life.  A  month  or  so  later,  we  went  to  Japan  on 
an  LST  and  spent  about  four  months  near  Kobe. 
Then  we  went  home  on  a  troop  ship  for  dis- 
charge at  Fort  Lewis,  Washington,  on  February 
14,  1946. 
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Shortly  after  I  got  home,  I  went  into  the  drug 
store  for  a  coke  and  Katie  was  the  soda  jerk.  I 
asked  her  if  she  still  loved  me  and  she  said  she 
did,  so  we  got  married  on  December  1,  1946.  It 
was  the  best  thing  that  ever  happened  to  me. 
Later,  we  were  married  in  the  LDS  temple. 

We  soon  bought  a  basement  house  and,  after 
living  in  it  for  about  four  years,  decided  to  build 
on  up.  I  hired  a  carpenter  and  the  two  of  us 
worked  together  and  finished  the  house.   That 
year,  Jack  was  born.   Two  years  later,  Suzanne 
came  along  and  four  years  after  that  we  got 
Robin  and  finally  four  years  later,  Kathy  joined 
our  family.  They're  all  great  people  and  we  love 
and  enjoy  them  and  our  grandchildren  very 
much.   And  now  we  have  two  brand  new  twin 
great-grand-daughters. 

A  year  before  I  got  home,  my  parents  had 
purchased  a  general  merchandise  store  called 
Ashton  Mercantile  (later  changed  to  "Lyon's"). 
I  had  planned  to  go  back  to  school,  but  it  didn't 
begin  until  fall,  so  I  started  working  in  the  store. 
It  was  difficult  to  find  merchandise  to  sell  since 
the  factories  were  just  getting  started  again  and 
there  was  such  a  backlog  of  orders,  but  we  kept 
trying,  and  were  able  to  keep  going.  Then  Dad's 
asthma  got  worse  and  Mother  took  him  to  Ari- 
zona, but  it  didn't  help  enough,  and  he  died  in 
June,  1947.   That  left  me  to  help  Mother  run  the 
store  rather  than  to  go  back  to  school.  We  were 
able  to  build  the  business  by  trying  new  lines. 
We  sold  shoes,  clothing,  toys,  housewares,  small 
appliances,  large  appliances,  furniture,  radios, 
stereos  and  televisions.  When  Ricks  College 
decided  they  would  become  a  four  year  school,  I 
commuted  by  bus  for  two  years  and  got  my  de- 
gree in  math.  The  business  suffered  because  I 
was  away  so  much,  but  it  soon  recovered  and 
made  us  a  living  for  many  years.  We  had  the 
first  color  TV  set  in  Ashton  and  had  a  crowd  to 
watch  the  Rose  Parade.  We  had  lots  of  pinochle 
parties  with  our  friends. 

I  was  a  partner  in  the  Ashton  IGA  grocery 
store  with  Jimmie  Allison  for  seven  years  and  I 
owned  and  operated  a  convenience  store  called 
the  Orange  Mart  in  St.  Anthony  for  about  twelve 
years.  I  was  president  of  a  corporation  that 
owned  and  operated  the  Ashton  Theater,  along 
with  some  of  our  friends.   I  invested  occasionally 
in  real  estate  and  usually  did  well.   One  of  the 
best  was  Potpourri  Ranch,  a  subdivision  on  the 


Cave  Falls  road.   I  got  a  securities  license  and 
sold  "penny  stocks"  for  a  few  years.   It  was 
great  fun.  I  tried  to  make  a  fortune  in  the  news- 
paper business  with  Jim  Barrett  and  George 
Gregersen,  but  lost  a  lot  of  money  instead.  I  was 
Sunday  School  superintendent  for  a  few  years 
with  Clair  Allison  and  Hugh  Hammond  as  my 
counselors.   I  have  always  been  active  in  the 
American  Legion  and  the  Ashton  Chamber  of 
Commerce.   I  believe  everybody  should  work  to 
improve  their  community. 

Katie  took  care  of  my  mother  at  our  home 
for  several  months  before  her  death  in  Feb- 
ruary, 1989.  We  had  closed  the  store  after 
Christmas  of  1988  and  retired  from  that  busi- 
ness.  I  got  my  real  estate  license  and  enjoy  hav- 
ing something  like  that  to  do  and  the  occasional 
commission  augments  our  income  from  Social 
Security. 

Pets  were  a  big  part  of  our  life  as  our  kids 
grew  up.   We  had  cats;  among  them  a  big  orange 
one  named  Champagne,  and  a  big  black  one 
named  Dover  (short  for  Lover-Dover)  that  would 
ride  around  the  kids  necks  like  a  fur  piece  or 
would  lay  on  the  TV  and  swat  at  the  images  as 
they  moved  by.   We  had  dogs;  Old  Yeller,  But- 
tons, Buster  Keaton,  Honey  Pot,  Fido  and  a  stray 
we  named  Happy  that  everyone  loved.   We  had 
fish;  at  least  2000  guppies  at  one  time  in  a  big 
tank  in  the  basement  and  we  had  AC,  a  my  nan 
bird  mat  we  had  for  23  years  and  that  would 
scream  "Hello"  when  the  phone  rang,  "Hi"  when 
the  door  bell  rang,  or  "What's  Your  Name?" 
when  someone  walked  up  to  his  cage.   We  also 
had  an  assortment  of  small  animals,  wild  and 
domestic,  like  mice,  chipmunks,  hamsters,  rab- 
bits, ducks,  etc.   But  now  we  only  have  Salli  and 
Mandi,  two  salamanders  that  live  in  my  base- 
ment workshop. 

As  our  kids  grew  up,  we  took  many  trips 
around  the  country  with  them,  pulling  a  small 
travel  trailer  and  trying  to  show  them  part  of  the 
world.  Katie  and  I  traveled  extensively  in  Mex- 
ico, mostly  with  Sadie  and  Jim  Harrell,  and 
loved  it.  We  won  a  trip  to  Europe  by  selling  our 
quota  of  RCA  products.  We  visited  England, 
France,  Spain  and  Portugal.  We  drove  to  Que- 
bec with  our  three  daughters,  visiting  friends  and 
relatives  and  historical  points  along  the  way. 
Our  traveling  now  is  mostly  to  the  Point,  a  small 
acreage  at  the  confluence  of  Conant  Creek  and 
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Fall  River,  where  we  have  our  travel  trailer,  to 
burn  a  wiener  for  lunch. 

We've  enjoyed  many  hunting  trips:  with  Bob 
Bean  for  antelope,  with  John  and  Helen 
Davidson  for  antelope  and  moose,  and  with 
Hugh  Hammond  to  get  the  world's  biggest  deer. 
And  especially  the  one  week  camping  trips  in  the 


desert  for  the  last  twenty  years  with  my 
cousin, Velda,  and  her  husband,  Noel  Hill,  for 
sage  grouse. 

My  life  has  been  good;  full  of  good  friends 
and  full  of  love  of  family  and  from  family  and 
with  few  unexpected  problems. 

By  Glade  Marvin  Lyon 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  JackM. 

(2)  Suzanne 

(3)  Robin 

(4)  Kathy 


B-  lOJun  1951 
B- 24  Jul  1953 
B- 02  Apr  1957 

B- 03  Oct  1961 


M  -  29  Sep  1972  to  Cecilia  Anne  Williams 
M  -  24  Oct  1975  to  Larry  Grant  Hamilton 
M  -  18  Jul  1973  to  Verl  Ralph  Miller  (Div) 
M  -  03  Sep  1982  to  Rodolfo  Rivas 
M  -  29  Jul  1983  to  Gary  Steven  Anderson 


Katie  (Murdoch)  and  Glade  Lyon 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  KATHERINE  MEARL  MURDOCH 

and  GLADE  MARVIN  LYON 

1  -  JACK  M.  LYON.    This  is  a  brief  history  of  Jack  M.  Lyon.   My  wife,  Anne,  has  told  about  much  of 
my  life  in  her  history,  so  I'll  just  write  that  I  grew  up  in  Ashton,  Idaho, and  have  many  memories  of  those 
years.   I  was  the  eldest  child  in  our  family  and  I  especially  remember  playing  with  and  tormenting  my 
unfortunate  sisters,  Suzanne,  Robin  and  Kathy,  who  after  these  many  years  claim  to  love  me  in  spite  of 
their  unhappy  childhoods. 

Since  this  book  is  a  history  of  Brigham  and  Luann  Murdoch  and  their  descendants,  I'd  like  to  write  a 
few  things  I  remember  about  Luann,  whom  I  knew  as  Grandma  Murdoch.   Even  when  I  was  quite  young, 
my  mother  let  me  walk  to  Grandma's  house  and  visit  her.   She  had  a  beautiful  flower  garden  and  always 
kept  a  vegetable  garden.   In  the  winter,  she  stored  carrots  in  a  bushel  basket  buried  in  the  ground; 
sometimes  she  would  let  me  help  dig  them  up.   Her  back  porch  always  smelled  like  the  apples  she  had 
picked  from  her  tree  and  stored  there.   I  enjoyed  exploring  the  dark,  mysterious  shed  behind  her  house, 
where  there  was  often  a  litter  of  kittens  to  play  with.   She  cooked  on  a  wood-burning  stove  and  upstairs  she 
had  an  old  trunk  that  looked  like  a  pirate's  chest.   She  also  had  a  wonderful  imagination.   She  had  some 
little  salt  and  pepper  shakers  shaped  like  kerosene  lanterns.   When  I  got  to  eat  with  her,  she  would  light 
them.   Once  I  asked  her  why  some  of  the  leaves  that  had  fallen  on  her  lawn  had  fuzz  on  one  side;  she  told 
me  it  was  so  die  lawn  could  use  them  for  a  blanket  during  the  winter.   She  used  to  read  me  poetry  (I 
particularly  remember  "Little  Orphant  Annie")  and  we  often  had  long,  meandering  conversations. 
Sometimes  she  had  me  tie  the  laces  on  her  thick,  black  shoes  (it  was  hard  for  her  to  bend  over)  and  when 
she  died  I  was  sad.   I  loved  her  and  she  was  always  a  friend  to  me. 

I  remember  being  sick  a  lot  as  a  child.   My  parents,  Glade  Marvin  Lyon  and  Katherine  Mearl 
Murdoch  Lyon,  always  took  good  care  of  me  and  I  learned  to  love  books  while  reading  in  bed.  I'm 
grateful  to  my  parents  for  reading  to  me  when  I  was  little  and  for  always  having  plenty  of  books  around 
the  house.  I  loved  English  during  high  school,  majored  in  it  in  college,  taught  it  after  college  (I  attended 
Ricks  and  BYU),  and  finally  worked  as  an  editor  at  BYU  Press,  then  me  Church  Curriculum  Department 
and  then  Deseret  Book  Company,  where  I  am  now  managing  editor.   Other  things  I  have  enjoyed  include 
art,  music,  magic,  writing,  fishing  and  computers.   I  love  teaching  the  Gospel  Doctrine  class  in  our  ward. 
I  really  enjoy  our  family,  especially  fishing  with  Matt,  speaking  French  with  Rachel  and  talking  and  going 
to  movies  with  Anne.  Life  is  good. 

I  have  learned  that  it's  good  to  work  hard,  that  it's  okay  to  play  sometimes,  that  it's  hard  to  change 
other  people  and  that  it's  possible  to  change  yourself.   Life  is  not  a  popularity  contest,  but  it's  possible  to 
get  along  with  most  people.   God  is  real  and  will  help  you  if  you  let  him.  It's  important  to  take  responsi- 
bility for  the  things  you  want  to  have  happen  in  your  life.   And  finally,  it's  hard  to  beat  the  serenity  prayer: 
"God,  grant  me  the  serenity  to  accept  the  things  I  cannot  change,  courage  to  change  the  things  I  can,  and 
wisdom  to  know 
the  difference". 

Cecilia  Anne  Williams,  wife  of  Jack  M.  Lyon.   This  is  a  brief  history  of  the  life  of  Cecilia  Ann 
Williams  Lyon,  wife  of  Jack  M.  Lyon,  who  was  born  June  10,  1951,  to  Katherine  Mearle  Murdoch  Lyon 
and  Glade  Marvin  Lyon. 

I  was  born  on  November  25,  1951 ,  in  Hays,  Ellis  County,  Kansas,  to  Allie  Rae  Setterington  Williams 
and  Harold  Wayne  Williams.  I  have  a  brother,  Charles  Wayne,  who  is  four  years  older  and  a  sister, 
Susan,  who  is  four  years  younger  than  I  am. 

My  father  worked  for  an  oil  well  servicing  company  during  my  life  at  home  and  we  moved  several 
times  during  my  youth.   My  mother  has  stayed  at  home,  being  a  wonderful  mother  and  wife  and  setting  a 
fine  example  for  me  to  follow.   As  I  mentioned  before,  I  started  off  life  in  Kansas.  When  I  was  a  year  or 
two  old,  we  moved  to  Borger,  Texas,  where  we  lived  until  I  was  six.  At  that  time  we  moved  to 
Farmington,  New  Mexico,  where  I  started  school.  When  I  was  thirteen,  my  dad  was  transferred  to 
Henderson,  Kentucky,  where  we  lived  until  the  summer  between  my  sophomore  and  junior  year  in  high 
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school.   We  lived  there  for  three  years  and  then  moved  to  Wooster,  Ohio.   I  went  to  two  years  of  high 
school  in  Wooster  and  then  went  to  BYU  to  attend  college. 

It  was  during  my  life  at  BYU  that  I  met  Jack  in  the  fall  of  1971 .   We  became  engaged  in  May  of  1972, 
and  were  married  September  29,  1972,  in  the  Provo  Temple.  The  following  year  on  September  14,  our 
daughter,  Rebekah  Anne,  was  born  in  Provo  while  Jack  was  still  attending  BYU.   He  graduated  in  the 
spring  of  1974  and  received  a  teaching  position  near  Bucyrus,  Ohio.   We  moved  to  Ohio  in  August  and  our 
son,  John  Aubrey,  was  born  September  30,  1974.   We  lived  in  Bucyrus  until  July  1976,  when  we  moved 
back  to  Orem,  Utah,  and  Jack  went  back  to  school  at  BYU.  Our  third  child,  Matthew  Williams  Lyon,  was 
born  March  29,  1978,  in  Provo,  Utah.   It  was  during  our  second  time  at  BYU  that  Jack  went  into  the 
publishing  field.   In  September,  1979,  we  bought  our  first  home,  in  Magna,  Utah.   The  following  year,  on 
May  12,  our  fourth  and  last  child  was  born  -  Rachel  Allyn.  We  lived  in  Magna  for  eleven  years  and  are 
now  living  in  West  Valley  City  -  both  cities  are  on  the  west  side  of  the  Salt  Lake  Valley. 

Jack  and  I  have  had  twenty-tfiree  happy  years  together  and  have  raised  four  happy  children  that  we  are 
so  proud  of.  Since  my  birthday  (November  25,  1995),  our  lives  have  taken  a  new  and  exciting  turn.  We 
are  now  the  proud  grandparents  of  two  cute  little  baby  girls,  Abbie  and  Brynn,  born  on  my  birthday! 
What  fun  times  ahead! 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Rebekah  Anne 

(2)  John  Aubrey 

(3)  Matthew  Williams 

(4)  Rachel  Alynn 


B-  14  Sep  1973 
B- 30  Sep  1974 
B- 28  Mar  1978 
B-  12  May  1980 


M  -  21  Jan  1994  to  Robert  Daniel  Anderson 


Jack  and  Anne  (Williams)  Lyon 


John,  Rebekah,  Matt  and  Rachel 
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1  -  Rebekah  Anne  Lyon  Anderson.  The  daughter  of  Jack  and  Anne  Lyon,  she  was  born  September 
14,  1973,  in  Provo,  Utah.  She  is  the  oldest  child  in  her  family  with  two  younger  brothers  and  a  sister. 
She  graduated  from  Hunter  High  School  in  1991. 

Rebekah's  husband,  Robert  Daniel  Anderson,  was  born  on  July  23,  1972,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
He  grew  up  in  West  Valley  City  with  two  older  brothers  and  two  younger  sisters.  He  graduated  from 
Cyprus  High  in  1990  and  served  a  mission  for  the  LDS  Church  in  Copenhagen,  Denmark,  from  1991 
to  1993. 

Rob  and  Rebekah  met  during  high  school.  They  were  good  friends  and  wrote  to  each  other  during 
Rob's  mission.  When  he  came  home,  they  fell  in  love  and  were  married  January  21,  1994,  in  the  Salt 
Lake  Temple. 

Rob  is  currently  working  for  GHK  Services  and  is  a  student  at  the  Salt  Lake  Community  College, 
majoring  in  Biology.  Rob  and  Rebekah  were  blessed  with  twin  daughters,  Abbie  Katelyn  and  Brynn 
Noelle,  born  on  their  grandmother's  (Anne's)  birthday,  November  25,  1995. 

CHILDREN: 


(1)  Abbie  Katelyn 

(2)  Brynn  Noelle 


B- 25  Nov  1995 
B-25  Nov  1995 


Rebekah  (Lyon)  and  Robert  Anderson 
Brynn  and  Abbie 


2  -  John  Aubrey  Lyon.  He  was  born  September  30,  1974,  in  Bucyrus,  Ohio,  where  his  parents, 
Jack  and  Anne  Lyon,  were  living  while  Jack  taught  high  school  in  that  area.  John  grew  up  loving  to 
play  and  have  fun  and  those  are  the  things  he  still  most  likes  to  do.  John  attended  various  elementary 
schools  and  spent  his  high  school  years  at  Hunter  High  School  in  die  Salt  Lake  City  area.   He  has 
always  been  a  gifted  artist;  many  of  his  sketches  and  paintings  are  strange  and  surreal.   He  enjoys 
listening  to  music,  particularly  loud,  modern  music,  and  his  family  and  friends  love  him  for  his  fun- 
loving,  easy-going  manner.  John  is  currently  working  in  telemarketing  in  Salt  Lake  City. 
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3  -  Matthew  Williams  Lyon.  I  was  born  in  Orem,  Utah,  on  March  29,  1978.  My  parents  are  Jack 
M.   and  Cecilia  Anne  Lyon.   I  already  had  two  older  siblings,  John  and  Rebekah.   A  year  later,  we 
moved  to  Magna,  Utah,  where  we  lived  for  eleven  years  before  moving  to  West  Valley  City,  Utah,  in 
1 990.  I  am  currently  a  senior  at  Hunter  High  School  with  a  cumulative  GPA  of  3.7.  I  plan  to  go  to 
college  after  graduating  from  high  school.   My  interests  are  fly  fishing,  fly  tying  and  hunting.   I  have 
my  own  business  manufacturing  company  and  sell  fishing  flies.   I  am  also  getting  very  close  to 
completing  my  goal  of  earning  my  Eagle  Scout  award. 

4  -  Rachel  Allyn  Lyon.    I  was  born  May  12,  1980,  to  Cecilia  Ann  Williams  Lyon  and  Jack  M. 
Lyon.   I  was  born  in  the  LDS  hospital  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.   I  have  a  sister,  Rebekah  Ann  Lyon 
Anderson,  and  two  brothers,  John  Aubrey  Lyon  and  Matthew  Williams  Lyon.   My  grandparents  are 
Katherine  Mearle  Murdoch  Lyon,  Glade  Marvin  Lyon,  Allie  Rae  Setterington  and  Harold  Wayne 
Williams.   I  have  a  3.972  GPA  in  high  school  and  I  enjoy  playing  the  violin  and  speaking  French.   At 
school  I  am  a  member  of  the  Hunter  High  School  French  Club  and  history  honors  program.  In  my 
freshman  year,  I  won  awards  for  literature,  outstanding  third-year  French  student  and  master  orchestra 
artist.   I  like  listening  to  all  kinds  of  music  and  I  enjoy  spending  time  with  my  new  nieces.  I  can't  wait 
until  I  get  my  driver's  license  and  get  a  job. 


2  -  SUZANNE  LYON  HAMILTON.  Looking  back,  I  have  a  collection  of  illuminations  and  shadows, 
some  actual  memories,  while  others  are  prepared  visual  representations  my  mind  has  demanded  for  those 
things  I  should  remember  but  don't.   One  event  that  has  both  elements  is  my  birthday,  being  a  holiday  and 
all,  July  24,  1953.  I  wondered  for  some  time  why  other  people  didn't  get  parades  and  carnivals  on  their 

birthdays.  Every  year,  my  mother  would  say,  "I  remember  what  I  was  doing  on  this  day many 

years  ago,"  and  doors  would  open,  casting  slivers  of  light  across  the  years. 

When  I  was  born,  my  parents  had  finished  building  an  upper  story  to  their  basement  house  smack  in 
the  center  of  Ashton.   There  I  joined  my  older  brother,  Jack.   He  was  round  and  freckled  and  often  caused 
me  distress,  bom  intentional  and  unintentional.   Once  when  he  was  chasing  me,  he  slipped  on  a  throw-rug 
and  slammed  into  the  side  of  the  piano,  breaking  his  nose.   I  mink  he  still  blames  me.   It  was  because  of 
his  allergic  reactions  to  fur  and  feathers  that  we  had  to  give  away  our  canary,  named  after  Perry  Como. 
Jack  had  rheumatic  fever  and  while  he  was  bed-ridden,  I  told  him  stories  about  the  baby-nice  Dee-Dees 
who  lived  under  the  couch  and  their  hero- warrior,  Jacky- Wacky. 

I  wasn't  overly  impressed  when  my  sister,  Robin,  was  born  in  1957  although  I  thought  her  name  was 
classy.   All  of  us  girls  only  had  a  first  and  last  name  so  they  had  better  be  good,  I  figured.   For  being  four 
years  apart,  Robin  and  I  actually  grew  up  closely.   I  was  innocent  and  naive  and  she  was  mature  and 
fearless  so  we  managed  to  merge  our  relationship  somewhere  between  us.  We  liked  to  leg  wrestle  and 
sleep  out  in  the  backyard  with  the  Harris  kids  when  we  were  little  and  we  pretty  much  did  the  same  when 
we  were  older. 

Kathy's  birth  in  1961  enraged  me.  We  had  planned  to  travel  to  California  but  Mom's  pregnancy 
delayed  the  trip  for  a  year.   I  swore  I  would  never  even  touch  that  baby.   What  really  happened  was  that  I 
took  ownership  of  her.   I  tended  her,  played  with  her  and  protected  her  from  Robin's  wrath.   I  am  sure 
that  in  my  senility,  I  will  confuse  her  with  my  daughter,  Wren.   Robin  and  I  loved  to  dress  her  up  like  a 
princess  in  a  rhinestone  tiara  and  pack  her  into  our  wagon,  ripping  around  the  block  with  her  as  if  someone 
was  trying  to  kidnap  her  and  her  fate  rested  in  our  hands. 

From  the  time  Dad  decided  that  we  should  see  the  world,  we  did,  at  least  as  far  and  as  often  as  we 
could  stand  with  four  kids  in  a  station  wagon  and  a  10-foot  camp-trailer.   They  were  all  the  best  trips; 
California,  Oregon,  Canada,  Arizona,  Ohio,  Pennsylvania.   Dad  would  yell,  "Scribe!"  and  I  would  write 
the  journals  and  read  the  maps  that  took  us  into  new  worlds.   Often  we  would  travel  with  our  cousins,  the 
Andersens.  We  adopted  Sallie  Andersen  Calder  as  our  sister  because  she  only  had  brothers  and  we  needed 
one  more  sister. 
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From  my  parents,  I  am  drenched  in  ancestry.   My  mother,  Katherine  Mearl  Murdoch  Lyon,  is  the 
daughter  of  a  Scottish  line  whose  grandfather's  claim  to  fame  is  that  he  was  almost  a  sheepherder  for 
Brigham  Young.   I  remember  Grandma  Louannie  Murdoch  well;  her  garden  was  huge  and  she  worked  in 
it  using  a  crutch  for  support.   I  got  to  stay  with  her  sometimes  and  she  gave  me  homemade  bread  with 
apple  butter  on  it  for  breakfast  and  let  me  play  with  the  wooden  blocks  in  a  box  under  her  treadle  sewing 
machine.   She  grew  pygmy  ears  of  corn  that  she  kept  in  her  root  cellar  out  in  her  garden  and  would  let  me 
eat  as  many  as  I  wanted.  I  remember  how  she  would  crochet  doilies  and  pin-cushion  covers  while  she 
watched  "her  programs"  in  the  afternoon  and  I  could  pick  leaves  off  the  money  tree  in  her  yard  or  look  for 
robin  eggs. 

My  father,  Glade  Marvin  Lyon,  is  a  mixed  bag.  His  Mormon  mother,  Gloy  Miner,  was  the  daughter 
of  a  Tetonia  merchant  who  was  swept  off  her  feet  by  an  older,  divorced  depot  agent  from  the  midwest.  If 
it  weren't  for  him,  I  would  squirt  Mormonism  when  squeezed. 

The  elementary  school  building  I  attended  no  longer  exists  but  it  had  once  been  the  high  school.  It  had 
tight  rows  of  desks  bolted  in  a  continuous  strand  on  wooden  runners.  Miss  Mary,  my  cousin,  was  my 
second  grade  teacher  and  still  teaches  there.   My  friends  varied  with  the  years  but  consistently  James  and 
Lecia  Harris,  our  neighbors,  were  always  around.  We  played  'horses'  for  hours  and  spent  most  of  the 
time  describing  our  fine  equine  features.   Sometimes  we  had  prepared  philosophical  discussions  when  we 
solved  the  religious  and  political  dilemmas  of  the  world.   My  cousin,  Gerrianne  Murdoch,  was  also  a 
consistent  friend  and  one  of  the  few  people  I  was  allowed  to  go  with  for  sleep-overs. 

I  was  the  smallest  person  in  junior  high  school  and  my  PE  teacher,  Lyle  Hossner,  would  run  out  on  the 
court  with  a  chair  for  me  to  stand  on  when  it  was  my  turn  to  shoot  in  basketball  lay-ups.   My  best  friend 
was  Kathy  Hoskins  whose  horse  I  fell  from.  I  wore  a  face-sized  scab  to  school  for  weeks.  She  didn't  like 
me  much  after  that. 

I  named  myself  the  tap-dance  queen  of  North  Fremont  High  School  and  took  pride  in  the  fact  that  I 
was  the  only  hippie  in  Ashton.  I  was  also  active  in  the  Ski  Club,  the  Honor  Society,  Pep  Club,  Thespians, 
Wacky  Racer's  Fan  Club,  Speech  and  Debate  and  editor  of  the  school  newspaper.   I  went  skiing,  dancing 
and  to  the  Blackfoot  Fair  with  my  friends  Johnny,  James  and  Joe  in  my  1962  Morris  Oxford  or  Joe's  1967 
Mustang.  Kathy  Wynn  was  my  best  friend  and  we  shared  boyfriends  and  secrets  until  I  left  for  BYU  in 
1971. 

Dad  wanted  me  to  major  in  business  and  become  an  executive  secretary,  but  I  flunked  shorthand 
before  it  became  obsolete,  so  I  majored  in  English.  Wally  Johnson,  a  high  school  teacher,  had  made  me 
believe  I  could  write  and  I  did  so  with  a  vengeance.   I  had  a  few  things  published  and  won  a  few  contests 
in  fiction  and  play  writing  before  I  moved  on  to  marriage  and  family. 

I  had  always  believed  in  boyfriends,  but  Larry  Hamilton,  a  southern  California  immigrant,  was  the 
one  I  chose  to  marry  on  Oct.  24,  1975,  at  the  Flat  Rock  Club  at  Mack's  Inn,  Idaho.  Uncle  Tom,  the 
caretaker  there,  married  us.   It  made  us  get  serious  about  graduating  and  about  being  poor.   Larry  worked 
full-time  at  a  gas  station  and  I  worked  part-time  as  a  dog-groomer  and  together  we  made  $250  a  month. 
Our  rent  and  utilities  were  $100  a  month. 

Ryan  Taylor  was  born  May  13,  1976,  just  two  weeks  after  we  graduated  from  BYU.  He  cried  for 
eight  months.  We  lived  at  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  at  the  Point  that  first  summer  and  told  about  living  in  the 
wilderness  to  our  friends  that  winter  when  we  moved  to  Carlsbad,  California.  We  wanted  to  live  near  the 
beach  and  Larry  looked  for  an  art  teaching  position.  But  in  the  spring  of  1977,  Fall  River  REC  offered 
him  permanent  employment  back  in  Ashton  and  we  took  it. 

We  lived  in  a  little  white  house  at  the  edge  of  town  and  while  Larry  moved  up  from  gopher  to  Staff 
Engineer,  I  worked  as  a  reporter  and  later  as  a  clerk  at  Lyon's  Store  and  had  more  babies.   Aaron  Lyon 
was  born  May  12,  1978,  and  Emily  Wren  was  born  June  26,  1981 .   I  loved  our  home  there  for  1 1  years. 
Next  to  us  were  cows,  horses,  a  frog  pond  and  the  Tetons.   I  baby-sat  Mandy  Harding  those  years  and  she 
and  Wren  are  still  good  friends. 

Things  began  to  change  for  us  in  the  late  1980s.   First  I  went  to  work  full-time  at  the  Youth  Services 
Center  in  St.  Anthony  and  then  later  went  back  to  school  at  Idaho  State  University  for  my  teaching 
certificate.   Mom  had  always  tended  my  kids  and  she  didn't  fail  me  now.   In  the  summer  of  1988  Larry's 
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mother,  Evangeline,  died  in  San  Bernardino,  California.  Then  we  sold  our  home  and  began  a  two-year 
search  for  a  larger  home  while  we  rented  a  small  house  near  Main  Street.  I  started  teaching  at  South 
Fremont  Junior  High  two  days  after  graduation.   Early  that  winter,  Dad  sold  Lyon's,  a  family  gathering 
place  for  years.  Then  Grandma  Lyon  died  in  February,  1989.   All  these  changes  in  just  a  few  months 
were  difficult  and  it  wasn't  until  we  bought  a  house  again  in  August,  1990,  and  I  began  teaching  sixth 
grade  in  Ashton  that  we  began  to  feel  settled  again. 

I  renewed  my  activity  in  the  Church  about  this  time.   I  am  presently  Spiritual  Living  teacher  in  the 
Relief  Society  and  over  the  years  have  served  as  first  counselor  in  the  Primary,  Young  Women's  teacher, 
librarian,  Primary  secretary  and  nursery  leader. 

Education  has  always  been  important  to  me.   I  completed  a  Master's  Degree  in  English  from  Utah 
State  University  in  July,  1996.   I  commuted  to  Logan  two  summers  to  work  on  it.   I  am  so  appreciative  of 
the  support  of  my  family  as  I  pursue  my  own  goals. 

Our  kids  are  growing  up  and  away  now.  Ryan  is  on  a  mission  in  North  Carolina,  Aaron  is  a  senior  in 
high  school  and  Wren  is  a  sophomore.  They  are  all  developing  their  own  interests.   Ryan  wants  to  work 
in  broadcast  journalism,  Aaron  is  interested  in  art  and  music  and  Wren  is  an  athlete  and  animal  lover. 

I  have  been  so  fortunate.   I  have  had  a  near-perfect  life,  filled  with  love  and  strength  and  opportunity 
and  lacking  hardships  and  pain.   My  memories,  for  the  most  part,  are  patches  of  light,  their  brightness 
illuminating  the  present  and  future  with  love. 


Larry  Grant  Hamilton,  spouse  of  Suzanne  Lyon.  I  was  born  on  March  20,  1951 ,  to  Lynn  Lewis 
Hamilton  and  Evangeline  Cicelia  (Schloemer)  Hamilton  in  San  Bernardino,  California.   I  attended  school 
there.   My  parents  were  divorced  and  my  dad  died  when  I  was  eleven. 

I  married  Suzanne  Lyon  in  1975  and  we  both  graduated  from  Brigham  Young  University  in  1976.  We 
live  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  where  we  have  raised 
our  family:  Ryan  Taylor,  born  1976;  Aaron 
Lyon,  born  in  1979;  and  Emily  Wren,  born 
1981 .   I  have  worked  at  Fall  River  Rural  Elec- 
tric since  1976. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ryan  Taylor 

(2)  Aaron  Lyon 

(3)  Emily  Wren 


B-  13  May  1976 
B-  12  May  1979 
B-26Jun  1981 


Back  (L  to  R):  Emily,  Suzanne  (Lyon), 
Front  (L  to  R):  Aaron,  Larry  Hamilton,  Ryan 
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1  -  Ryan  Taylor  Hamilton  .  I  was  born  on  May  13,  1976,  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  the  son  of  Larry 
Grant  and  Suzanne  Lyon  Hamilton.   I  lived  in  Ashton  the  first  summer  of  my  life  at  the  Point  in  Uncle 
Tom's  Cabin.   My  parents  said  I  cried  for  the  first  8  months  of  my  life. 

We  moved  to  Carlsbad,  California  that  November  and  lived  there  for  about  7  months  while  Dad 
looked  for  work  as  an  art  teacher.  We  moved  back  to  Ashton  in  May,  1977,  and  I  celebrated  my  first 
birthday  in  our  new  house  on  the  southeast  corner  of  town.  We  lived  there  for  1 1  years.   It  was  great, 
right  next  to  a  frog  pond  and  it  had  big  trees.  Dad  and  Grandpa  built  us  kids  a  tree  house  and  we  had 
numerous  pets  and  good  times  there. 

My  brother,  Aaron  Lyon,  was  born  May  12,  1979,  and  it  always  bugged  me  that  his  birthday  was 
before  mine,  even  though  I  was  older.   Emily  Wren,  my  sister,  was  born  June  26,  1981 . 

I  went  to  elementary  school  there  and  was  a  member  of  several  4-H  clubs  and  youth  sports  groups. 
I  went  to  North  Fremont  High  School  where  I  was  a  member  of  the  award-winning  yearbook  staff.  I 
attended  American  Legion  Boy's  State  and  the  REC-sponsored  Youth  Rally  and  was  selected  to  attend 
Youth  Nation  in  Washington,  DC.  I  met  a  lot  of  people  and  the  experiences  I  had  opened  my  eyes  to 
the  world.   I  served  as  North  Fremont  student  body  secretary  and  also  secretary  of  the  Idaho  State 
Technology  +  Student  Association.   I  was  active  in  different  sports  during  this  time  and  played 
basketball,  baseball,  skateboarding  and  skiing.   A  lot  of  my  time  was  spent  working  on  the  plays  that 
our  school  produced  and  I  had  parts  in  The  King  and  I;  Hello,  Dolly  and  Damn  Yankees. 

I  worked  for  three  summers  as  a  lifeguard  at  the  Ashton  City  Pool  and  also  worked  for  local 
newspapers,  writing  the  high  school  news,  and  for  local  potato  farmers  during  spud  harvest.   I  earned 
enough  money  one  year  to  buy  a  1971  VW  bug  that  my  dad  and  I  restored.   I  was  also  employed  as  a 
sports  cameraman  for  Channel  8  News  in  Idaho  Falls  and  traveled  to  area  high  schools  filming 
sporting  events  with  Kelly  Carr,  the  newscaster. 

I  attended  Rick's  College,  where  I  majored  in  Broadcast  Communications  and  kept  working  for 
Channel  8.  I  also  joined  a  comedy  troupe  called  Wigs  and  did  stand-up  and  impromptu  comedy.  I 
even  won  some  contests.  My  roommates  included  Sean  Stohl,  David  Luke  and  Andy  Whitely.  They 
were  with  me  at  1  a.m.  when  I  broke  my  collar  bone  jumping  off  a  sand  dune  on  finals  week. 

In  1990  we  moved  to  our  home  four  miles  south  of  Ashton.   I  became  very  active  in  our  ward 
there  and  in  July,  1995,  I  left  for  the  Charlotte  North  Carolina  Mission  where  I  am  presently  serving. 

1  work  hard  each  day  and  look  forward  to  a  successful  mission. 

2  -  Aaron  Lyon  Hamilton.    I  was  born  on  May  12,  1979,  to  my  dad,  Larry  Hamilton,  and  my 
mom,  Suzanne  Lyon  Hamilton,  in  the  local  hospital  of  Ashton,  Idaho.   I  then  met  my  older  brother, 
Ryan,  who  was  3  years  older  than  I.   People  say  I  was  a  cute,  happy,  fat  little  boy.  Two  years  after 
my  womb  experience,  my  sister  Emily  (known  to  most  as  Wren)  was  born. 

We  lived  in  a  nice  little  house  on  the  far  outside  of  Ashton.  I  loved  to  play  and  catch  frogs  in  the 
pond  that  was  in  a  field  near  our  house  and  I  also  liked  to  play  with  my  neighbors.   I  started  kindergar- 
ten at  age  five  at  Ashton  Elementary  School.   After  completion  of  grades  kindergarten-sixth  grade,  I 
then  moved  up  to  North  Fremont  Jr.   High  school. 

I  was  involved  in  basketball  with  a  special  job  of  warming  the  bench  for  the  starting  team,  but  I 
didn't  mind  my  special  job  too  much.   After  graduating  from  Jr.  High  I  then  moved  up  again  in  North 
Fremont  Sr.  High  School.   I  have  always  done  above  average  in  my  grades  and  have  enjoyed  school 
most  of  the  time.   My  freshman  year  I  was  class  president.   After  ninth  grade  I  became  a  sophomore 
and  was  class  vice-president.   I  also  was  involved  in  making  the  yearbook.   In  yearbook  I  got  to  go  to 
Sun  Valley  and  Park  City,  Utah  to  compete.   Presently  I  am  a  senior  and  am  involved  in  the  Scholastic 
Team  and  as  Art  Editor  for  a  school  magazine. 

After  graduation  from  high  school  I  plan  to  further  my  education  at  Boise  State  University  or  some 
other  state  college.   I  plan  to  go  into  a  field  of  art  of  some  sort,  but  my  mind  is  not  completely  made 
up. 
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3  -  Emily  Wren  Hamilton.     My  name  is  Emily  Wren  Hamilton.   I  was  born  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  June 
26,  1981 ,  and  have  been  living  here  all  my  life.   My  parents  are  Larry  and  Suzanne  Hamilton.  When 
I  was  2,  I  had  three  major  accidents:  I  cut  off  the  top  of  my  ring  finger,  but  it  grew  back;  I  broke  my 
arm  while  flying  off  the  end  of  the  couch,  but  it  grew  back  together  and  I  tried  to  give  our  new  dog  a 
kiss,  but  he  bit  me  instead.  Last  summer,  I  broke  8  bones  in  my  foot  while  playing  basketball.   I  was 
in  a  cast  for  8  1/2  months. 

My  mom  tended  Mandy  Harding  when  I  was  little  and  we  are  still  good  friends.   Some  of  my 
other  good  friends  are  Brooke  Cikaitoga,  whom  I  went  to  preschool  with  for  2  years  and  is  also  my 
second  cousin,  and  Jennifer  Amen. 

I  have  always  loved  animals  but,  since  we  have  moved  four  miles  south  of  town  we  have  had  3 
dogs  and  2  cats.   Now  I  have  Mickey,  my  Long-Haired  Chihuahua,  who  won  last  year  in  the  Mutt 
Races  at  the  Ashton  Dog  Derby  and  took  Grand  Champion  at  the  Fremont  County  Fair  two  2  years 
ago. 

We  usually  go  on  vacation  every  year,  sometimes  to  California  to  visit  our  relatives  and 
sometimes  to  Oregon  or  Washington.  We  haven't  gone  on  a  big  trip  for  two  years,  not  since  Ryan 
went  on  his  mission  to  North  Carolina. 

Some  of  my  favorite  things  to  do  are  to  play  basketball,  go  shopping  with  all  my  friends,  go 
bowling  with  Brooke  and  just  go  to  someone's  house  to  watch  a  movie.   I  had  a  part  in  the  chorus  of 
"Music  Man"  last  year  and  am  in  "My  Fair  Lady"  this  year. 


3  -    ROBIN  LYON  RIVAS.  I  was  born  in  Ashton,  Idaho  on  April  2,  1957.  My  parents  are  Glade 
Marvin  Lyon  and  Katherine  Mearl  Murdoch  Lyon.   I  was  raised  in  Ashton  in  a  home  that  my  father  built 
and  lived  a  very  happy  childhood.   My  parents  provided  me  with  all  the  love  and  material  things  I  ever 
needed  or  wanted. 

My  father  owned  and  operated  Lyon's  Store,  a  department  store  that  sold  everything  from  televisions 
to  shoes.   He  also  had  other  businesses  over  the  years,  including  two  grocery  stores  and  a  movie  theater.   I 
worked  in  most  of  the  businesses  at  one  time  or  another. 

My  dad  was  a  good  father  and  provider.  He  has  always  tried  to  teach  us  all  he  could  about  everything. 
He  is  intelligent  and  knowledgeable  and  has  always  taken  a  lot  of  time  to  talk  to  me  and  my  siblings.  He  is 
a  kind  and  loving  person  and  always  honest.  He  tried  his  best  to  show  us  the  world. 

We  were  very  fortunate  to  have  our  mother  stay  at  home  with  us.   My  childhood  memories  of  her  are 
of  constantly  cooking  or  sewing  or  reading  huge  stacks  of  books  to  me.   She  always  kept  a  clean  and 
beautiful  home.   She  also  helped  out  at  the  store  once  in  a  while  and  at  Christmas  time  in  the  "Toy land" 
basement.   Later  when  we  were  grown  she  worked  part  time  on  a  regular  basis.   She  has  made  many, 
many  beautifully  hand-pieced  quilts  and  given  them  all  away  to  family  and  friends.   She  is  a  gentle,  giving 
person. 

I  am  the  third  child  born  of  four  children.   First  born  was  Jack,  our  only  brother,  six  years  older  than 
I.   He  is  a  knowledgeable  person  with  a  love  for  reading  and  music.   He  could  always  play  many  musical 
instruments  by  ear  and  played  in  bands  when  young.   Suzanne  was  second  born.   Four  years  older  than  I 
and  always  the  responsible  one.   She  is  intelligent  and  loves  to  read  and  learn.   I  always  knew  she  would 
be  there  to  take  care  of  me. 

Then  I  was  born.   I  was  the  odd-ball.   The  one  always  in  trouble.   Quick  to  anger  and  quick  to 
forgive.   Quick  to  act  and  pay  the  consequences  later.   I've  been  told  I  laugh  too  much.   I  like  to  be  silly. 
I  love  art,  poetry  and  all  kinds  of  music.   I  love  being  with  my  family.   I  enjoy  making  dolls  and  sculpting 
but  I  never  have  the  time. 

Katliy  was  born  four  years  later.   We  all  adored  her.   She  is  quiet,  gentle  and  bright  and  continues  to 
surprise  us  with  her  independence.   In  contrast  to  her  manner,  she  likes  to  do  tilings  like  sky-diving  and 
bungee-jumping. 
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Both  of  my  grandfathers  died  before  I  was  born,  but  I  did  have  both  of  my  grandmothers.  Grandma 
Murdoch  died  when  I  was  five,  but  I  still  have  good  memories  of  the  times  I  spent  with  her:  her  modest 
home,  her  wood-burning  cook  stove  and  rice  with  warm  milk  and  sugar. 

Grandma  Lyon  lived  until  1989.   She  was  a  good  person  and  lived  the  laws  of  the  Church  to  the  letter. 
She  set  a  good  example  for  all  of  us.  She  was  a  wonderful  cook.  Her  specialties  were  apple  cobbler,  rolls 
and  pies.  In  the  last  months  of  her  life  she  lived  with  Mom  and  Dad.  The  night  before  she  died  I  sat  on 
the  floor  at  her  feet  and  held  her  hand.  We  had  a  long  talk  about  death.  I  miss  her. 

During  my  childhood  we  enjoyed  many  family  trips.  Many  times  we  pulled  our  little  travel  trailer 
behind  the  station  wagon.   Sometimes  our  Andersen  cousins  accompanied  us.  Those  times  were  especially 
fun.   We  have  remained  close  to  mem,  especially  to  Sallie.  We  love  her  like  a  sister  and  try  to  have  a 
sister  reunion  every  year  at  her  home  in  Sandy,  Utah. 

Other  trips  we  took  were  to  Canada,  Mexico,  New  York  City  and  the  eastern  states.  We  also  went  on 
numerous  memorable  trips  to  Newport,  Oregon,  where  we  spent  our  annual  potato  harvest  vacations.  We 
always  reserved  the  same  rooms  at  the  Waves  Motel  and  spent  hour  after  hour  searching  for  agates  and 
treasure  on  the  chilly  October  beaches. 

In  June  of  1994,  we  all  went  to  Washington  for  a  Lyon  reunion.  We  stayed  a  few  days  at  Kathy's  in 
Bremerton  and  then  stayed  in  condominiums  on  the  beach  at  Ocean  Shores.   The  Andersens  all  came  too. 
Mom  and  Dad  paid  for  rooms  for  everyone.  My  daughter,  Melanie  and  Kathy's  daughter,  Katie,  were 
baptized  there  in  the  ocean,  surrounded  by  curious  sea  lions.  We  had  a  nice  program  of  prayers,  songs 
and  musical  numbers,  as  we  sat  on  driftwood  log  "benches". 

We  also  have  spent  a  lot  of  time  at  "The  Point" ,  a  small  piece  of  land  a  few  miles  from  Ashton  that 
runs  along  the  river  where  Conant  Creek  joins  it.  Dad  bought  it  from  my  Uncle  Tom  Murdoch.  There  we 
turned  weeds  and  sagebrush  into  a  thing  of  beauty.  Our  love  for  each  other  found  a  sort  of  foundation 
there.  It's  a  place  that  I  truly  believe  is  blessed.  Perhaps  from  the  many  blessings  offered  there  over 
burnt  wienies  and  pot-lucks,  or  maybe  from  the  many  baptisms  performed  there  in  its  swimming  hole.  It 
can  be  felt  especially  on  starry  nights  when  our  harmonic  voices  gather  around  the  fire  to  sing  songs 
passed  down  to  us  by  generations  now  gone,  but  not  gone  far. 

At  eight  years  of  age,  I  was  baptized  into  the  Mormon  Church  by  my  father  in  Conant  Creek.  It  was 
in  April  and  still  cold.  The  mud  came  up  above  my  knees.  I  was  confirmed  immediately  after  on  the 
tailgate  of  our  station  wagon  by  my  Uncle  Tom.  I  have  great  memories  of  my  Uncle  Tom  and  Aunt  Alta 
and  the  days  and  nights  I  spent  with  them  and  my  cousin,  Jan  Atchley,  at  the  Flat  Rock  Club  in  Island 
Park.   They  were  the  caretakers  there. 

I  attended  Ashton  schools  and  had  good  friendships  with  Shawna  Harris,  Trish  Renard,  Ramona 
Richey  and  Glenda  Maupin.  We  spent  a  lot  of  time  dragging  Main  Street  in  my  car,  Morris  Oxford,  with 
our  beloved  dog,  Happy,  running  along  behind  or  riding  inside.   Dad  got  the  car  for  me  and  my  sisters. 
He  traded  a  television  for  it.  I  also  spent  many  days  swimming  at  the  power  dam  and  riding  horses  every 
chance  I  got. 

At  age  15  I  fell  in  love  and  at  16  I  was  married  to  Verl  Ralph  Miller  on  July  18,  1973,  in  the  Provo 
Temple.  During  the  first  years  of  our  marriage  we  lived  in  an  8'  x  40'  trailer  in  Chester.  We  grew 
potatoes  and  raised  sheep,  steers  and  an  occasional  pig  against  my  will.  We  also  had  a  few  dairy  cows.  I 
loved  my  chickens  and  my  bum  lambs.  I  took  many  walks  to  the  river  with  my  dogs,  cats  and  lambs 
following  behind.   I  loved  it  there.  We  were  happy.  Verl 's  parents,  R.D.  and  Darlene,  were  good  to  me. 
We  ate  many  meals  at  their  home,  mostly  huge  pancake  breakfasts. 

Almost  four  years  after  our  marriage  our  son,  Cody  Verl  Miller,  was  born.   He  was  born  in  Ashton 
on  January  14,  1977.   Nineteen  months  later  Scott  Lyon  Miller  was  born  on  August  18,  1978,  also  in 
Ashton.  They  were  our  little  cowboys  and  loved  to  help  their  dad.  Verl  was  a  good  father  and  husband. 
Those  were  among  the  happiest  days  of  my  life.   After  nine  years  of  marriage,  due  to  my  own  mistakes 
and  immaturity,  we  were  divorced.   That  was  the  most  unhappy  and  sad  time  of  my  life.   The  boys  and  I 
moved  to  Rexburg  for  a  while  and  lived  in  an  apartment.  The  boys  stayed  with  me  during  the  week  and 
with  their  father  on  weekends. 
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On  September  3,  1982,  I  married  Rodolfo  Rivas,  a  Mexican  immigrant.  He  spoke  little  English.  We 
bought  a  trailer  and  lived  in  Ashton.  I  don't  know  how  we  ever  survived.  Between  the  different  cultures, 
languages  and  religions,  it  was  difficult.  But  we  were  determined  to  make  it  work.  It  didn't  take  long  for 
me  to  learn  the  Spanish  language.  We  didn't  have  much  money  and  we  ate  a  lot  of  beans  and  venison. 
Rodolfo  worked  wherever  he  could,  logging  or  in  the  potatoes.  I  worked  as  an  aide  at  school  for  $2.85  an 
hour.  I  later  worked  as  the  migrant  education  instructor  for  Spanish  children.  Mom  unselfishly  baby-sat 
my  children  for  free. 

We  had  two  beautiful  daughters,  Maria  Hilary,  born  September  23,  1982,  and  Melanie,  born  on 
March  26,  1986.  Maria  looked  like  her  father  and  Melanie  took  after  me.  I  loved  to  dress  them  up  and 
comb  their  long  hair  into  pony  tails  and  braids.  Their  brothers  were  good  to  them  and  most  of  the  time 
they  got  along  well  with  each  other. 

We  took  a  trip  to  California  in  December  of  1986.  We  took  the  kids  to  Tiajuana,  Mexico,  also.  We 
went  to  El  Palo  Verde,  Sinaloa,  Mexico  in  1989  to  meet  Rodolfo' s  mother,  Celia  Rivas,  and  his  family  for 
the  first  time.   They  had  a  very  simple  way  of  life,  carrying  water  on  their  heads  from  a  spring  and 
washing  clothes  by  hand.   They  had  no  electricity  and  cooked  over  a  fire.  They  were  all  very  kind  to  us 
and  offered  us  whatever  they  had.  We  have  gone  back  since  then  and  Rodolfo 's  mother  has  also  come  to 
see  us  numerous  times. 

In  1984  we  bought  a  house  one  block  away  from  Mom  and  Dad.   They  loaned  us  the  money  for  the 
down  payment.   It  has  been  nice  to  be  so  close  to  them.  The  kids  visit  them  almost  daily.  We  love  this 
house  and  although  it's  small  and  old,  it  has  character.   Soon  after  we  bought  it,  I  started  a  home  Day- 
Care  and  now,  almost  twelve  years  later,  I  am  still  doing  it.  It  has  been  a  challenge  for  my  "family,  but  it 
has  been  a  way  for  me  to  provide  for  them  and  be  able  to  stay  at  home. 

Rodolfo  has  worked,  mostly  logging  for  various  logging  companies.   A  few  years  ago  he  started  his 
own  logging  business  and  has  done  well.  He  has  always  been  very  hard  working  and  never  likes  to  be 
idle.  He  loves  the  forest  and  wildlife.  He  has  a  good  sense  of  humor  and  likes  to  tease. 

At  present,  Cody  is  a  freshman  at  Ricks  College  and  lives  in  Rexburg.   He  is  planning  on  going  on  a 
mission  next  summer.   He  has  made  many  friends  at  school.   He  loves  to  ski,  hunt  and  camp.   He  has 
been  a  good  student.   Scott  is  a  senior  in  high  school.   He  is  planning  on  going  to  Ricks  College  next  year 
and  then  on  a  mission.   He  likes  hunting,  bowling  and  camping  out.   He  also  likes  music. 

Maria  is  in  7th  grade.   She  loves  to  play  basketball  and  is  on  the  school  girl's  team.  She  helps  me  a  lot 
at  home  and  with  the  Day-Care.   She  has  many  friends.   Melanie  is  in  4th  grade.   She  loves  to  read.   She 
spends  a  lot  of  time  at  Grandma  and  Grandpa's  house  and  has  made  a  quilt  with  Grandma's  help.   Grandpa 
has  taught  her  computer  skills.   She  also  helps  me  a  lot  and  loves  to  cook. 

I  am  happy  and  at  peace  with  myself  and  my  life.   I  love  my  family  more  than  anything.   I  know  God 
has  blessed  us  and  that  he  continues  to  do  so. 

Rodolfo  Rivas,  spouse  of  Robin  Lyon,  (written  December  1995).   I  was  born  in  El  Jaguey,  Sinaloa, 
Mexico  on  April  27,  1947,  to  Anselmo  and  Celia  Rivas.   I  was  the  fifth  child  born  of  eight  children.   My 
father  had  two  other  sons  from  a  previous  marriage  and  brought  one  of  mem  with  him  to  my  mother.   Two 
other  sons  were  born  later  to  my  mother  and  her  second  husband. 

I  was  born  in  a  small  home  made  of  palm  leaves  and  sticks.   My  mother  was  alone  when  I  was  born. 
We  lived  on  a  small  remote  ranch.   Its  beautiful  surroundings  of  plush  green  forests  and  rivers  and  streams 
lay  at  the  feet  of  towering  mountains. 

At  age  three  we  left  our  home  and  moved  to  Baja,  California,  for  five  years.   There  I  had  to  help  my 
parents  pick  cotton.   I  remember  crying  because  my  bare  feet  were  cold  and  sore.   We  later  moved  back 
to  our  home  in  El  Jaguey.   We  were  poor  but  had  the  necessities.   We  all  worked  hard  and  were  always  up 
before  sunrise  to  herd  cattle  or  clear  the  ground  for  planting.   We  planted  twice  a  year,  July  and 
November.   We  grew  corn,  beans,  onions,  tomatoes,  cabbages  and  sesame  seeds.   We  would  load  die 
produce  on  our  burro  and  walk  two  hours  to  town  to  sell  it  door  to  door. 
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When  we  weren't  working,  we  loved  to  swim  in  the  river  around  the  waterfall  and  look  for  fresh 
water  shrimp  that  were  sometimes  up  to  one  foot  long.  We  also  enjoyed  the  fruit  that  grew  wild  and 
would  eat  to  our  hearts  content  while  it  was  in  season. 

My  father  died  when  I  was  ten  years  old.  He  suffered  a  long  lingering  illness.  We  were  told  his 
illness  was  caused  by  a  black  magic  spell  cast  upon  him  by  his  enemies.   My  mother  was  devastated  but 
strong.   I  was  no  longer  allowed  to  go  to  school  because  I  had  to  work.  Life  quickly  became  more 
difficult.   Many  nights  we  went  to  bed  hungry. 

My  mother  started  sewing  for  people  and  became  a  midwife  for  local  women.   One  night,  she  and  her 
sister  went  to  help  a  woman  who  bore  twin  baby  girls.   The  woman  died  shortly  after  the  births,  but  before 
she  died  she  made  my  mother  and  her  sister  promise  to  raise  the  babies.  My  mother  took  one  and  her 
sister  took  the  other.  The  father  of  the  babies  had  too  many  other  small  children  and  felt  he  couldn't  keep 
them.   So  the  baby  my  mother  brought  home  became  our  sister.   Another  mouth  to  feed.   But  we  all  loved 
her. 

I  remember  once  my  mother  brought  home  a  little  piece  of  candy  and  she  carefully  cut  it  into  tiny 
equal  pieces  and  divided  it  among  us.  We  had  no  electricity  nor  running  water.   We  cooked  over  a  fire. 
When  times  were  hard  I  was  sent  away  to  work  for  other  people.   The  little  bit  I  was  paid  was  sent  to  my 
mother.   I  was  never  allowed  to  sleep  indoors. 

My  mother  remarried  but  was  unable  to  have  us  with  her.   She  moved  to  the  home  of  her  new  husband 
in  El  Palo  Verde.   My  older  sisters  became  our  care  givers  and  we  took  care  of  each  other  there  in  our 
little  house  of  palm  leaves.   During  mis  time,  once  in  the  rainy  season,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  we 
heard  the  swelling  river  coming  as  the  rain  poured  down.  We  climbed  to  the  top  of  a  nearby  hill  and 
watched  as  our  house  and  everything  we  owned  was  washed  away.  We  went  to  my  mother's  house  and 
she  had  no  choice  but  to  take  us  in. 

At  21  years  of  age,  I  married  Maria  Chavez.  We  had  eight  children.   The  first  child,  a  son,  died  at 
age  one.   I  made  a  house  of  bricks,  close  to  my  mother's  house.   I  made  the  bricks  myself.   My  mother's 
second  husband  died  but  half  of  us  were  grown  by  then.   My  brother,  Guillermo,  and  I  started  a  business 
providing  music  for  weddings  and  parties  to  the  surrounding  ranches.  We  purchased  a  record-player  and 
generator  and  our  mules  would  carry  us  to  our  destination. 

My  brothers,  Guillermo  and  Trinidad,  and  I  made  yearly  trips  to  the  U.S.  to  try  to  find  work.   I 
picked  peaches,  apricots  and  lemons.   I  also  worked  one  season  in  strawberries  in  California  and  got 
chemical  poisoning  from  the  pesticides.   I  almost  died.  Another  time  I  crossed  the  desert  on  foot  and 
almost  died  of  thirst.  When  I  was  finally  offered  water  I  couldn't  swallow  because  my  tongue  was  too 
swollen. 

We  heard  about  logging  in  Idaho.  We  went  and  quickly  learned  the  skills  of  sawyers.  We  earned 
more  money  than  we  ever  thought  possible.   It  was  hard  being  so  far  away  from  home  for  the  better  part 
of  each  year  and  my  wife  and  I  were  later  divorced.   I  bought  mem  a  good  home  in  the  city  and  I  have 
always  supported  all  my  children  the  best  I  could.   I  also  have  three  other  children  who  have  been  raised 
by  my  mother. 

On  September  3,  1982,  I  married  Robin  Lyon.   We  bought  a  trailer  and  lived  in  Ashton.   Robin 
worked  as  an  aide  in  the  grade  school  and  I  worked  logging  or  in  potatoes.   We  had  two  beautiful 
daughters,  Maria  Hilary  and  Melanie.   Robin's  boys,  Cody  and  Scott,  also  lived  with  us.  We  bought  a 
house  close  to  Robin's  parents,  Glade  and  Katie.   They  have  been  very  good  to  me  and  I  appreciate  all 
they  have  done. 

We  have  traveled  to  Mexico  a  few  times  to  see  my  mother  and  she  tries  to  come  see  us  every  summer 
when  her  health  is  good.  My  five  oldest  children  came  to  live  with  us  for  a  period  of  three  to  four  years. 
Some  returned  to  Mexico  and  others  have  stayed  and  live  here  on  their  own  now.  A  few  years  ago  I 
started  my  own  logging  business  and  Robin  has  had  a  Day  Care  in  our  home  for  eleven  years.  I  like  the 
forest  and  like  to  work,  hunt,  cross  country  ski  and  travel.   I  enjoy  the  time  I  spend  with  my  family. 
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CHILDREN :    ( 1 )  Verl  Ralph  Miller 

(1)  Cody  Verl  Miller  B  -  14  Jan  1977 

(2)  Scott  Lyon  Miller  B  -  18  Aug  1978 

CHILDREN:    (2)  Rodolfo  Rivas 

(3)  Maria  Hilary  Rivas  B  -  23  Sep  1982 

(4)  Melanie  Rivas  B  -  26  Mar  1986 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Cody  Miller,  Maria  Rivas,  Scott  Miller 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Rodolfo  Rivas,  Robin  (Lyon),  Melanie  Rivas 


1  -  Cody  Miller.  I  was  born  on  the  14th  day  of  January,  1977,  to  my  father,  Verl  Miller,  and  my 
mother,  Robin  Lyon.  I  was  born  in  the  town  of  Ashton.  I  lived  in  Chester  for  the  first  years  of  my 
life.   My  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Miller  lived  in  Chester  and  my  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Lyon  lived  in 
Ashton.  I  remember  after  church  running  across  the  street  to  my  grandparents'  home. 

When  I  was  about  5  or  6  my  parents  got  a  divorce  and  since  have  both  remarried.   My  father 
married  Candy  Howells  and  my  mother  married  Rodolfo  Rivas.  Both  of  whom  I  love  a  lot.  Having 
two  sets  of  parents  has  been  cool,  especially  around  Christmas  and  birthdays.  I  lived  in  Rexburg  after 
Ashton.   I  don't  remember  much  about  Rexburg,  but  a  few  years  later  I  moved  back  to  Ashton  and 
started  school.  I  lived  a  few  blocks  away  from  school  and  I  remember  once  walking  to  school  and  I 
played  a  little  as  I  walked  and  when  I  got  there  it  was  already  first  recess  so  I  just  played  at  recess 
also.  I  think  my  favorite  elementary  teacher  was  Mrs.  Keck  in  the  4th  grade.   I'm  not  sure  why,  but  I 
think  it  was  because  she  was  so  nice.  That  year  I  was  in  "gifted  and  talented"  and  I  went  to  Boise  to  a 
competition  and  had  a  lot  of  fun. 

In  junior  high  I  had  tons  of  fun.   I  had  a  PE  class  everyday  and  an  arts  class.   It  was  just  cool.  In 
junior  high  was  when  I  shot  my  first  deer.  I  had  been  hunting  all  day  with  my  dad  and  my  brother, 
Scott.  We  had  no  luck  so  we  started  home.  Scott  and  I  fell  asleep  in  the  truck  and  my  dad  drove  up 

531 


on  some  deer.  So  he  woke  us  up  and  we  got  out  and  both  shot  one.  Mine  was  a  lot  bigger  than 
Scott's.   I  guess  that  just  reflects  who's  the  best  hunter. 

As  a  freshman  in  high  school,  I  got  a  driver's  license  and  I  bought  my  first  car.   It  was  a  tan 
Maverick.   My  freshman  year  I  was  in  TSA  "Technology  Student  Association."    We  went  to  Boise  to 
compete  and  have  fun.  We  stayed  there  three  days  and  just  played.   As  a  sophomore  I  was  on  the 
scholastic  team.  That  year  I  also  bought  my  snow  machine.  It  was  a  blue  Kawasaki  Invader.  That 
year  I  sold  the  Maverick  and  bought  a  red  Dodge  Omni.  I  worked  at  Dave's  IGA  and  then  that 
summer  I  picked  peas  for  a  job. 

During  my  junior  year  in  high  school  I  quit  my  job  and  just  played.   I  had  so  much  fun.   My 
friends,  Zach,  Kalani,  Shay  and  Matt,  would  go  camping  with  me  all  the  time.  We  would  hunt  ducks 
and  have  lots  of  fun.  That  year  I  had  a  blue  Pinto.  I  think  my  parents  got  sick  of  me  buying  so  many 
cars.   During  my  junior  year  I  was  secretary  for  the  TSA  and  we  also  went  to  a  competition  that  year. 
That  summer  I  had  lots  of  fun.   The  first  part  of  the  summer  I  went  to  Boy's  State  and  learned  a  lot 
about  the  government.   Then  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Lyon  picked  me  up  and  we  went  to  Portland  and 
met  up  with  my  parents  and  Hamiltons.   After  a  few  days  in  Portland  we  went  to  Seattle  and  stayed 
with  Kathy  and  Steve.  We  then  went  to  the  beach  and  spent  three  days  there.   I  also  got  to  baptize 
Melanie  in  the  ocean.   It  was  real  neat. 

My  senior  year  was  my  best  year  of  high  school.   I  had  easy  classes  and  played  a  lot.   I  learned  to 
down-hill  ski  mat  year.   I  also  learned  to  telemark.   So  my  friend,  Zach,  and  I  would  go  skiing  every 
day  down  the  Ashton  Hill.   That  year  I  also  met  my  friend,  Patrick.   He  was  from  Slovakia.   He  was 
an  exchange  student.   We  became  good  friends.  We  went  to  Lagoon  for  our  Senior  Sneak  and  I  had  a 
lot  of  fun.  Patrick  is  home  now  and  hopefully  I  will  be  able  to  see  him  again. 

This  last  summer,  the  summer  after  I  graduated,  I  moved  to  Rexburg.   I  have  had  the  best  time 
ever  down  here.   Except  that  I  miss  my  family.   I  took  classes  in  the  summer  and  worked  for  Ricks 
College  as  a  janitor.   I  met  my  best  friend,  Scott,  at  work  with  me  and  we've  had  so  much  fun 
together.   At  the  first  of  the  summer  my  friend,  Chad  Allen,  and  I  drove  to  Casper  Wyoming  to  see 
my  favorite  band  "Pearl  Jam."    It  was  real  cool. 

Later  that  summer  I  went  on  a  road  trip  with  my  friend,  Scott.  We  drove  a  total  of  3,600  miles. 
The  route  consisted  of  Rexburg  to  Salt  Lake  to  Reno,  where  we  spent  a  couple  of  days,  then  to 
Yosemite  National  Park.  We  spent  three  days  there  and  we  hiked  up  Half  Dome  which  was  an  18 
mile  hike.   After  Yosemite  we  drove  to  San  Jose,  California,  and  stayed  with  some  friends.   After  San 
Jose  we  drove  to  Seattle  with  quite  a  few  stops  in  between.  There  we  stayed  with  Kathy  and  Steve  and 
had  fun  in  Seattle.   After  Seattle  we  drove  straight  home.   Out  trip  lasted  eleven  days  and  was  well 
worth  it. 

Now  I  am  just  going  to  school  and  getting  straight  A's.   I  only  wish.   I  spend  time  studying  and 
dating.   That  takes  up  most  of  my  time.   I  am  looking  forward  to  ski  season  and,  in  five  months,  a 
mission.   I  have  a  total  of  4  brothers  and  2  sisters;  Scott,  Logan,  Weston,  Wyatt,  Maria  and  Melanie. 
They  have  all  been  great  siblings.   I  would  have  to  say  I  have  done  the  most  with  my  brother,  Scott, 
because  he  is  so  close  in  age.  That  is  the  extent  of  my  life  history.  Hopefully  the  future  holds  great 
things  in  store. 

2  -  Scott  Lyon  Miller.  I  was  born  on  August  18,  1978,  in  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital  in  Ashton, 
Idaho.   I  was  born  to  Verl  Ralph  Miller  of  Chester,  Idaho  and  Robin  Lyon  Miller  from  Ashton.  I 
have  one  brother  who  is  a  year  and  a  half  older  than  I.  We  lived  in  a  trailer  house  in  Chester  just 
seven  miles  from  Ashton.  We  had  some  barns  which  held  pigs  and  chickens.  My  dad  worked  for  his 
father,  helping  out  with  the  farm. 

When  I  was  three  or  four  years  of  age  my  parents  decided  to  divorce.   Shortly  after,  my  mom  was 
married  to  Rodolfo  Rivas  who  was  from  Mexico.   My  dad  was  married  to  Candyce  Howells  of 
Rexburg,  Idaho.   My  brother  and  I  lived  with  my  mom  in  Ashton  on  the  weekdays  and  my  dad  in 
Rexburg  on  weekends,  which  is  the  way  it  still  is.  In  Ashton  we  lived  in  a  trailer  house,  but  after  a 
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couple  of  years,  we  moved  a  block  away  to  a  two  story  house  that  I  still  live  in  now.   After  living  in 
Rexburg  for  a  few  years,  we  moved  back  to  Chester  on  a  farm. 

I  started  kindergarten  when  I  was  five  years  old.   In  second  grade  I  was  in  the  operetta  and  I  was 
a  potato  and  my  brother.   In  third  grade  I  was  a  skunk.   In  fourth  grade  I  was  in  the  "Gifted  and 
Talented"  group  at  school.   However,  I  didn't  appreciate  this  club  much.   I  felt  I  just  had  more  home 
work  to  do  so  I  decided  to  quit.   In  sixth  grade  I  decided  to  join  the  wrestling  team.   I  didn't  win  one 
match,  but  once  I  did  get  a  third  place  medal  because  there  was  only  three  people  in  my  weight  class. 
The  next  year  I  went  across  the  street  to  North  Fremont  Junior  High.  In  seventh  grade  I  started 
working  at  the  Frostop,  a  local  burger  joint,  as  a  waiter.   I  worked  there  for  a  year,  only  making 
$2.50  per  hour.   In  eighth  grade  I  played  on  the  basketball  team.   I  got  to  play  about  five  game 
minutes  all  year.   The  next  year  I  started  going  to  class  on  the  other  side  of  the  school  as  a  high  school 
student. 

When  I  was  a  freshman,  my  brother  and  I  went  together  investing  in  a  calf.  Each  year  we've  used 
the  profits  to  buy  our  own  calves,  I  now  own  sixteen  calves.   In  tenth  grade  I  started  working  as  a  dish 
washer  at  an  old  folks  home  in  Ashton,  which  is  where  I  still  work.   The  summer  after  my  junior  year 
I  went  to  Boys  State  in  Boise.  It  was  a  lot  of  fun  there  learning  how  the  government  worked.   I  am 
currently  a  senior  in  North  Fremont  High  School  and  I  have  just  joined  the  Scholastic  Team.  My 
brother  is  now  a  student  at  Ricks  College  majoring  in  electrical  engineering.   I  plan  to  do  the  same 
with  money  from  my  sixteen  calves,  but  I  don't  know  what  I  want  to  go  into  yet.   That's  my  life. 

3  -  Maria  Hilary  Rivas.  I  was  born  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  on  September  23,  1982,  to  Rodolfo  Rivas  and 
Robin  Lyon.   I  have  one  sister  and  two  half-brothers.  I  also  have  five  more  half-brothers  and  five 
half-sisters. 

My  first  home  was  a  trailer  in  Ashton.  When  I  was  about  six  months  old  I  moved  to  a  house  one 
block  away,  where  I  still  live.   My  father's  name  is  Rodolfo  Rivas.   He  is  a  Mexican.   He  works  very 
hard  as  a  logger.   I  love  him  so  much!   My  mothers  name  is  Robin  Lyon  Rivas.   She  is  a  babysitter. 
She  takes  care  of  many  children.   I  love  her  very  much!   My  brother's  name  is  Cody  Miller;  he  is  five 
years  older  than  I  am.   He  is  going  to  Ricks  College  and  he  has  many  friends.   My  other  brother  is 
Scott  Miller.  He  is  a  senior  in  high  school.  He  is  seventeen.  He  also  has  many  friends,  and  likes  to 
hang  out  with  a  band  called  "Melven's  Fliers."    I  have  one  sister  named  Melanie  Rivas.  She  is  very 
nice!  We  do  a  lot  of  things  together.  She  likes  to  read  and  loves  to  go  to  my  grandparents'  house. 

I  am  in  the  seventh  grade  and  I  am  having  a  great  time.  I  have  many  friends.   I  have  been  in  lots 
of  plays  and  have  been  on  many  trips  with  my  family.   One  of  my  very  first  trips  was  to  Disneyland;  it 
was  so  much  fun!   I  have  gone  to  Utah  a  dozen  times.  I  have  gone  to  Mexico  two  times,  one  time  to 
visit  my  Grandma  Celia.  They  have  no  bathrooms  and  you  have  to  carry  water  on  your  head.   But  it 
is  so  much  fun  there.   I  love  my  Grandma  Celia. 

Last  summer,  all  the  Lyon  family  went  to  a  reunion,  to  Gitchee  Gummee.   My  grandparents  paid 
for  every  thing.   My  grandparents  always  do  every  thing  for  me.   I  love  them  very  much. 

I  was  in  a  lot  of  plays  in  school.  The  first  play  I  was  in  was  the  second  grade  operetta.   I  was 
Miss  Washington.   I  danced  with  Bruen  Cordingley  (George  Washington).  In  the  fifth  grade  I  was  a 
pilgrim,  in  a  Thanksgiving  play.   In  the  sixth  grade  I  was  in  a  play  called  "Rock  On."    I  was  also  in 
the  Ashton  Christmas  Program.   I  said  a  speech  about  Christmas  in  Mexico.   I  have  had  a  great  life 
and  many  great  memories! 

4  -  Melanie  Rivas.  I  was  born  at  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital  March  26,  1986,  to  Rodolfo  Rivas  and 
Robin  Lyon  Rivas.  My  mother  and  I  stayed  at  my  grandparents'  house  for  three  days.   My  father, 
Rodolfo,  is  a  Mexican  immigrant.   He  has  his  own  logging  business.   My  father  and  I  go  fishing 
together  sometimes.   He  likes  to  play  with  me.   My  father  is  a  very  loving  person. 

My  mother,  Robin,  has  taught  me  many  things.  She  has  a  home  Day  Care.  I  am  very  lucky  to 
have  a  mother  like  her.  My  oldest  brother,  Cody,  has  moved  away  and  goes  to  Ricks  College.  He 
loves  it  there.   My  brother  wishes  to  go  on  a  mission  some  day.  I  wish  the  best  for  him.   Next  came 
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my  other  brother,  Scott.  He  is  in  the  12th  grade  and  is  saving  up  to  go  to  college  next  year.  He  works 
at  the  nursing  home.   He  is  a  very  kind  brother.   After  that  came  my  sister,  Maria.   We  have  many 
wonderful  times  together.  Maria  is  in  7th  grade  and  just  loves  it.  She  is  a  very  kind  and  loving 
person. 

Then  came  myself,  Melanie  Rivas.  I  am  in  4th  grade,  I  am  9  years  old.   My  hobbies  are 
basketball,  swimming,  riding  bikes,  reading  and  cooking.  When  I  was  8  years  old  I  got  baptized  in  the 
ocean  by  my  brother,  Cody.  My  cousin,  Katie,  and  I  were  baptized  together  and  when  we  went 
under,  sea  lions  swam  around  us.  We  had  a  very  nice  service.   My  mother  gave  us  each  a  shell  full  of 
lots  of  things.  We  also  got  dried  flowers,  a  starfish  and  Katie  gave  me  a  poem  called  "My  Three 
White  Dresses." 

I  have  only  gone  to  Mexico  once  to  visit  my  Grandma  Celia.   She  has  no  bathroom.  When  we  go 
there  we  eat  delicious  sugar  cane.  They  have  no  electricity  so  she  uses  lanterns. 

We  live  one  block  away  from  our  grandparents.  My  grandpa  has  taught  me  many  computer  skills. 
My  grandpa  is  a  real  estate  agent.  He  also  likes  to  work  in  his  garage.  His  favorite  color  is  blue.  He 
has  lions  all  over  his  house  because  his  last  name  is  Lyon. 

My  grandparents'  house  always  smells  of  homemade  bread,  because  my  grandma  always  makes 
homemade  bread.  She  has  made  many  beautiful  handpieced  quilts.  She  has  taught  me  how  to  quilt. 
She  has  helped  me  make  my  own  handpieced  quilt.  I  have  had  a  wonderful  life  and  I  know  God  has 
blessed  it. 


4  -  KATHY  LYON  ANDERSON.  I  have  a  happy  childhood  memory  of  sitting  on  the  front  steps,  the 
security  of  home  at  my  back,  the  world  before  me.   Every  year,  the  Oriental  Poppies  that  grew  beside  the 
front  steps  would  blossom  in  a  flurry  of  color,  then  lose  their  petals.  The  seed  pods  would  become  dry 
and  brittle.   Then  my  mother  would  join  me  on  the  steps.   Together  we  would  break  off  the  seed  pods  and 
shake  the  tiny,  hard,  round  seeds  back  to  the  soil  below,  thus  reassuring  their  continued  growth.   Yet  to 
me  it  was  mere  sensory  pleasure,  the  bright  afternoon  sun,  warm  companionship  and  the  soft  rhythmic  ch, 
ch,  ch  sound  of  the  shaking  seeds  as  I  pretended  to  pepper  the  stew. 

That  was  the  home  of  my  childhood.   I  was  the  fourth  and  last  born  to  Glade  and  Katie  Lyon  of 
Ashton,  Idaho.  They  had  lived  in  that  home  beside  the  poppies  ten  years  already  by  the  time  I  was  born, 
October  3,  1961 ,  and  have  been  there  34  years  more.   It  is  still  a  happy  place,  as  full  of  love  as  a  puppy 
and  as  inviting  as  a  flower  garden.   A  place  to  refuel  on  bread  fresh  from  the  oven,  before  venturing  into 
the  world  beyond. 

After  graduating  from  North  Fremont  High  School  in  1979,  I  ventured  as  far  as  Ricks  College, 
graduating  from  mere  in  1981 .   I  started  at  BYU  in  October  1982,  with  big  dreams  of  becoming  a  travel 
agent  in  order  to  more  conveniently  see  the  world.   That  same  week  I  met  a  pleasant  young  man  in  a 
trigonometry  class,  who  became  my  best  friend.   We  were  married  July  29,  1983,  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple.  His  name  is  Gary  Steven  Anderson  (or  just  Steve)  and  he  is  a  wonderful,  caring,  fun-loving 
husband  and  father.  We  graduated  together  from  BYU  in  April  1988,  he  in  Mechanical  Engineering  and  I 
in  English.  Those  were  years  of  struggling  through  difficult  classes  and  less  than  ideal  living  conditions, 
yet  we  were  happy.   The  joy  of  study  and  learning  and  the  blessing  of  being  together  were  greater  than  the 
difficulties. 

I  worked  during  those  years  for  a  company  which  made  educational  software.   I  really  enjoyed  the 
work  and  could  have  continued  working  after  our  graduation,  but  I  chose  to  stay  at  home  and  be  a  full-time 
mommy.   Our  first  beautiful  daughter,  Katie,  had  been  born  May  22,  1986,  in  Payson,  Utah.  Steve  found 
employment  at  Puget  Sound  Naval  Shipyard  in  Bremerton,  Washington,  so  we  left  behind  the  college  life 
and  moved  to  the  great  northwest.  We  love  the  mountains,  the  greenery  in  the  scenery  and  the  proximity 
of  the  Pacific.   Our  second  lovely  daughter,  Leah,  was  born  here  on  August  21 ,  1988. 

We  bought  our  first  real  home  at  1913  Snyder  Ave.   in  Bremerton,  in  January  1990.   Two  wonderful 
sons  have  joined  our  family.  Joseph  was  born  on  Nov.    1 1 ,  1990,  and  Gary  on  Dec.  27,  1993.  We  await 
the  birth  of  another  child  in  the  spring  of  1996.  These  are  years  of  struggling  through  the  difficulties  of 
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work,  home,  church  and  parenting  responsibilities.   But  the  joys  of  growth  and  learning  and  the  blessings 
of  being  together  far  outweigh  the  burdens.   The  poppies  grow  on  the  south  side  of  our  home.   Sometimes 
1  join  the  children  in  breaking  off  the  dry  pods  and  enjoying  the  ch,  ch,  ch  sound  as  we  pepper  the  stew. 

Gary  Steven  Anderson,  husband  of  Kathy  Lyon  (January  1996).    On  May  26,  1960,  Gary  Anderson 
and  Sally  Fahsholtz,  must  have  been  very  relieved  that  the  cast  put  on  my  foot  was  the  only  complication 
with  my  birth  because  my  older  brother,  Danny,  had  been  stillborn  three  years  earlier.    My  sister,  Laura 
Anne,  was  born  almost  two  years  later  on  April  1,  1962.  She  told  me  a  few  days  ago  she  has  always  liked 
being  an  "April  Fool's  Baby"  (nobody  forgets  her  birthday!).   Mom  was  tall,  with  dark  hair  and  brown 
eyes.  To  me  she  was  the  most  beautiful  lady  in  the  world.   My  dad  became  a  painter  and  rode  motorcy- 
cles.  They  were  divorced  when  I  was  four.   Laura  and  I  lived  with  my  mom  in  Salem,  Oregon. 

Mom  remarried  when  I  was  about  eight.  Jim  Myers  was  younger  than  Mom  and  didn't  deal  well  with 
an  instant  family.   We  moved  from  job  to  job  and  school  to  school  for  a  few  years.  Jim  mostly  worked  in 
saw  mills.   Laura  and  I  were  our  own  best  friends.  We  settled  in  Eugene,  Oregon,  and  tried  to  buy  a 
house.   Unfortunately,  the  house  was  condemned  so  we  bought  another  house  in  Santa  Clara,  Oregon. 
Then  Mom  was  divorced  again.   I  wasn't  nearly  as  sad  about  it  as  she  was. 

I  joined  the  Webelos  and  played  Little  League  baseball.   In  the  6th  grade  I  met  Russell  Eyre,  a  person 
who  would  change  my  whole  life.   We  spent  that  year  playing  tag  on  the  bars,  jogging  in  the  mornings 
with  his  dad,  building  forts  and  climbing  trees  in  the  "Forest"  near  our  house.   Later  I  realized  he  was  a 
"Mormon"  and  that  it  was  important  to  him. 

One  day,  a  friend's  parents  offered  me  a  ride  home  from  track  practice.   They  told  me  my  mom  had 
been  in  a  car  accident  on  the  way  home  from  work  and  was  hurt  pretty  bad.  When  we  got  to  my  house, 
there  were  lots  of  people  and  policemen.   My  sister  was  at  a  neighbor's  house.   I  had  to  tell  her  Mom  was 
gone.   Laura  and  I  went  to  live  with  our  dad  and  his  family  in  Salem  after  the  funeral. 

Dad  and  Pauline  had  been  married  about  five  years  and,  besides  her  son  and  two  daughters,  they  had 
Danny,  our  half  brother.   It  was  like  a  dream,  having  enough  money.  I  didn't  know  what  it  was  like  for 
someone  in  the  family  to  earn  more  than  minimum  wage.   My  step  brother,  Frank,  was  my  age  and  we  did 
everything  together.   Dad  even  bought  two  used  motorcycles  for  us  and  the  three  of  us  would  go  riding  on 
logging  roads. 

Pauline  didn't  like  the  way  Dan  let  Laura  get  away  with  things  so  she  packed  up  "her  kids"  and  moved 
to  Minnesota  and  soon  they  were  divorced.  Dad  later  married  Yvonne  Harrison.  With  her  three  children 
we  had  a  large  family  again. 

One  summer,  Russ  and  I  took  the  bus  to  Utah  and  went  on  a  BYU  survival  course.  I  spent  a  few  days 
all  alone  with  nothing  to  do,  but  read  the  Book  of  Mormon.  After  I  got  back  the  Eyres  sent  the  missionar- 
ies to  teach  me.  I  was  baptized  in  March,  1974. 

Russ  and  I  were  roommates  at  BYU  our  freshman  year.  I  started  in  Electrical  Engineering  and  had  an 
Air  Force  ROTC  scholarship.   I  loved  that  year  at  BYU!   I  worked  as  a  river  guide  on  the  Salmon  River  in 
Idaho  that  summer  and  returned  home  for  a  few  months  before  I  left  to  serve  a  mission  in  the  jungles  of 
Bolivia.   I  enjoyed  learning  Spanish  and  had  more  Bolivian  companions  than  "Gringos."    My  mission 
experiences  shaped  my  life  and  nothing  else  I  could  have  done  would  have  been  so  valuable  to  me. 

I  was  back  at  BYU  within  a  week  after  I  returned  from  Bolivia  in  December,  1981 .   I  was  taking  a 
ousy  trigonometry  class  for  the  third  time  when  I  met  a  cute  and  lively  girl  named  Kathy  Lyon  the  fall  of 
1982  and  soon  discovered  what  a  wonderful  person  she  was!  She  almost  beat  me  on  that  trig  final.  We 
were  engaged  that  spring  and  I  went  to  California  for  the  most  miserable  couple  of  months  of  my  life, 
trying  to  sell  books  and  missing  her.  We  were  married  July  29,  1983,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple. 

Katie  was  born  May  22,  1986.   It  was  a  real  struggle,  but  even  working  full  time  and  being  pregnant 
with  Leah,  Kathy  managed  to  graduate  with  me  April  1988;  she  in  English  and  I  in  Mechanical  Engineer- 
ng.  We  celebrated  by  going  to  Mazatlan  for  a  week  and  then  moved  to  Bremerton,  Washington  where  I 
lad  a  job  at  Puget  Sound  Naval  Shipyard. 

Leah  was  born  August  21,  1988,  Joseph  was  born  November  1 1 ,  1990,  and  Gary  ,  Jr.  was  born 
December  27,  1993.   Now  life  is  hectic  but  going  well  as  I  work  at  the  shipyard  and  serve  as  scoutmaster 

535 


for  three  wards.  Kathy  serves  as  Stake  Primary  president  and  teaches  our  children  at  home.  We  will  have 
another  child  in  March,  1996,  so  then  our  minivan  and  all  our  bedrooms  will  be  full.   I  guess  that's  the 
mark  of  an  engineer  -  efficiency! 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katie  Michelle 

(2)  Leah  Jane 

(3)  Joseph  Lyon 

(4)  Gary  Steven 

(5)  Salem  Rose 


B  -  22  May  1986 
B-21  Aug  1988 
B-  11  Nov  1990 
B- 27  Dec  1993 
B  -  12  Mar  1996 


Back  (L  to  R):  Kathy  (Lyon),  Katie,  Steve  Anderson 
Front  (L  to  R):  Leah,  Salem  Rose,  Joseph,  Gary 


1  -  Katie  Anderson.  I  was  born  the  22  of  May  in  1986,  at  Payson  Utah.  About  two  years  later  we 
moved  to  Bremerton,  Washington.  Before  we  moved,  my  mom  got  pregnant  with  Leah.  She  was 
born  on  August  21 ,  1988.  Two  years  later  Joseph  came  along  on  November  1 1 ,  1990.  When  Joseph 
was  about  two  years  old,  we  went  to  Disneyland.  Joseph  was  too  young  to  go  to  Disneyland,  so  he 
had  to  stay  with  Aunt  Wanda  who  lives  near  Disneyland.  In  fact,  that  is  where  we  all  stayed. 

About  one  year  later,  in  December,  1993,  Gary  was  born.  When  Gary  was  three  months,  old  we 
drove  to  Washington  D.C.  and  lived  there  for  two  months.  We  went  to  the  Smithsonian  almost  every 
day.   On  the  way  we  saw  Mt.  Rushmore  and  the  Kirtland  Temple.  We  went  to  New  York  City, 
climbed  the  Statue  of  Liberty  and  rode  the  subway.  We  also  went  to  the  Hill  Cumorah,  the  Sacred 
Grove  and  Niagara  Falls.  On  the  way  home  we  visited  Nauvoo  and  Carthage  Jail  where  Joseph  Smith 
was  shot. 


536 


This  year  we  went  to  San  Diego  during  February  and  March.   While  we  were  there  we  went  to 
Disneyland  two  times  and  to  Sea  World.   We  spent  President's  Day  weekend  in  Ensenada.   I  took  ice 
skating  lessons,  too!  We  are  expecting  another  baby  in  March,  1996.  We  think  it  is  a  girl. 

2  -  Leah  Anderson.    My  family  has  six  people  in  it.   I  have  two  brothers  and  one  sister.   I  am  seven 
years  old.   My  sister,  Katie,  is  nine,  my  brother,  Joseph,  is  five  and  my  baby  brother,  Gary,  will  be 
two,  two  days  after  Christmas. 

We  have  been  to  Washington,  D.C.  for  two  months  and  San  Diego,  also.   It  was  very  fun  there. 
It  was  very  beautiful,  also.   Oh,  how  I  want  to  go  back  again!  I  love  it  there  so  much!   I  was  on  top  of 
a  building  in  San  Diego!  It  was  really  neat!    In  Washington,  D.C.  there  were  so  many  things  to  do, 
so  many  things  to  see. 

The  reason  that  we  had  to  go  to  those  places  was  because  my  dad  had  to  do  work  there.   I  am 
really  glad  he  had  to  go,  because  I  like  it  there  a  lot.   And  I  really  wish  we  could  go  there  again. 

My  family  has  two  cats.   One  of  them  died.   His  name  was  Socks.   I  miss  him  a  whole  lot.   About 
half  a  year  later  we  got  another  cat.   He  looks  a  lot  like  Socks.  His  name  is  Tiger.  He  has  six  toes 
and  he  purrs  very  loud.   My  favorite  things  to  do  are  to  jump  rope,  jump  on  the  trampoline,  play  with 
my  friends,  draw,  play  on  the  computer,  write  letters  and  play  house.   My  very  favorite  thing  to  do  is 
to  read. 

When  I  grow  up  I  want  to  be  the  mother  of  six  children  and  live  in  a  two  story  house  in  San  Diego 
or  Idaho.   And  I  want  to  be  an  artist  or  a  lifeguard. 

3  -  Joseph  Anderson.  My  name  is  Joseph.   I  am  five.  Kathy  Lyon  Anderson  and  Gary  Steven 
Anderson  and  Katie  and  Leah  and  Gary  are  all  in  my  family.   I  love  Kathy,  Katie,  Leah  and  both  Gary 
Steven  Andersons.   I  like  to  go  to  parks  and  I  like  to  go  to  stores  and  I  like  to  go  to  beaches.  I  like  to 
ride  bikes  and  jump  on  our  trampoline,  especially  with  my  friends.  I  am  learning  how  to  read.  I  want 
to  be  a  pilot  when  I  grow  up. 

4  -  Gary  Steven  Anderson,  Jr.  I  was  born  December  27,  1993,  to  Steve  and  Kathy  (Lyon) 
Anderson  in  Bremerton,  Washington,  one  week  after  my  due  date.   I  have  three  older  siblings,  Katie, 
Leah  and  Joseph.   In  my  short  life  I  have  traveled  extensively,  from  the  west  coast  to  the  east  coast 
and  to  Mexico  and  Canada.   If  only  I  could  remember!   I  like  to  play  ball. 

5  -  Salem  Rose  Anderson.  Salem  Rose  was  born  March  12,  1996. 
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SECTION  FIVE 

HISTORIES  OF  THOMAS  TODD  MURDOCH 

and 
SARAH  INGEBORG  HANSEN 


CHAPTER  ONE 


HISTORY  OF  THOMAS  TODD  MURDOCH 


It  has  now  been  many  years  since  John  and 
Ann  Murdoch  have  left  their  home  amid  the 
beautiful  heathered  hills  on  Scotland  to  come  and 
settle  with  the  Saints  in  Utah.   Hardships,  heart- 
ache and  lots  of  hard  work  and  faith  have  been 
their  lot  and,  desiring  to  be  true  pioneers,  they 
had,  in  1860,  come  to  settle  in  beautiful  Heber 
City,  Utah,  among  the  Wasatch  hills.  John, 
having  taken  a  plural  wife,  Isabella  Crawford,  in 
1862,  built  a  large  and  comfortable  home  for  his 
large  family. 

It  was  under  these  pleasant  circumstances 
that  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch  was  born  on  March 
4,  1866.   A  beautiful  Scotch  lad,  with  many 
adoring  sisters,  his  childhood  was  very  pleasant 
and  he  said  he  never  really  knew  which  of  the 
women  was  his  mother  until  his  long  blonde  ring- 
lets had  to  be  cut  when  he  was  six  years  old  and 
his  mother,  Ann,  cried.  Thomas  was  the  eldest 
of  six  brothers  that  were  born  during  the  next 
eight  years  and  the  boys  were  taken  to  the  field 
at  an  early  age  by  their  father  to  learn  how  to 
till,  sow  and  harvest  the  crops.   They  also 
learned  how  to  care  for  the  sheep  and  cattle  with 
their  father,  as  he  kept  a  nice  flock  of  sheep  that 
went  to  the  southern  mountains  in  the  summer  to 
range.   School  was  a  must  and  Thomas  was  an 
apt  student.  He  learned  to  love  good  books  and 
quoted  often  some  of  the  poems  and  quotes  of 
famous  authors.  He  was  very  strong  in  his  arms 
and,  being  small  in  stature,  amazed  many  with 


his  ability  as  a  wrestler.   His  youth  was  spent 
pleasantly  in  the  community  where  he  grew  up 
and  he  was  then  privileged  to  attend  the  BYU 
Academy  for  two  years. 

Late  in  the  1890s,  Tom  and  his  brother, 
Brigham,  made  a  trip  to  Idaho  to  look  over  the 
vast  prairie  of  tall  grass,  clear  streams  and  rich 
sage  brush  land  surrounded  by  the  majestic 
mountains,  as  it  had  been  described  to  them. 
They  were  not  disappointed  by  what  they  saw 
and  in  1901  they  decided  to  come  to  this  area  of 
the  Snake  River  Valley  and  take  up  their  home- 
steads in  the  small  community  called  Farnum. 

They  arrived  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  where  the 
railroad  ended  at  that  time,  with  their  livestock 
and  machinery  in  March,  just  as  winter  was  hav- 
ing its  last  fling.   A  severe  blizzard  greeted  them 
and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  they  found  hay  and 
shelter  until  they  could  push  on  some  thirty  miles 
to  the  northeast  to  their  land.   They  worked  hard 
to  develop  their  land,  using  their  hand  plows  and 
horses  to  break  up  the  prairie,  and  soon  had 
much  of  their  160  acres  under  cultivation.  They 
were  busy  with  other  men  in  the  community 
surveying  and  building  canals  and  ditches  so  they 
could  irrigate. 

In  1903,  Brigham  married  Luann  Hammon, 
a  beautiful  girl  from  Wilford,  Idaho.  Thomas 
continued  to  spend  summers  with  them,  returning 
to  Heber  City  and  the  vicinity  to  spend  part  of 
the  winters.  Luann  used  to  chide  him  for 
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remaining  a  bachelor,  to  which  he  answered,  "I 
will  yet  live  to  hold  my  grandchildren  on  my 
knee". 

In  December  of  1907,  Thomas  received  a 
call  to  serve  a  mission  to  the  Central  States  Mis- 
sion, headquarter  in  Texas.   He  gladly  answered 
the  call  and  was  set  apart  in  Salt  Lake  City.   As 
all  other  missionaries  of  that  time,  he  traveled 
without  purse  or  scrip  and  had  many  wonderful 
and  valuable  experiences.   He  returned  in  De- 
cember of  1909,  in  time  to  attend  his  mother's 
funeral. 

He  resumed  his  farming  and  noted  that  the 
community  was  growing.  They  now  had  a  post 
office  and  store.   A  church  house  had  been  built 
and  dedicated  and  a  rock  schoolhouse  built.  The 
land  was  all  taken  up  and  it  was  a  thriving  Mor- 
mon community.  Dad  fiddled  at  the  dances 
while  Uncle  Brig  chorded  on  the  piano,  accom- 
panied by  a  neighbor  who  played  the  banjo  and 
guitar  along  with  another  one  who  played  the 
harmonica  and  the  accordion.   The  years  passed 
pleasantly  and  Thomas  was  called  to  go  on  a 
second  short-term  mission  in  1914,  with  head- 
quarters in  St.  Louis  Missouri.   Again  he  ac- 
cepted and  went  to  do  the  Lord's  work. 

During  the  summer  of  191 1 ,  a  lovely  young 
girl,  Sarah  Hansen,  had  spent  the  summer  at  the 
home  of  an  uncle,  Hans  Nielsen,  whose  farm 
adjoined  the  Murdoch  brothers'  farms.  She  had 
enjoyed  many  evenings  with  Thomas  and  a 
nephew,  Piercy  McMullin,  as  Thomas  played  the 
violin  and  they  sang  and  danced.  During  this 
time  they  tried  to  teach  Sarah  the  gospel,  but 
being  sixteen  and  not  having  heard  much  about 
the  Mormons,  she  was  unimpressed. 

During  the  years  of  1914-15,  she  met  Piercy 
McMullin  in  Salt  Lake  City.   He  was  delighted 
to  see  her  and  shared  a  letter  with  her  that  he  had 
just  received  from  Thomas.   It  said  in  part,  "I 
am  still  looking  for  the  future  Mrs.  Murdoch,  but 
she  will  have  to  be  an  LDS  woman. "   Piercy 
asked  Sarah  to  write  to  Thomas,  which  she  did. 
She  was  living  with  and  working  for  the  Warren 
Snow  family,  who  were  very  good  LDS  people. 
|She  had  accompanied  them  to  church  and  now 
confided  in  Mrs.  Snow  concerning  Thomas. 

len  Thomas  returned  in  June,  their  friendship 
juickly  turned  to  love  and  after  three  dates  they 
lecided  to  be  married.  Sarah  was  baptized  3 
luly  1915,  and  they  were  married  at  the  Warren 


Snow  home  on  July  15,  1915.   They  returned  to 
Salt  Lake  for  October  Conference  and  at  this 
time  they  were  sealed  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple 
for  time  and  eternity. 

They  returned  to  Farnum  to  the  modest 
home  that  Thomas  had  built  for  them  and  settled 
into  the  community  life  of  Farnum,  both  being 
active  in  the  Farnum  Ward. 

During  the  next  few  years,  two  sons, 
Thomas  Todd  and  LaVaughn  Hansen,  were  born 
to  them  and  life  was  good.  World  War  I  was 
just  ending  and  the  war  clouds  cleared  away. 

Thomas  and  Brigham  decided  they  would 
rent  their  farms  and  moved  across  the  state  to 
Rupert,  Idaho,  where  the  winters  were  not  so 
harsh  and  they  could  grow  more  diverse  crops. 
While  they  were  living  there,  their  first  daughter, 
Delia  Ann,  was  born.   Hard  times  came  upon 
them  and  in  1 922  they  decided  to  move  back  to 
Farnum  and  resume  their  occupation  there. 
Soon  two  more  daughters,  Clara  Mafie  and  Betty 
Mae,  blessed  their  home.  Thomas  was  a  kind 
and  loving  father  who  truly  enjoyed  his  children 
and  many  happy  hours  were  spent  teaching  them 
to  sing  and  dance  and  enjoy  life.  In  1927,  an- 
other son  joined  the  family  and  was  given  the 
name  of  Gilbert  Dean. 

Thomas  was  busy  in  his  church  duties  and 
was  a  religion  class  teacher  in  the  grade  school. 
Walking  was  a  way  of  life,  because  Thomas  had 
no  car  and  the  horses  needed  their  rest  on  Sun- 
day. He  would  walk  six  miles  to  town  to  catch 
the  train  to  ride  the  fifteen  miles  to  St.  Anthony 
to  stake  meetings  and  stake  conference  and,  if 
the  weather  permitted,  he  sometimes  started  on 
foot  to  St.  Anthony.  He  walked  behind  the  plow 
and  the  harrow  as  he  prepared  the  ground  for 
planting  and  was  always  seen  in  the  summer  with 
a  shovel  over  his  shoulder  as  he  "tended"  the 
water  on  his  farm.   No  matter  how  tired  he  was, 
he  always  brought  out  his  violin  and  stood  in  the 
door  of  his  home  in  the  summer  or  in  the  house 
in  the  winter  and  played  beautiful  music  for  us. 
He  truly  loved  that  violin. 

Our  prayers  were  said  at  his  knee  and  he 
would  scratch  our  backs  as  we  prayed  (some- 
times very  long  prayers  were  said).   Then  when 
we  were  all  in  bed,  we  always  expected  an  inter- 
esting story  from  him  about  his  boyhood  days, 
encounters  with  the  Indians,  lonely  nights  in  the 
mountains  as  he  herded  sheep,  or  fun  times  he 
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had  in  his  family.  Ours  was  truly  a  happy  home! 
In  1928,  tragedy  struck  the  home  -  Thomas's 
oldest  son,  Todd,  died  of  diphtheria.  This 
tugged  at  the  tender  hearts  of  Thomas,  his  wife 
and  his  family.  Much  love  and  consideration 
came  to  the  family  at  this  time;  also  a  call  for 
Thomas  to  be  the  bishop  of  the  Farnum  Ward. 
His  feelings  are  best  expressed  in  this  letter  that 
was  written  to  his  sister,  Janett  McMullin,  at  this 
time. 

Father's  Birthday  (John  Murray) 
Drummond,  Idaho 
December  28,  1928 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.L.  McMullin 

Dear  Folks.   How  I  would  like  to  see  you  and  visit 
with  you  this  Christmas  time.   This  has  been  a  wonderful 
Christmas  in  many  ways.   I  think  the  spirit  of  peace  on 
earth,  good  will  to  man,  is  more  in  evidences  this  year  than 
any  time  in  my  history. 

I  am  trying  to  bear  my  burden  alone  and  not  stir  up 
feelings  of  others,  but  oh,  how  I  miss  my  poor  boy.    I  have 
been  touched  at  the  death  of  loved  ones  and  have  tried  to 
share  some  of  the  sorrow,  but  this  has  been  the  greatest  trial 
that  has  ever  come  to  me. 

We  are  all  well  and  have  spent  a  splendid  Christmas 
visiting  and  feasting  and  working  and  with  all  we  have  much 
to  be  thankful  for.   We  have  plenty  to  eat  and  wear  and  a 
house  to  shelter  us,  so  there  is  nothing  to  complain  of  after 
all.   We  received  a  very  valuable  present  from  Bro.  William 
Lindsay.   A  record  of  our  Fathers  and  Mothers  and  sisters 
and  brothers  and  it  has  certainly  caused  many  things  to  pass 
thru  my  mind.    My  relatives  mean  a  great  deal  to  me  and  as 
time  goes  on,  I  think  of  our  parents,  what  they  sacrificed  in 
order  that  we  might  enjoy  the  great  blessings  of  being  privi- 
leged to  live  in  this  wonderful  land  and  blessed  above  all 
other  lands,  also  that  we  might  enjoy  the  blessings  of  the 
gospel  which  gives  us  the  assurance  that  we  shall  meet  our 
loved  ones  again  and  not  only  meet  them  but  love  them  and 
go  on  unto  perfection. 

Jan  2,  1929 

Since  writing  the  fore  going  we  have  been  hurled  into 
another  year.   Our  cold  weather  has  turned  warmer  and  we 
are  getting  a  little  more  snow.   We  are  all  at  home  tonight, 
the  children  are  playing  hide  and  seek,  Sarah  is  singing  the 
baby  to  sleep  and  I  am  trying  to  finish  my  letter  to  you. 
Bro.  Brig  has  been  here  all  day  looking  over  the  family 
record  and  helping  to  complete  the  year's  report  on  the  ward 
books.   I  have  lately  been  appointed  Bishop  of  the  Farnum 
Ward.    Lester  C.  Hendrickson  is  my  first  counselor, 
George  Kidd  my  second  counselor,  and  Brigham  Murdoch 
is  ward  clerk.   We  are  to  be  set  apart  at  our  quarterly  con- 
ference which  convenes  at  St.  Anthony,  Jan.  12th  and  13th. 
1  wish  to  relate  a  little  history.   When  Brig  and  I  were  get- 
ting ready  to  move  to  Idaho,  Father  said,  "Boys,  I  would 
like  to  give  you  a  patriarchal  blessing  before  you  go."    I  will 
not  attempt  to  write  all  of  the  blessing  at  this  time,  but  he 
said  among  other  things,  "Brother  Thomas,  the  Lord  has 


had  his  eye  over  you.   Your  life  has  been  preserved  for  a 
wise  purpose.    A  great  work  lies  before  you  which  you  were 
ordained  in  the  eternal  world.   Therefore  prepare  thine  heart 
to  receive  the  revelations  of  the  spirit  of  God  that  shall  come 
upon  you.   Therefore  seek  diligently  to  understand  the 
whisperings  of  the  spirit  for  a  great  work  is  before  you  and 
great  blessings  await  you,  all  which  shall  be  fulfilled  in  the 
due  time  to  the  Lord." 

I  have  often  wondered  why  so  much  responsibility  has 
come  to  me,  all  unsought  on  my  part,  and  wonder  if  I  will 
be  able  to  measure  up  to  the  great  responsibility  of  Bishop 
of  this  ward.   I  hope  you  folks  are  improving  in  health  and 
that  you  are  receiving  the  kind  treatment  to  which  you  are 
entitled  from  family,  kindred  and  friends  and  I  feel  assured 
that  you  will  never  lack  for  anything  that  loving  hands  can 
do,  or  willing  hearts  can  accomplish.    We  received  words  of 
sympathy  and  comfort  from  far  and  near  during  our  hour  of 
sorrow  and  we  appreciate  the  same.    We  long  to  hear  from 
all  of  you.    Brig's  folks  are  all  well  and  we  are  all  well. 
Lizzabell,  Uncle  Willie's  daughter,  was  here  to  visit  us  the 
other  day.   Aunt  Mary  is  feeling  fairly  good.   Georgeinnia 
is  in  very  poor  health;  has  been  under  a  very  serious  opera- 
tion.   Uncle  Lew  Hawkes  and  family  are  well.   We  all  join 
in  sending  love  and  best  wishes  for  a  Happy  New  Year  and 
would  be  pleased  to  get  a  good  long  letter  soon. 

Asking  God's  blessings  upon  you  all 
T.T.  Murdoch  &  Family   Drummond,  Idaho 

Dad  was  a  good  bishop,  walking  two  miles 
to  the  church.   The  custodian  job  was  also  part  of 
being  bishop  and,  since  one  large  heating  stove 
was  all  the  heat  they  had,  he  had  to  be  there 
early  to  get  it  warm  for  everyone.  He  also  kept 
the  building  clean.   He  was  very  compassionate 
and  a  good  counselor  for  those  in  need. 

In  1930,  his  youngest  son,  Lynn  Ray,  joined 
the  family.   By  now  we  were  in  the  throes  of  a 
depression  and  just  to  make  a  living  was  a  big 
task.   Dad  rode  a  work  horse  six  miles  every  day 
and  in  the  cold  of  winter  just  to  work  to  buy  a 
few  commodities  for  his  family.  Our  parents 
were  good  managers  and  we  were  never  in  want 
for  a  warm  home,  good  food  and  clean  clothing. 
The  winter  wood  was  hauled  from  the  mountains 
by  team  and  wagon,  then  sawed  and  chopped  for 
our  fuel.  We  had  no  electricity  or  modern  con- 
veniences in  our  small,  four-room  home. 

Once  when  Dad  and  Uncle  Brig  went  to 
camp  to  get  out  their  winter  wood,  Dad  had  the 
misfortune  to  cut  through  the  toe  of  his  shoe  and 
almost  completely  cut  off  his  four  toes.  Uncle 
Brig  made  a  paste  of  ashes  &  water  and  wrapped 
his  foot  in  a  handkerchief.   The  scars  were  visi- 
ble, but  no  infection  or  other  condition  ever  kept 
them  from  healing.  It  was  on  this  trip  that  Dad 
kind  of  took  care  of  the  cooking  and  in  Uncle 
Brig's  provisions  was  a  small  bottle  that  Dad 
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assumed  was  some  of  Aunt  Louannie's  good 
jelly,  so  he  saved  it  back  for  a  special  time.  The 
jay  he  made  some  pancakes  he  got  it  out  and 
>pened  it  up  and  took  a  taste.   His  remark  was 
jelly  hell,  it's  gooseberries!"   Dad  never  liked 
gooseberry  anything,  but  it  tickled  Uncle  Brig, 
md  they  had  many  laughs  throughout  their  lives 
wer  the  incident. 

We  had  some  really  tough  years  as  the  de- 
gression hung  on.   In  1931  we  bought  a  car  -  the 
first,  only  and  last  one  ever.   Dad  got  it  for  $75. 
Mow  if  any  of  you  remember  "the  Beverly  Hill 
Billies",  you  will  know  that  they  must  have  seen 
)ur  "car."  It  was  exactly  like  theirs,  a  front  seat 
with  no  cab  over  it,  a  platform  built  where  a 
lack  seat  would  have  been  and,  yes,  there  was 
he  buckskin  colored  buggy  seat  bolted  to  the 
floor  of  the  platform! !   No  shelter  overhead-no 
ioors  on  the  back,  nothing  to  hold  on  to.  Mom 
ook  her  place  back  there,  leaving  the  front  seat 
br  Vaughn,  Dad  and  me.   Vaughn  was  13  years 
)ld  (almost  14)  and  the  only  one  who  knew  how 
o  drive.  How  proud  he  was  as  he  sat  there  in 
he  drivers  seat. 

A  Mr.  Murray,  who  was  a  good  neighbor 
ind  a  mechanic,  was  going  to  teach  Mom  and 
Dad  to  drive.   With  Dad's  first  driving  lesson 
;ame  the  first  accident  -  he  stripped  the  gears 
rying  to  gear  it  down  the  first  hill.  Mr.  Murray 
?ixed  it  up,  but  Dad  never  tried  to  drive  again 
ind  Mom  didn't  find  time  for  it,  either.   She  was 
oo  busy  trying  to  hang  onto  a  year  old  baby  and 
1 2  1/2  year  old,  as  well  as  a  6  and  8  year  old  in 
he  buggy  seat.  We  took  in  every  event  that 
lappened  that  summer.  We  really  felt  like  we 
were  able  to  do  anything  we  wanted  to.  The  kids 
n  Farnum  all  thought  it  was  the  neatest. 

Summer  passed,  and  in  the  fall  Vaughn,  Dad 
ind  I  went  to  the  cattle  camp  to  pick  up  some 
>labs  and  fence  posts.  We  got  the  "car"  loaded 
jp  and  started  home.  The  first  ditch  we  came  to 
was  the  last  for  the  car.  The  rear  axle  broke  and 
we  were  stranded  -  no  phone  and  17  or  18  miles 
from  home.   All  we  could  do  was  start  walking 
antil  we  came  to  a  farm  house,  (it  happened  to 
3e  Tom  Conlin's)  where  we  found  a  phone  and  a 
iear  lady  who  gave  us  big  slices  of  warm  bread 
ind  jam  with  big  glasses  of  milk.  We  got  hold  of 
*\unt  Louannie  and  she  said  Uncle  Brig  would 
:ome  as  soon  as  he  could.  I  don't  remember 
low  we  got  the  wood  and  car  home,  but  it  was 


turned  into  a  trailer  and  our  car  experience  was 
over. 

In  1933,  Dad  took  a  gamble.   Field  peas  in 
those  days  were  like  a  potato  crop  today.   It  was 
big  money  if  you  got  a  good  crop  and  harvested 
it.   Dad  planted  the  whole  farm  into  seed  peas, 
except  for  a  few  acres  of  wheat  and  oats,  plus 
the  hay.   In  the  last  part  of  July,  the  inspector  for 
the  seed  crop,  which  was  under  contract,  came 
to  look  over  the  fields.   At  the  conclusion  of  his 
inspection  he  put  his  hands  on  Dad's  shoulders 
and  said,  "Well,  Tom,  it  looks  like  you  have  a 
$5000  crop  ready  to  harvest  in  about  three 
weeks."  We  had  been  watching  the  peas  begin- 
ning to  fill  out  and  waiting  for  the  time  when 
Grandpa  and  Grandma  Hansen  would  make  their 
annual  trip  to  our  home,  as  we  were  going  to 
have  green  peas  and  new  potatoes  and  this  would 
be  happening  in  a  few  days. 

We  only  had  a  cistern  for  our  drinking  wa- 
ter and  household  use  and  in  the  winter  we  al- 
ways ran  out.  Our  plan  now  was  that  we  would 
get  a  well  and  a  pump  and  paint  for  the  house 
and  so  many  other  desirable  things  that  children 
think  of.  And  now  it  seemed  that  all  this  would 
be  ours! 

Just  a  few  days  later,  out  of  a  clear  blue  sky, 
came  a  big  black  cloud  which  seemed  to  hover 
over  us,  and  in  mid-afternoon,  a  wind  came  and 
the  clouds  burst  into  a  terrific  hail  storm.  In  30 
minutes  time,  our  crops  were  gone,  pigs  buried 
in  mud,  baby  chicks  drowned.   Hollows  on  each 
side  of  our  home  were  raging  rivers  that  had  hen 
coops,  hay  bunches  and  many  other  things  rolling 
and  tossing  about  in  them.  Our  neighbor,  Mr. 
Schofield,  tried  to  get  through  them  and  his  horse 
had  a  hard  time  swimming  across  them.   The 
water  had  run  into  our  house  and  found  a  way 
through  the  shingles  on  the  roof,  so  we  had  wet 
beds,  clothes  and  ceilings.  Mom  and  Dad  just 
stood  and  cried  while  we  kids  be-moaned  the 
lost  dream  of  a  pump  and  well  and  all  the  other 
things  we  had  hoped  for.  I'm  sure  our  parents 
were  thinking  of  how  we  would  survive  for  an- 
other year.   A  phone  call  told  us  that  Uncle  Brig, 
as  well  as  many  of  our  neighbors,  had  been  hit 
also.   Uncle  Brig  sat  with  his  lantern  by  the  hol- 
low north  of  us  and  Dad  sat  with  his  lantern  by 
the  hollow  south  of  us  through  the  night  to  warn 
others  of  the  "rivers." 


541 


By  morning,  the  sun  shone  brightly  and  the 
clothes  and  bedding  were  on  the  clotheslines 
drying  out.  The  house  was  drying  out,  too,  and 
by  night,  when  Grandpa  and  Grandma  called 
from  Pocatello  to  say  they  would  be  there  the 
next  day,  everything  was  in  readiness,  even  to  a 
fresh  coat  of  calcimine  on  the  outhouse. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  a  struggle  to  save 
our  farm,  one  which  ended  in  1936  when  the 
bank  foreclosed  and  took  it.   At  this  time,  Dad 
and  Mom  decided  they  would  move  to  Idaho 
Falls  where  they  and  their  children  would  have  a 
better  chance  to  make  a  living. 

In  October  of  that  year,  they  had  a  sale  and 
sold  their  machinery,  their  horses  and  cows  and 
all  else  they  had.   After  paying  all  their  bills, 
they  had  close  to  $1000  dollars  left  -  no  home, 
six  children  and  a  desire  to  do  the  best  they  could 
with  the  Lord's  help.  They  loaded  up  what  they 
had  onto  the  trucks  of  kind  neighbors  and  left 
Farnum,  friends  and  family,  for  the  home  they 
had  purchased  with  $500. 

Eight  city  lots  and  a  very  small  home 
awaited  them.  Those  three  small  rooms  very 
soon  blossomed  under  my  mother's  ingenious 
knack  of  making  something  out  of  nothing. 
There  was  no  running  water  in  any  of  the  homes 
in  that  section  of  town.   People  who  lived  there 
carried  their  water  from  Willow  Creek  which 
ran  through  this  part  of  town.   Before  long,  the 
city  installed  an  outside  water  tap  right  next  to 
our  door  for  free  if  we  would  let  the  neighbors 
carry  drinking  water  from  there.  What  a  bless- 
ing!  All  the  water  we  wanted  just  by  turning  a 
tap! 

This  was  just  one  of  many  blessings  we  ex- 
perienced. Right  after  we  moved  there,  Dad  got 
up  on  Sunday  morning  and  said  he  was  going  to 
church  a  little  early  so  he  could  pay  the  tithing  - 
something  my  parents  always  had  faithfully 
done.  Imagine,  having  just  some  of  $500  left 
with  no  jobs,  no  income  and  6  children  to  feed 
and  clothe.  Mom  handed  it  to  him  (she  was  al- 
ways the  one  to  take  care  of  the  money)  and  he 
went  to  church  to  meet  the  bishop  and  pay  his 
tithing.  Who  should  the  bishop  be  but  J. M. 
White,  who  was  formerly  the  Yellowstone  Stake 
President  and  also  the  same  man  who  ran  the 
seed  pea  business  and  knew  of  our  loss.  When 
he  shook  Dad's  hand  he  said,  "Brother  Murdoch, 
you're  just  the  man  I've  been  looking  for. 


Would  you  be  able  to  be  our  night  watchman  at 
the  seed  house  here?  And  could  you  begin  Mon- 
day night?"  A  firm  "Yes"  was  the  answer!  Dad 
was  70  years  old  and  the  seed  house  wasn't  far 
from  our  home.  Dad  took  one  of  the  younger 
boys  with  him  and  they  slept  there  so  he  would- 
n't be  alone.  It  was  such  a  blessing  to  us.  It  was 
only  a  short  time  until  opportunities  for  work 
came  for  Mom.  Vaughn  got  a  good  job  with 
Pacific  Fruit  Co.  and  the  little  boys  got  jobs 
plucking  chickens  after  school  and  on  weekends. 
Betty  was  in  great  demand  as  a  baby  sitter  and 
Clara  went  to  live  with  Jean  and  Angus 
Blanchard.  She  went  through  her  high  school 
years  in  Sugar  Salem  and  graduated  from  St. 
Anthony  High  School.  I  stayed  on  in  Ashton 
with  Jesse  Hammond's  family  and  finished  my 
high  school  and  one  year  at  Ricks  College  before 
I  got  married.  So  out  of  adversity  came  great 
blessings  for  Dad  and  Mom  and  their  family. 

The  Lord  had  a  work  for  them  to  do  in  Idaho 
Falls  and  they  were  immediately  involved  in  the 
small  branch  in  their  vicinity.   Dad  was  called  to 
be  a  stake  missionary  and  Mom  was  called  to  be 
Relief  Society  president.  Their  home  began  to 
be  a  gathering  place  for  young  and  old  and  they 
knew  they  had  made  a  good  move. 

On  July  15,  1940,  Dad  and  Mom  celebrated 
their  silver  anniversary  with  all  their  children 
and  many  of  their  relatives  celebrating  with 
them.  It  was  a  good  time  in  their  lives.  They 
were  very  comfortable  in  their  home  and  the 
yard  and  garden  blossomed  under  their  care.  In 
November  of  this  year,  their  first  grandchild  was 
born  and  Thomas  fulfilled  his  prophecy  that  he 
would  yet  live  to  hold  his  grandchildren  on  his 
knee.  He  blessed  this  baby  and  gave  his  name, 
then  eight  years  later  confirmed  him  a  member 
of  the  church.  He  had  the  privilege  of  holding 
five  grandchildren  on  his  knee  and  enjoyed  them 
very  much. 

During  the  1940's,  four  more  of  his  children 
married  and  now  Tom  and  Sarah  were  back  to 
just  the  two  of  them,  since  their  youngest  son, 
Lynn,  was  in  the  Army.   In  all  these  years,  the 
family  never  failed  to  be  together  on  Dad's  birth- 
day; it  was  a  just  cause  for  a  good  family  get- 
together.  Betty  and  her  husband  lived  in  the  East 
and  were  not  always  able  to  be  there  after  her 
marriage  in  1946  and  we  surely  missed  them. 


542 


Dad  spent  his  80th  birthday  in  Ashton.  This 
was  March  4th,  1946,  and  Blanche  and  Joe 
Reiman  hosted  an  open  house  for  him.   So  many 
friends  and  relatives  came  to  wish  him  well  and 
recall  old  times  with  him.   Uncle  Brig's  family 
was  so  close  to  us.   I  recall  in  Farnum  how  they 
would  meet  at  the  canal  where  they  would  sit  on 
[he  canal  abutments  and  laugh  and  talk  of  olden 
:imes.   Anyone  who  needed  a  hair  cut  was  given 
jne  by  Uncle  Brig  and  we  kids  would  swim  in 
;he  canal.  Some  of  us  were  also  baptized  in  the 
same  canal.   Holidays  were  spent  together  and 
many  Sunday  dinners  as  well.   We  loved  our 
:ousins  and  still  do  to  this  day. 

Family  reunions  were  still  the  big  event  of 
:he  year  and  Bessie  Dawson  was  very  good  to 
lelp  get  Dad  and  Mom  to  Utah  to  enjoy  them. 
Dad  reflected  much  on  the  goodness  of  his  par- 
ents and  brothers  and  sisters,  most  of  whom 
were  gone  by  now  and  he  began  to  long  for  the 
iay  when  he  would  be  able  to  be  with  them  once 
nore. 

In  April  of  1953,  his  daughter,  Clara  Marie, 
3assed  away  suddenly  and  was  buried  on  her 
[hirtieth  birthday.   The  snow  was  falling  softly  in 
he  open  grave  and  Aunt  Luann  said,  "This 
means  another  member  of  the  family  will  go 
within  six  months. "   And  thus  it  was  that  Thomas 
rodd  Murdoch  passed  away  on  October  21, 
1 953 .   Another  of  God' s  chosen  sons  had  fin- 
ished so  well  his  mission  on  this  earth,  having 
endured  to  the  end.    Mere  words  cannot  express 
he  greatness,  the  goodness  and  the  effect  of  his 
ife  here  on  earth.  The  hardships,  the  joys  and 
he  sorrows  of  this  life  were  a  true  test  of  his 
faith.  We  follow  a  noble  father! 


His  wife,  Sarah,  continued  to  guide  the  fam- 
ily and  care  for  their  home  as  she  had  cared  for 
him  and  looked  after  him  so  patiently  for  the 
thirty-eight  years  they  had  together.   She  recog- 
nized what  a  great  and  good  man  Dad  was  and 
taught  us  all  to  have  a  great  love  and  respect  for 
him.  She  honored  his  priesthood  and  knew  of  its 
power. 

In  1970,  Mom  was  in  a  car  accident  on  our 
way  home  from  a  Murdoch  reunion  in  Heber 
City,  Utah.  She  received  many  broken  bones 
and  fractures  which  eventually  put  her  in  a  wheel 
chair.   In  January  of  1978,  she  had  a  stroke  and 
was  unable  to  live  by  herself,  so  went  to  live 
with  her  daughter,  Delia,  and  her  husband,  Jo- 
seph Perry,  who  lived  in  Idaho  Falls.  She  bore 
her  infirmities  very  well  and  always  maintained 
her  sense  of  humor.   She  was  loved  and  accepted 
by  Joe's  family  as  well  as  her  own  and  her  needs 
were  gladly  fulfilled  by  all  who  came  and  went. 
She  was  very  inventive  and  her  hands  were  never 
idle  during  her  years  in  the  wheel  chair.   So 
many  beautiful  afghans  were  made  and  given  to 
her  children  and  grandchildren  and  many  great 
grandchildren.   She  could  entertain  any  and  all 
ages  with  her  stories  of  coming  from  Denmark 
and  growing  up  in  Utah  as  a  girl. 

She  passed  away  March  14,  1985,  in  the 
Idaho  Falls  hospital  and  was  buried  next  to  her 
husband  and  son  in  Ashton.  She  was  a  great 
example  to  all  of  us  and  we  love  her  for  all  sacri- 
fices and  hard  work  she  did  to  bring  about  this 
family.   Long  live  her  memory!   It  is  great  to  be 
a  part  of  this  great  heritage  we  have  in  mis 
Murdoch  family! 

By  Delia  Perry 


CHILDREN: 

'1)  -  Thomas  Todd 

[2)  -  LaVaughn  Hansen 
P)  -  Delia  Ann 

;4)  -  Clara  Marie 

p)  -  Betty  May 
;6)  -  Gilbert  Dean 
{!)  -  Lynn  Ray 


B-23  Nov  1916 
D  -  17  Sep  1928 
B- 24  Aug  1918 
B  -  22  Mar  1921 

B-01  May  1923 
D-  28  Apr  1953 
B- 28  Mar  1925 
B-  10  May  1927 
B- 27  Jan  1930 

D- 04  Mar  1992 


M  -  26  Aug  1945  to  Beth  Holbrook 

M  -  08  Nov  1939  to  Stephen  Davis  (dec) 

M  -  05  Nov  1976  to  Joe  Perry 

M  -  09  Sep  1945  to  Blane  Holbrook 

M  -  09  Nov  1946  to  Richard  T.   Marquise 
M  -  26  Aug  1 952  to  Zelma  Darlene  Johnson 
M  -  10  Aug  1958  to  Beverly  Rodgers  (div) 
M  -  09  Sep  1990  to  Joyce  Callum 
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Thomas  Todd  Murdoch 


Thomas  Todd  Murdoch 


Thomas  Todd  Murdoch 
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Thomas  Todd  Murdoch  and 
Brigham  Murdoch  -  Tom's  brother 


Sarah  Murdoch,  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  Brigham  Murdoch,  Luann  Murdoch 
(Both  photos  taken  at  Tom's  80th  birthday) 
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Thomas  Todd  Murdoch  Home  -  1915 


Six  living  Bishops  of  Farnum  -  1946 

Back:  (L  to  R)  Brigham  Murdoch,  Herbert  Benson,  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Percy  S.  Hawkes,  Walter  R.  Clark,  Lester  C.  Hendrickson 
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CHAPTER  TWO 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  SARAH  INGEBORG  HANSEN 

My  Life  History 

By  Sarah  Ingeborg  Hansen  Murdoch 
Written  8  October  1954 


I  was  born  in  Odense,  Denmark,  on  May  2, 
1895,  the  daughter  of  Hans  Peder  Hansen  and 
Anna  Metta  Andersen  Hansen.  In  the  year  of 
1886,  my  mother's  father  and  step-mother  (  her 
mother  having  died  when  she  was  four  years  old) 
accepted  the  gospel  in  the  old  country  and  left  to 
come  to  America  to  join  the  Saints  in  Utah. 

My  mother,  being  about  twelve  or  thirteen 
years  old  at  that  time,  was  working  away  from 
home  and  had  come  home  the  evening  of  their 
departure  for  America  and  they  had  insisted  that 
she  go  with  them.  That  evening,  as  they  were 
waiting  for  the  time  to  catch  the  train,  her  father 
left  the  children  while  they  went  to  say  good-bye 
to  a  neighbor. 

While  they  were  gone,  she  decided  she  did 
not  want  to  go  to  America  so  she  left  the  house 
and  hid  in  a  field.  They  had  little  time  to  hunt  for 
her.  They  called  and  she  heard  mem,  but  did  not 
answer.  She  told  me  and  others  that  her  fear  of 
coming  to  America  was  that  those  Mormons 
were  taking  all  the  young  girls  and  marrying 
them  and  locking  them  behind  those  big  rock 
walls  around  the  temple.  She  had  also  read  about 
the  wicked  Indians. 

And  so,  in  those  days  when  the  immigrants 
had  reservations  to  come,  they  had  to  come  then 
and  could  not  put  it  off  and  catch  another  train  as 
we  can  today.  They  had  to  leave  that  night  or  not 
at  all.  Her  parents  left  word  with  a  neighbor  that 
when  they  found  her,  they  were  to  take  care  of 
her  and  send  her  to  America  with  the  next  mis- 
sionaries that  came. 

She  stayed  with  them  and  they  had  several 
letters  from  her  parents.  But  as  time  went  on, 
she  went  to  other  homes  to  work  and  soon  drifted 
away  from  the  people  that  were  supposed  to  send 
her  to  America.  She  worked  in  several  cities  in 
Denmark  and  met  and  married  my  father.  They 
settled  in  Odense,  Denmark,  where  they  lived 
and  had  six  children. 

In  the  spring  of  1903,  my  mother  had  a  de- 
sire to  write  to  Fountain  Green,  Utah  to  see  if 


her  father  was  still  alive.   She  had  remembered 
his  address  for  19  years.   She  was  now  30  years 
old.  She  wrote  and  told  them  she  was  married 
and  had  six  children  and  that  they  were  fine  and 
she  would  like  to  hear  from  them  if  they  were 
still  there. 

In  May,  she  got  a  letter  from  her  father  say- 
ing that  her  step-mother  had  died.  They  had  also 
had  another  boy  born  to  them  who  was  eighteen 
years  old.  Her  father  also  said  that  he  had  remar- 
ried and  was  very  happy  to  hear  from  her.  He 
said  mat  if  she  wanted  to  come  to  America,  he 
would  send  her  the  money  for  passage  right 
away. 

She  was  happy  when  she  received  this  good 
news  and  when  my  fattier  came  home  she  told 
him  the  good  news  and  said,  "I'm  going  to 
America".  So,  in  August  of  1903,  we  came  to 
America.  Our  group  consisted  of  my  father, 
mother,  four  girls  and  two  boys.  The  youngest 
was  only  6  months  old. 

I  remember  the  night  we  were  waiting  for 
someone  to  come  and  take  us  to  the  station.  My 
mother  had  packed  a  dresser  with  four  drawers 
full  of  our  clothes.  The  dresser  was  to  take  the 
place  of  a  trunk.  Because  it  was  late,  she  pulled 
the  drawers  out  of  the  dresser  and  laid  them  on 
the  floor.  The  smaller  children  sat  on  them  till 
time  to  go. 

My  sister  (one  year  older  than  me)  and  my- 
self had  been  going  to  school  two  or  three  years. 
We  were  able  to  read  and  write  and  understand 
what  we  heard.  The  thoughts  of  coming  to 
America  and  Utah  where  there  were  Mormons 
and  Indians  convinced  us  that  we  should  run 
away  just  as  mother  had.  But  our  brother  over- 
heard us  and  told  our  parents  who  would  not  let 
us  out  of  their  sight. 

We  went  on  the  train  to  the  North  Sea  and 
there  again  we  decided  to  run  away.  We  told  a 
man  there  that  we  didn't  want  to  go  to  America 
and  he  said  if  we  would  stay  with  him  he  would 
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buy  us  each  a  doll.  We  wanted  to  stay,  but  Fa- 
ther saw  to  it  that  we  got  on  the  ship. 

It  was  evening  when  we  got  on  the  ship  and  I 
can  remember  going  up  the  gang  plank.  The 
supper  was  on  the  table  and  we  sat  down  to  eat. 
The  ship  had  started  and  it  wasn't  long  before 
people  started  getting  sea-sick  and  had  to  go  to 
their  bunks.  Everyone  slept  in  bunks,  all  in  one 
big  room,  and  we  had  no  privacy  at  all.   I  can 
remember  my  mother  had  bought  a  nice  new  hat 
for  the  trip  and  I  can  remember  her  in  bed,  hat 
and  all,  with  her  six  month  old  baby.  Both  were 
very  sea-sick. 

We  tried  to  help  Mother  and  others  that  were 
sick,  but  soon  we  were  sick  ourselves  and  had  to 
go  to  bed.  My  father  and  one  woman  were  the 
only  two  people  on  the  ship  that  didn't  get  too 
sick  and  they  went  from  bed  to  bed  offering  help 
where  needed. 

Now,  I'm  going  to  stop  here  and  discuss  a 
few  things  I  remember  from  Denmark.  We  lived 
on  a  street  called  Krudthusgade,  which  would  be 
a  'brick  house'  street  in  English.  We  lived  on  the 
third  floor  and  had  skylights  in  the  bedroom. 

I  can  still  hear  the  wooden  shoes  on  the  side- 
walks as  the  early  risers  went  to  work.  I  remem- 
ber the  fishermen  calling  out  their  wares  and 
having  to  go  down  and  catch  them,  so  mother 
could  come  down  and  buy  fish.  I  recall  big 
loaves  of  rye  bread  that  my  mother  baked  and 
going  to  the  two  corner  stores  to  buy  groceries 
and  baked  goods. 

We  lived  close  to  the  railroad  tracks  and  we 
would  go  over  there  and  put  our  ears  to  the  rails 
to  see  if  we  could  hear  the  trains  coming.  Just 
across  the  track  was  a  German  village  where 
they  made  glassware,  but  we  weren't  allowed 
over  there.  Across  the  way  was  a  fruit  orchard 
rented  by  my  father,  so  we  did  have  fresh  fruit. 

Odense  is  a  large  city  and  there  was  no  room 
for  gardens,  so  we  had  to  play  in  the  street.  We 
lived  three  blocks  from  the  King's  Garden, 
where  the  statue  of  Hans  Christian  Andersen 
was.  We  would  crawl  all  over  the  statue  and 
slide  down,  as  did  all  the  other  children.  It  was 
said  that  it  shone  like  silver  from  the  children 
sliding  down  on  it.  He  was  a  lover  of  children 
and  wrote  many  fairy  tales.  The  statue  was 
erected  by  the  children  of  Denmark.  I  have  seen 
the  home  he  used  to  live  in.  A  plaque  outside  the 
door  had  his  shoes  and  a  stocking  in  bronze  to  let 


all  who  passed  by  know  that's  where  he  used  to 
live. 

I  can  see  now  the  postman  coming  along  the 
sidewalks  in  his  bright  red  uniform.  We  loved  to 
see  him  come  and  followed  him  for  blocks.  I 
remember  once  as  we  followed  him,  I  told  my 
brother  we  should  turn  and  go  back.  He  didn't 
want  to,  so  he  gave  me  a  sock  in  the  nose.  The 
postman  came  to  my  rescue  with  his  handker- 
chief. 

I  can  remember  going  to  school  in  our  woo- 
den shoes  and  of  having  a  school  bag  to  carry 
our  carpet  slippers  and  books  in.  When  we  got  to 
the  hall,  we  had  to  remove  our  wooden  shoes 
and  put  on  the  cloth  slippers.  They  were  nearly 
always  homemade  from  old  coats  and  so  on.  The 
school  was  about  two  blocks  away  from  our 
home.  On  Sundays,  or  if  we  were  going  to  a 
party,  we  had  a  pair  of  heavy  lace  shoes  that  we 
could  wear  in  place  of  our  wooden  shoes.  When 
we  got  them  on,  we  really  felt  proud. 

We  lived  in  the  heart  of  the  city  so  we  often 
went  several  blocks  around  and  saw  so  many 
different  things.  My  father  was  a  railroad  me- 
chanic, so  we  had  free  travel  and  often  rode  the 
trains  out  to  the  water  fronts  and  places  of 
amusement.  In  that  way,  we  saw  a  lot  more  than 
a  lot  of  the  children  living  there.  I  think  I  could 
go  back  to  Odense  and  find  my  way  around. 

Now,  the  trip  across  the  North  Sea,  which  is 
a  very  rough  sea,  only  lasted  overnight.  We  then 
came  to  England,  where  we  crossed  over  to  Liv- 
erpool where  a  big  ship  called  Lake  Michigan 
was  waiting  for  us.  We  got  on  the  ship  and  were 
assigned  to  our  compartments.  In  our  case,  it 
was  a  room  with  bunks  on  all  three  sides  and 
three  bunks  high. 

By  this  time,  my  sister  and  I  had  forgotten 
about  not  wanting  to  come  to  America.  We  were 
quite  satisfied  as  we  explored  the  ship  which  we 
were  on  for  14  days.  I'm  sure  we  were  the  larg- 
est family  on  that  ship.  We,  as  children,  soon 
made  friends  with  some  people  who  gave  us 
oranges  and  other  goodies  that  we  were  not  used 
to.  Also,  on  the  ship,  we  discovered  a  big  barrel 
of  sweet  crackers.  We  soon  got  on  the  good  side 
of  the  kitchen  help  and  got  cookies  for  all  the 
rest.  There  was  one  man,  a  waiter,  who  said 
"alright",  when  anyone  asked  him  for  anything. 
We  called  him  "Mr.  Alright",  not  knowing  what 
the  word  meant.  My  sister  got  yellow  jaundice 
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on  the  ship  and  had  to  go  to  the  ship's  hospital.  I 
can  remember  of  going  and  seeing  her  through  a 
big  glass  door.  At  night  there  was  dancing  and 
other  entertainment.  We  were  allowed  to  stand 
and  look  in.  While  my  sister  was  in  the  hospital, 
I  had  my  brother,  just  younger  man  myself,  for  a 
go-around  partner.  I  remember  one  day  when 
we  were  up  on  deck,  he  sat  down  and  took  his 
shoes  and  socks  off  and  threw  them  into  the 
ocean.  My  mother  felt  very  bad  as  there  were  no 
other  shoes  and  he  had  to  come  the  rest  of  the 
way  barefooted.  My  grandfather  had  written  to 
us  and  told  us  what  to  bring.  He  said  to  leave  our 
wooden  shoes  as  they  didn't  wear  them  in  Amer- 
ica. 

After  14  days,  we  saw  land  again  as  we  were 
sailing  down  the  St.  Lawrence  River  to  Quebec, 
then  down  to  Montreal  where  a  ferry  took  us 
across  to  land  in  Canada.  Then  came  New  York 
and  on  through  to  the  state  of  Utah.  Neither  my 
father,  mother,  nor  us  children  could  speak  a 
word  of  English,  or  American.  Because  of  this, 
we  did  not  know  it  would  take  us  five  days  be- 
fore we  would  be  in  Utah.  My  parents  had  not 
provided  any  food  to  take  on  the  train.  My 
mother  had  salvaged  a  few  of  the  sweet  cookies 
we  had  gotten  on  the  ship  and  that  was  all  we  had 
the  first  day.  Of  course,  as  children,  we  cried 
because  we  were  so  hungry.  My  mother  was  not 
too  well  either,  having  a  nursing  baby  and  not 
being  able  to  get  the  food  she  needed.  The  next 
day,  the  train  stopped  at  a  large  depot.  My  father 
took  my  mother  to  go  get  a  cup  of  coffee  and 
some  lunch  for  us  all.  We  children  were  left  on 
the  train.  As  they  were  sitting  in  the  depot  wait- 
ing for  their  coffee  and  lunch,  my  father  looked 
out  of  the  window  only  to  see  the  train  moving. 
He  grabbed  my  mother  and  ran!  They  caught  the 
last  coach.  Of  course,  when  we  knew  the  train 
was  moving,  we  all  started  to  cry.  People  came 
to  us  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  Of  course,  we 
could  not  speak  to  them  and  only  yelled  on!  In  a 
few  minutes,  my  parents  came  into  the  car  we 
were  in.  Again,  we  were  happy,  but  cried  again 
because  they  had  no  food  for  us.  I  don't  know 
how  my  father  made  himself  understood,  but  at 
the  next  train  stop  the  conductor  came  and  got 
him  and  they  went  and  got  some  food.  I  can  re- 
member that  there  was  a  lot  of  bread  and  that 
even  tasted  good  to  us. 


We  came  across  the  states  and  into  Thistle, 
Utah,  where  we  had  to  stay  overnight.  We  took 
another  branch  train  to  Fountain  Green  in  the 
morning.  When  we  were  told  we  were  in  Utah, 
you  can  bet  my  sister  and  I  never  left  our  parents 
to  explore  around  for  fear  a  Mormon  would  grab 
us.  Then  we  saw  an  Indian  and  we  really  cried 
and  wanted  to  go  back  to  Denmark. 

We  were  given  a  room  up  over  the  depot,  as 
there  were  no  cabins,  motels  and  very  few  hotels 
at  that  time  for  people  who  had  to  stay.  They  had 
a  few  tables  where  we  could  get  something  to 
eat,  but  we  bought  very  little  but  the  essential 
things,  as  my  father  had  only  $30  when  we 
landed  in  America.  When  we  got  up  to  our 
room,  I  can  remember  that  my  parents  rolled  the 
dresser  and  other  furniture  by  the  door  so  that  no 
one  could  get  in. 

Now,  my  grandfather  had  sent  his  son, 
Marcus,  who  was  about  18  years  old,  to  Thistle 
to  meet  us  and  to  help  us  get  to  Fountain  Green, 
but  he  did  not  arrive  'til  way  in  the  night.  When 
he  knocked  on  the  door,  you  can  bet  we  were 
frightened.  My  father  spoke  to  him  in  Danish 
and  found  out  he  could  also  speak  Danish.  He 
told  us  who  he  was  and  the  door  was  opened. 
We  felt  relieved  to  know  that  we  had  an  Ameri- 
can in  the  room  with  us  and  we  felt  protected. 
He  slept  on  the  floor  with  some  of  us  children. 
In  the  morning,  we  were  up  and  then  he  took  us 
to  breakfast. 

On  the  train  once  again,  this  time  to  Mount 
Pleasant,  Utah,  which  was  as  far  as  the  train 
went.  It  was  another  1 6  miles  to  Fountain  Green 
from  there.  Another  one  of  my  mother's  broth- 
ers, whom  she  had  known  18  years  before,  was 
there  to  meet  us  in  a  covered  wagon  drawn  by 
two  horses.  The  wagon  bed  was  full  of  straw  for 
us  to  sit  on,  but  my  mother  rode  on  the  spring 
board  with  her  brother  over  those  rough  and 
rocky  roads!  We  were  glad  when  we  finally  got 
to  my  uncle's  place.  His  wife  had  prepared  a 
nice  meal  for  us  and  my  grandparents  were  there 
also.  After  eating,  it  was  decided  that  my  father, 
mother  and  four  of  the  children  would  go  to 
Grandpa's  house  to  live.  My  brother  and  myself 
were  to  stay  with  our  uncle  and  aunt.  We  were 
not  too  pleased  because  she  seemed  to  be  a  little 
bossy.   Now,  when  I  think  it  over,  I  can  see  that 
she  really  had  a  heart  of  gold  to  take  us  in,  never 
having  any  children  of  her  own. 
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We  were  both  lousy,  as  were  the  rest  of 
them.  We  had  got  them  on  the  ship.  My  aunt 
worked  with  us  to  help  get  rid  of  mem.  As  I  got 
older,  I  can  appreciate  the  many  things  she  did 
for  us.  She  had  to  teach  my  mother  to  make 
bread,  how  to  cook  die  American  dishes,  how  to 
make  soap  and  so  many  other  things  my  mother 
was  not  used  to. 

After  a  few  months,  my  father  had  by  this 
time  taken  up  blacksmithing,  as  there  was  a  need 
for  a  railroad  mechanic  in  that  small  town.  We 
moved  into  a  two-room  log  house  where  we  all 
lived  together.  Another  new  baby  arrived  the 
next  March.  That  made  nine  of  us  all  in  those 
two  rooms. 

My  father  was  known  as  a  very  good  black- 
smith. Many  people  came  to  see  him  and  he  soon 
had  all  the  work  he  could  do.  One  day,  while  we 
were  living  in  Fountain  Green,  a  Presbyterian 
minister,  his  wife  and  daughter  (Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Marlin  and  daughter,  Winifred),  from  Manti, 
Utah,  stopped  at  our  father's  shop  to  have  their 
horse  shod.  They  were  traveling  in  a  two-seated 
black  surry  with  fringe  all  around  the  top.  The 
back  seat  contained  their  camping  equipment,  as 
they  were  on  their  way  to  Yellowstone  Park.   It 
was  going  to  take  them  two  months  or  more  for 
the  trip.  The  man  stayed  outside  with  father  and 
the  women  came  into  the  house.  By  this  time,  we 
:ould  make  ourselves  understood  and  my  mother 
made  coffee  for  them  before  they  left  on  their 
journey.  They  became  good  friends. 

In  two  months  or  more,  they  returned  from 
their  trip  and  stopped  by  again.  They  asked  my 
parents  to  come  to  Manti  and  visit  their  church. 
So,  it  was  decided  that  the  following  Sunday  they 
would  go  to  Manti  and  have  their  new  baby 
blessed.  They  hired  a  horse  and  buggy  from  the 
livery  stable  and  went  to  Manti.  While  they  were 
there,  they  found  out  that  there  was  a  need  in 
Manti  for  a  blacksmith,  so  they  decided  to  move 
to  Manti  as  soon  as  possible.  They  were  lucky 
and  purchased  a  home  on  South  Main  St.  My 
father  built  a  shop  on  the  lot.  They  lived  in  Manti 
from  1905  to  1909,  when  they  moved  to  Salt 
Lake. 

Again,  we  had  to  enter  a  new  school.  This 
time  it  was  a  Presbyterian  school,  just  a  block 
from  our  house.  It  was  hard,  as  we  did  not  know 
the  American  language  too  well.  The  girls  and 
boys  made  fun  of  us.  I  seemed  to  be  the  one  who 


had  to  defend  us  all.  I  went  to  the  Presbyterian 
school  until  I  was  in  the  seventh  grade,  which 
was  all  the  schooling  I  was  ever  able  to  get.  I  left 
school  in  order  that  I  could  get  a  job  and  earn 
money  to  help  my  parents.  I  did  domestic  work 
for  about  three  years,  then  I  went  to  Farnum, 
Idaho. 

There,  I  had  a  bachelor  uncle  living.  I  spent 
the  summer  there.  Another  aunt  and  uncle  were 
also  staying  there  and  helping  on  the  farm.  They 
had  a  daughter  my  age,  so  we  seemed  to  have  a 
good  time  that  summer.  In  the  fall,  my  cousin, 
Emily,  came  back  with  me  to  Manti  to  spend  the 
winter.  In  the  spring,  we  again  went  to  Idaho, 
taking  another  friend,  Cecilia  Hansen,  with  us. 
The  summer  was  spent  on  camping  and  a  trip  to 
Yellowstone  Park. 

I  also  met  Thomas  Murdoch  that  summer. 
He,  being  a  bachelor,  it  only  seemed  natural  that 
he  would  spend  a  lot  of  time  with  us.and  our 
uncle,  as  our  farms  joined  and  they  were  real 
friendly.  He  would  bring  his  violin  and  play  for 
us.  We  would  sing  and  spend  the  evening  as  only 
one  can  on  a  ranch  a  mile  or  two  from  neigh- 
bors. The  summer  passed  and  again  in  the  fall,  I 
left  for  Manti.  But,  just  before  leaving,  Thomas 
had  a  nephew,  Piercy  McMullin,  who  came  from 
Heber  City  to  visit.  Of  course,  the  two  came 
along  to  spend  the  days  and  evenings.   Now,  at 
this  time  I  did  not  belong  to  the  L.D.S.  Church. 
In  fact,  I  had  never  had  very  much  religious 
training,  so  it  did  not  bother  me.  Thomas  and  his 
nephew  tried  to  talk  to  me  and  I  guess,  to  con- 
vert me,  but  I  was  only  16  years  old  and  could 
not  see  it. 

One  day,  as  we  were  discussing  religion, 
Piercy,  Thomas's  nephew,  said.  "Sarah,  you  are 
going  away  and  we  may  never  see  you  anymore, 
but  if  you  ever  do  see  me,  I  want  you  to  remem- 
ber this  and  come  right  up  to  me  and  say  it  to 
me.  "Every  knee  shall  bow  and  every  tongue 
confess  that  Jesus  is  the  Christ. "  I  left  after  that. 

After  spending  a  short  while  with  my  par- 
ents, I  got  work  at  Mount  Pleasant,  Utah,  to  help 
cook  at  the  Wasatch  Academy.  The  winter  was 
spent  there  and  then  I  went  back  to  Manti,  where 
I  took  other  work  for  awhile. 

One  day,  Mr.  Warren  C.  Snow,  a  neighbor, 
came  to  my  father's  shop  to  say  that  they  were 
moving  to  Salt  Lake  and  to  see  if  I  would  like  to 
go  with  them.  They  had  three  children.  It  was 
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decided  that  I  should  go  with  them,  so  in  1912  I 
moved  to  Salt  Lake  and  stayed  with  the  Snows 
for  three  and  a  half  years.  They  were  good 
L.D.S  people.  I  had  every  chance  of  going  with 
them  to  Sunday  School  and  Church.  I  began  to 
understand  more  of  the  truth  of  this  gospel.  They 
always  set  good  examples  for  me  and  their  chil- 
dren. 

It  now  had  been  four  years  since  I  had  been 
in  Farnum,  or  heard  anything  from  Thomas  Mu- 
rdoch or  his  nephew.  I  had  every  Thursday  off  to 
go  downtown  shopping  and  maybe  a  show.  It 
was  on  one  of  those  Thursday's  that  I  was  down- 
town and  decided  to  go  to  a  show.  As  I  was  go- 
ing in,  who  should  be  coming  out,  but  his 
nephew.  The  verse  came  to  my  mind  immedi- 
ately. I  went  up  behind  him  and  said,  "Every 
knee...",  he  turned  with  surprise  and  said, 
"Why,  Sarah  Hansen"! 

After  talking  a  few  minutes,  he  said;  "Come 
with  me  into  the  hotel  lobby.  I  just  got  a  letter 
from  Thomas.  He  is  now  on  his  second  mission 
and  is  in  the  St.  Louis  Mission."  We  went  to- 
gether and  read  the  letter  and  in  it  were  these 
words.  "I'm  still  looking  for  the  future  Mrs. 
Murdoch,  but  she  must  be  an  L.D.S.  woman."  I 
got  his  address  and  did  write.  Now,  I  had  missed 
the  show  and  the  afternoon  was  spent,  so  I  went 
back  home. 

This  was  in  April  and  we  corresponded  until 
the  15th  day  of  June,  when  he  returned  from  his 
mission.  Now,  of  course  things  began  to  burn 
within  my  soul.  I  told  Mrs.  Snow  and  she  said, 
"Sarah,  go  and  get  baptized.  Thomas,  I'm  sure  is 
a  good  man".  This  I  did  and  when  Thomas  came 
home,  I  saw  him  just  three  times  before  it  was 
decided  that  we  would  get  married.  He  went  to 
Farnum  and  prepared  a  home  for  us  and  returned 
the  14th  of  July.  We  were  married  on  the  15th  of 
July,  1915.  We  were  married  at  the  home  of  the 
Snows,  as  the  temple  was  closed  at  the  time.  We 
then  went  to  Farnum.  Our  courtship  was  very 
short,  but  we  lived  together  for  38  years. 

In  October,  we  came  down  for  conference 
and  were  sealed  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.  We 
lived  in  Farnum  until  1919,  men  we  decided  to 
rent  our  farm  and  buy  a  small  place  in  Rupert, 
Idaho,  where  the  weather  conditions  were  a  lot 
better.  By  this  time  we  had  two  sons.  We  lived  in 
Rupert  for  two  years.  It  was  during  the  Depres- 


sion, so  we  gave  up  our  home  there  and  went 
back  to  Farnum. 

They  had  a  nice  ward  in  Farnum.  We  were 
active  in  the  different  organizations.  My  husband 
was  bishop  there  for  five  years.  He  also  served 
as  president  of  the  Young  Men's  Mutual  and  was 
a  counselor  to  other  bishops.  Also,  he  was  a 
stake  missionary  and  served  in  many  capacities. 

Now,  by  1936,  we  have  five  more  children, 
making  seven  in  all.  Our  eldest  son  had  died  in 
1927  from  diphtheria  at  the  age  of  12.   Now  our 
children  were  getting  out  of  grade  school  and  had 
to  go  away  from  home  for  schooling,  so  we  de- 
cided that  we  would  come  to  Idaho  Falls  where 
we  could  maybe  all  find  work  and  get  along 
better  than  on  the  farm.  This  we  did  and  moved 
into  our  home  at  454  Iona  Street.  We  celebrated 
our  25th  wedding  anniversary  in  1940. 

We  went  to  the  First  Ward  for  our  meetings, 
then  we  were  asked  to  help  out  in  the  Highland 
Branch,  so  we  went  there.  We  held  many  posi- 
tions and  did  our  best.  I  was  president  of  the 
Relief  Society  for  five  years  and  also  served  as 
counselor  and  secretary  after  that.  Then  the  Sev- 
enth Ward  came  along  and  the  branch  was  com- 
bined with  them,  so  then  we  went  to  the  Fourth 
Ward  chapel  for  our  meetings.  Later,  I  was  a 
member  of  the  13th  Ward  and  was  happy  to  have 
been. 

I  had  two  sons  serve  in  the  Armed  Forces. 
One  in  Germany  (Gilbert)  and  one  in  Bermuda 
(Lynn).  Our  son  in  Bermuda  was  wounded.  He 
was  flown  to  the  Walter  Reed  Hospital  in  Wash- 
ington D.C.  I  had  the  privilege  of  flying  to 
Washington  D.C.  to  spend  two  weeks  with  my 
son.  I  had  a  daughter  living  in  New  York  City, 
so  I  went  up  there  and  visited  while  I  was  so 
close.  At  this  time,  I  was  a  cook  at  Wool  worth's 
store,  a  position  I  held  for  five  years,  until  I  got 
a  back  injury  and  had  to  stop  work. 

In  April  1953,  my  daughter,  Clara,  passed 
away  at  the  age  of  30.  Just  six  months  later,  in 
October,  my  husband  passed  away.  My  children 
are  all  married,  except  one  son. 

I  have  crossed  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  crossed 
the  United  States  two  times  and  been  swimming 
in  the  Pacific  Ocean.  I'm  thankful  for  my  grand- 
parents and  my  parents  for  coming  to  America 
and  bringing  me.  I  am  also  thankful  for  the  priv- 
ilege of  becoming  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-Day  Saints.  I  am  the  only 
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member  of  my  family  to  join  the  Church.   I  had 
a  wonderful  teacher,  my  husband,  to  help  me 
obtain  a  better  understanding  of  the  gospel. 

My  life  so  far  has  been  a  happy  one.   I  hope 
and  pray  that  I  may  be  able  to  live  up  to  the  stan- 
dards of  the  Church  and  be  an  example  to  my 
brothers  and  sisters,  that  they  may  someday  see 
the  beauties  of  it  and  join.  I  have  been  able  to  do 
some  temple  work  for  our  dead  and  hope  to  be 
able  to  do  more.   And  so  I  say,  "God  moves  in 
mysterious  ways  his  wonders  to  perform." 

After  Tom's  death,  I  lived  alone  for  several 
years,  working  here  and  there  and  taking  a  few 
vacations.  In  August  of  1970,  Delia,  Bessie 
Dawson  and  Cindy,  a  granddaughter,  and  I  went 
to  Heber  City  to  attend  the  Murdoch  Reunion. 
On  our  way  home  we  met  with  an  accident.  My 
daughter,  Delia,  was  treated  at  Tremonton  and  I 
was  taken  to  a  Logan,  Utah  hospital.  I  was  there 
about  two  weeks,  then  I  was  moved  to  the 
L.D.S.  Hospital  in  Idaho  Falls,  where  I  spent 
seven  and  a  half  months.   I  then  went  to  live  with 
my  son,  Vaughn,  and  his  wife,  Beth,  for  about  a 
month.   I  was  then  able  to  go  to  my  own  home 
on  Iona  St.,  where  I  stayed  'til  I  was  83  years 
old.   I  was  living  in  a  wheelchair,  had  sugar 
diabetes  and  had  broken  bones,  so  my  health  got 
bad  and  I  had  to  sell  my  home  and  go  live  with 
my  daughter,  Delia,  and  her  husband,  Joseph 
Perry,  at  776  Jeri.  I'm  still  in  my  wheelchair  and 
getting  along  as  good  as  old  people  can.  I  get  out 
as  often  as  I  feel  like  it.  It  was  hard  to  give  up 
my  home  after  living  there  41  years  and  know- 
ing the  neighbors,  dogs  and  all.  But  I'll  be 
happy  here  as  long  as  I  live. 

Note  by  Delia  Perry:   Sarah  Ingerborg  Han- 
sen Murdoch  passed  away  March  14,  1985. 
Mom  endured  all  the  hardships  of  the  pioneers. 


We  never  had  a  car.  We  never  had  electricity  or 
indoor  plumbing  until  1936  when  they  came  to 
Idaho  Falls.   She  worked  hard,  walked  many 
miles  and  was  a  blessing  to  many  older  people 
who  needed  her  help.  She  was  always  cheerful 
and  willing  to  help.  Her  hands  were  never  idle. 
Her  mind  was  always  churning  out  new  ideas. 
She  always  went  the  extra  mile  to  make  our 
birthdays  and  Christmas  special. 

She  was  a  wonderful  organizer  and  her  good 
humor  saved  many  instances.  She  inherited  an 
ability  to  make  something  from  nothing  and 
many  of  us  cherish  the  tin  can  ornaments  that 
adorn  our  walls.  She  crocheted  right  up  to 
Christmas  last  year,  when  she  decided  her  eyes 
wouldn't  let  her  do  the  work  that  she  could  be 
proud  of.   She  loved  her  children,  her  grandchil- 
dren and  her  great  grandchildren.  She  loved 
Joe's  family  and  enjoyed  the  love  and  respect 
they  gave  her. 

Uncle  Brig's  family  lived  on  a  neighboring 
farm  and  was  so  closely  knit  with  ours,  that  we 
think  of  them  as  our  own  family  and  appreciate 
all  the  love  and  kindness  given  our  mom. 

Surviving  children  are:  son,  LaVaughn; 
daughters,  Delia  and  Betty;  sons,  Gilbert  and 
Lynn.  Also,  a  brother,  Ralph  West;  three  sisters, 
Chris  Studebaker,  Clara  Reid  and  Ann  Galbreth. 
She  also  has  21  grandchildren,  29  great  grand- 
children, 5  step-grandchildren,  36  step-great 
grandchildren  and  16  step-great  great  grandchil- 
dren. We  will  miss  her  very  much. 

Compiled  by  Delia  Murdoch  Davis  Perry 


Sarah  Ingeborg  (Hansen)  Murdoch 


Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Murdoch  family  -  1942 

Back:  (L  to  R)  Betty,  Clara,  Delia,  Vaughn 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Gilbert,  Thomas  Todd,  Sarah  (Hansen),  Lynn 
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Editor's  Note:   The  biography  of  Sarah  Murdoch  would  not  be  complete  without  including  the  following 
poem  that  she  used  to  give  on  a  regular  basis  at  the  Murdoch  reunions. 


THE  PASSING  OF  THE  POT 

As  far  back  as  Farnum 

As  memories  may  go 

One  household  vessel  greets  me 

That  wasn't  made  for  show. 

Beneath  the  bed  t'was  anchored 

Where  only  few  could  see 

But  served  the  entire  family 

With  equal  privacy. 

Some  called  the  critter  "Fanny" 

And  some  the  "Thundermug" 

A  few  called  it  the  "Johnny" 

But  I  called  it  the  "Jug". 

The  special  one  for  company 

Was  decorated  swell 

But  just  the  same  it  rendered 

The  old  familiar  smell. 

One  was  enormous 
and  would  accommodate 

A  watermelon  party 
composed  of  six  or  eight. 

To  bring  it  in  at  evening 
Was  bad  enough  no  doubt 
But  heaven  help  the  party 

Who  had  to  take  it  out. 

At  times  when  things  were  pressing 

And  business  extra  good 

Each  took  his  turn  at  waiting 

Or  did  the  best  he  could. 

And  sometimes  in  the  darkness 

Without  benefit  of  flame 

We  fumbled  in  the  darkness 

And  slightly  missed  our  aim. 

Now  today  this  modernism 

Relieves  me  a  lot 

And  only  in  my  visions 

Do  I  see  the  family  pot. 
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CHAPTER  THREE 


HISTORY  OF  SARAH  INGEBORG  HANSEN'S  ANCESTORS 


I  have  been  asked  to  include  a  short  history 
of  my  maternal  grandparents,  Hans  Peder  Han- 
sen and  Anna  Mette  Andersen,  who  were  born 
respectively  in  Hojme  and  Lovet,  Denmark. 

Grandpa  Hans  Peder  Hansen  and  Grandma 
Anna  Mette  Andersen  Hansen  came  to  Utah 
from  their  home  in  Odense,  Denmark,  with  6  of 
their  nine  children  in  August  of  1 903 .  They  set- 
tled first  in  Fountain  Green  and  lived  there  for 
two  years. 

In  1904,  little  Alexander  was  born.   He  only 
lived  one  year  and  was  buried  in  Fountain 
Green,  Utah.  They  then  moved  to  Manti,  Utah, 
where  Ellen  Alexandria  was  born,  14  April 
1906,  followed  by  Ralph  Howard  on  5  March, 
1909. 

When  they  moved  to  Manti,  there  were  four 
other  H.P.  Hansen's  in  the  town,  so  Grandpa 
had  "West"  added  to  his  name.  When  they 
moved  to  Salt  Lake  City  in  the  fall  of  1909, 
Grandpa  dropped  the  "West"  from  his  name,  but 
Uncle  Ralph  was  the  only  boy  born  with  this 
name  and  he  always  went  by  the  name  of 
"West." 

Grandpa  continued  with  his  blacksmith  work 
in  Salt  Lake.  They  bought  a  comfortable  brick 
home  (which  still  stands  and  is  occupied  at  1725 
S.  8th  East)  and  lived  there  until  their  deaths. 
Grandma  died  in  1943  and  Grandpa  in  1957. 

We  were  living  in  Farnum,  Idaho,  by  the 
time  I  can  remember  them,  but  from  my  earliest 
recollection,  a  'once  a  summer'  visit  was  made 
to  our  home.  All  of  the  years  that  took  place, 
the  trip  was  made  in  Grandpa's  Model  T,  red 
Ford  sedan.  Anyone  who  can  remember,  knows 
how  shiny  and  clean  this  red  Ford  was.   He  had 
built  sides  on  the  running  boards,  where  children 
could  safely  ride  outside  the  car  and  it  served  as 
luggage  and  food  carriers  other  times.  Grandpa 
was  always  seriously  proud  of  his  children,  his 
wife  and  his  home  and  yard.  Everyone  and  ev- 
erything had  to  be  in  first  class  shape.  No  safety 
pins  instead  of  buttons,  all  shoes  polished  and 
shined  each  time  they  left  the  house.  The  hedge 
was  always  trimmed  and  the  lawn  well  groomed 
with  plenty  of  shade,  a  garden  of  vegetables  and 


flowers  in  the  back  yard.  It  was  beautiful  and  I 

can  still  remember  how  it  smelled  when  the  roses 

were  in  bloom.  I  was  privileged  to  spend  the 

summer  I  was  10  years  old  with  them 

and  it  has  always  remained  a  special  time  in  my 

life. 

Grandpa  and  Grandma  always  shared  their 
home  with  others.  That  summer,  my  cousin, 
Helen  Squires,  16  years  old,  and  Mardie  Leaver, 
four  years  old,  lived  with  them  and  almost  every 
day,  four  year  old  Jerry  Hansen  West,  another 
grandson,  was  there  as  well  as  their  married 
children  who  lived  in  the  area.  Sweet  Grandma 
was  busy  in  the  kitchen  most  of  the  time.  She 
always  made  it  a  special  time  for  everyone  and 
she  had  neighbors  and  friends  in  often  for  coffee 
and  cake.  Her  specialty  was  a  corn  starch  cake 
and  it  was  so  good!  Grandpa  sharpened  scissors, 
knives  and  lawn  mower  blades  and  he  did  work 
for  President  George  Albert  Smith  and  Heber  J. 
Grant  and  their  families.  He  was  quite  proud  of 
this. 

There  was  quite  a  ritual  to  Grandpa  and 
Grandma's  visits.  He  left  a  big  flag  to  be  flown 
from  the  flag  pole  and  two  smaller  ones  to  be 
flown  on  each  side  of  the  front  gate.  Upon  then- 
arrival,  we  all  stood  in  line  and  greeted  Grandpa 
with  a  bow  and  a  "How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Presi- 
dent. "  No  hugs  and  kisses  until  we  got  to 
Grandma  and  she  made  up  for  all  the  polite  cere- 
mony. On  the  second  day,  there  was  a  contest  to 
see  who  could  guess  the  closest  to  how  many 
pennies  there  were  in  the  big  jar  he  had  saved  all 
year.  Each  one  got  some  pennies  and  a  trip  to 
Ashton  for  a  rootbeer.  Uncle  Brig's  kids  were 
never  left  out  and  they  counted  them  as  their 
own. 

Grandpa  always  went  out  to  the  ditch  man 
ran  through  our  yard  for  his  morning  clean  up. 
We  all  loved  to  watch  him  as  he  threw  big  hands- 
ful  of  water  over  his  face,  onto  his  head  and  neck 
and  arms.  He  made  a  big  noise  and  thoroughly 
enjoyed  doing  this.  Grandma's  big  thing  was 
going  to  the  pasture  and  calling  the  pigs  to  the 
trough.  She  would  call  "gleece,  gleece,  gleece" 
and  we  would  laugh  because  they  would  come 
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running  since  she  always  had  the  slop  bucket. 
We  couldn't  understand  how  they  knew  that 
meant  "pig." 

We  were  never  forgotten  on  our  birthdays 
nor  Christmas  and  always  a  trinket  or  something 
special  for  each  one  when  they  came. 

After  we  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  in  1936,  the 
old  red  Ford  didn't  make  the  yearly  visits  and 
Grandma  often  came  on  the  bus  alone,  or  with 
Mardie  or  Jerry  along,  but  she  still  made  a 
yearly  visit.  She  did  make  it  back  to  Farnum  in 
1941 ,  when  she  came  to  visit  Stephen  and  me 
and  our  baby,  R.J.  Her  health  failed  and  she 
passed  away  in  1943.  Grandpa  continued  his 
yearly  visit  and  always  made  it  to  Ashton  to 
spend  a  few  days  with  Stephen  and  me.  He  loved 
to  go  see  the  places  and  go  to  the  cafe  and  hope 
to  see  Milt  Hansen,  whom  he  knew  from  Foun- 
tain Green. 

Lynn  and  I  spent  a  few  days  in  Salt  Lake  as 
he  had  an  appointment  to  meet  with  his  doctor  at 
the  Veterans'  Hospital.  This  was  just  one  week 
before  Lynn  passed  away.  We  had  such  a  glori- 
ous time.  We  stopped  in  front  of  the  house  where 
Grandpa  and  Grandma  had  lived.  It  was  well 
cared  for,  but  there  wasn't  the  polish  and  shine  it 
had  when  they  lived  there.  The  hedge  was  re- 
moved and  the  rose  garden  gone,  but  oh,  the 
memories  we  had!  Lynn  had  also  spent  a  sum- 
mer with  them,  so  we  talked  about  the  things  we 
remembered,  such  as  Grandma  sitting  at  her 
sewing  machine.  She  couldn't  carry  a  tune,  but 
she  hummed  as  she  worked,  always  making 
something  out  of  her  trunk  filled  with  the  dis- 
cards from  her  "well-to-do"  kids  as  she  called  it. 
Grandpa  was  great  to  take  us  to  Liberty  Park  and 
always  a  ride  in  the  elevator  of  the  Walker  build- 
ing, the  tallest  in  town.  A  trip  out  to  Saltair  on 
the  open  train,  with  a  lunch  prepared  by 
Grandma... rye  bread  and  cheese  being  the  main 
thing.  Weekly  shows  on  a  canvas  hung  from  a 
building  in  Liberty  Park.  "Felix  the  Cat"  was  the 


cartoon  most  projected  onto  that  screen,  but 
"awesome"  to  us  as  we  had  never  seen  anything 
like  that. 

When  we  asked  Grandpa  why  he  didn't  join 
the  Church,  he  said  he  rode  his  white  horse  up  to 
the  mountain  in  Fountain  Green  and  talked  to  the 
Lord  in  prayer.  The  answer  he  got,  he  said,  was 
"  H.P.  Hansen,  you're  alright".   Dad  always 
said  that  Grandma  Hansen  was  a  true  Latter-day 
Saint,  all  she  lacked  was  baptism.  They  were  the 
best  grandparents  anyone  could  have  and  I  al- 
ways felt  so  loved  and  comfortable  in  their 
home.    "God  bless  their  memory." 

By  Delia  Murdoch  Davis  Perry 


Anna  Mette  (Andersen)  and  Hans  Peder  Hansen 
Sarah  (Hansen)  Murdoch's  Parents 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Sarah,  Edler,  Anna,  Hamlet,  Clara,  Christina 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Anna  Mette  (Andersen),  Ralph,  Ellen,  Hans  Peder  Hansen 
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SECTION  SIX 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  THE  THOMAS  TODD  MURDOCH 

and 
SARAH  INGEBORG  HANSEN  FAMILIES 

CHAPTER  ONE 
BIOGRAPHY  OF  THOMAS  TODD  MURDOCH,  JR. 


Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  Jr.  was  born  November 
23,  1916,  and  died  at  the  age  of  12  at  Farnum,  of 
diphtheria.    He  was  nursed  and  cared  for  for 
almost  six  weeks,  when  on  September  17,  1928 


he  was  called  home.  This  grief  Dad  and  Mom 
never  fully  got  over  and  I'm  sure  that  all  of  us 
missed  his  sweet,  kind  ways.   He  was  quiet  and 
full  of  love,  like  Dad. 


<*      I 


Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  Jr. 


Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  Jr. 
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CHAPTER  TWO 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  LA  VAUGHN  HANSEN  MURDOCH 

and 
BETH  HOLBROOK 


My  father  was  Uncle  Tom  to  everyone.  I 
am  Uncle  Vaughn  to  everyone.   I  was  born  in 
Farnum,  Idaho,  August  24,  1918.   I  went  to 
school  at  Farnum  through  the  eighth  grade. 

I  married  Beth  Holbrook  August  26,  1945. 
My  family  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  in  1936.  In 
1942,  I  went  to  work  at  Pacific  Fruit  and  Pro- 
duce Company  I  worked  there  39  years,  retiring 
in  1981.  In  1972,  we  bought  30  acres  near 
Bone,  Idaho,  on  Wolverine  Road.  We  spent  our 
extra  time  there  and  had  a  beautiful  home  and 
golf  course.   It  was  known  as  "Murdoch's  Moun- 
tain." 

Beth  and  I  have  had  many  nice  trips.  We 
spent  12  winters  in  Long  Beach,  California. 

In  1970,  we  drove  the  Alkan  Highway  to 
Alaska.  We  took  a  30  day  Motor  Caravan  thru 
Old  Mexico.  We  took  a  tour  to  Australia,   New 
Zealand,  Tahiti  and  Bora  Bora.  We  took  a  tour 


to  Denmark,  Scotland  and  England.  We  visited 
the  home  where  my  mother  was  born.  We  spent 
time  in  Daytona  Beach,  Florida.   For  our  50th 
Anniversary,  we  had  a  Caribbean  Cruise  from 
Florida  through  the  Panama  Canal. 

We  sold  our  condo  in  Long  Beach  in  1 993 
and  bought  a  home  in  St.  George.   We  sold  our 
property  in  Idaho  in  1995.  St.  George  is  our 
new  home. 

I  like  to  look  back  at  the  good  times  we  had 
in  Farnum.   Also  the  good  times  with  Uncle  Brig 
and  Aunt  Louannie  and  all  my  cousins.  I  love 
you  all.   Also,  all  my  school  friends.   They  were 
all  great.   Beth  and  I  enjoy  good  health.  Come 
see  us  in  St.  George. 

1050  East  Brigham  Road  #58 
St.  George,  Utah  84790 


LaVaughn  and  Beth  Murdoch  wedding  picture 
August  26,  1945 


LaVaughn  and  Beth  Murdoch  -  1 993 


560 


CHAPTER  THREE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  DELLA  ANN  MURDOCH 

and 
STEPHEN  REESE  DAVIS  -  JOSEPH  PERRY 


My  earliest  recollections  begin  in  Farnum.   I 
was  born  in  Rupert,  Idaho,  March  22,  1921,  to 
Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Hansen  Murdoch.  We 
moved  back  to  Farnum  in  1 922  and  my 
memories  only  stretch  back  to  about  1926. 

By  this  time,  life  was  really  buzzing  and 
Farnum  was  a  prosperous,  happy  community 
with  a  wonderful  school  and  a  church  that 
seemed  to  include  everyone.  The  buildings  were 
both  used  for  social  activities  as  well. 

As  my  sister,  Clara,  and  I  observed  the 
circle  of  mountains  around  us,  we  assumed  that 
the  whole  world  was  in  this  valley  surrounded  by 
them  and  indeed  it  was.  We  were  so  protected 
from  all  the  struggle  and  strife  outside  of  this 
valley.  How  special  were  the  wonderful 
teachers,  relatives,  friends  and  loved  ones  who 
taught  us  and  shaped  our  lives  and  framed  our 
minds. 

School  was  a  place  of  learning,  not  just 
reading,  writing  and  arithmetic,  but  of  honesty, 
fairness,  serving  o  thers  and  using  our  talents. 
Those  special  Christmas  programs  with  an 
evening's  entertainment  from  the  grade  school. 
We  were  truly  actors  and  actresses  and  we  did 
learn  music  with  Mr.  Bean  pumping  the  old 
organ  and  fingering  the  notes  for  us.    Marching 
around  the  room,  to  keep  warm  early  in  the 
mornings  until  the  fire  warmed  the  school, 
always  felt  good.   I  still  wonder  how  we  kept 
from  burning  the  huge  Christmas  tree  down,  as  it 
was  beautiful  with  all  the  candles  on  every 
bough.  Santa's  bag  of  gifts  and  treats  for 
everyone  was  always  special,  too. 

As  I  think  of  the  people,  I  remember 
Grandma  Bratt's  caraway  seed  cookies;  Aunt 
Hattie  Oberhansley's  egg  noodles;  a  warm  cup  of 
fresh  separated  milk  from  Aunt  Louannie's 
separator;  marvelous  chocolate  cake  from  Anna 
Benson.  What  a  privilege  to  spend  the  night  at 
the  Dave  and  Rose  Rogers'  home,  the  wonderful 
cheese  from  Star  Valley  they  always  had. 
Pancakes  with  real  jelled  jelly  at  the  George 


White  home.  Whites  got  a  new  davenport. 
When  Afton  told  me,  I  thought  it  was  a  piece  of 
machinery.  I  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  a 
davenport.   Everyone  used  chairs  to  sit  on  in  our 
home.  I  remember  cake  with  white  fudge 
frosting  at  Liza  Schofield's;  crisp  snow  white 
apples  at  George  Kidd's  in  the  winter. 

Cold  winter  nights  in  December  as  we 
walked  the  mile  to  Uncle  Brig's  home  to  hear 
Santa  say  "hello"  from  the  North  Pole.   Our  first 
radio  came  in  the  1930's  and  then  we  were  in 
touch  with  the  outside  world  -especially  Amos  'n 
Andy. 

The  dances  in  the  Farnum  Church,  falling  to 
sleep  to  the  beat  of  Dad,  Uncle  Brig,  Johnny  Van 
Sickle  and  Claude  Henry  playing  the  music. 
Uncle  Lew  Hawkes  as  he  proclaimed  the  gospel 
from  the  pulpit  in  his  best  "Southern  Preacher" 
noisy  way.   Wondering  if  Bishop  Hendrickson 
really  had  a  mouth  opening  under  his  big 
mustache.  I  really  watched  for  it  as  he  took  the 
sacrament. 

We  were  so  lucky  to  have  Vera  Hendrickson 
in  our  ward,  as  she  was  the  music.    I  can  still 
see  her  tiny  feet  pumping  the  old  organ.  She 
played  so  very  well,  it  was  really  dull  at  church 
if  she  ever  missed  coming. 

All  the  good  times  we  had  at  Farnum 
celebrations,  either  at  the  church  or  down  on  the 
creek.   I  particularly  remember  two  outings 
when  Florence  Schofield  picked  all  of  us 
Primary  girls  up  in  her  trailer  drawn  by  two 
mules  and  we  camped  down  there  for  two  days 
and  nights.   How  brave  she  must  have  been! 

The  Whitmore,  Hill  and  Benson  boys  were 
always  so  kind  to  teach  us  young  kids  how  to 
dance.  We  must  have  pestered  them  to  death! 
Jim  and  Curly  Miller  and  family  were  always  fun 
to  be  around  and  many  huckleberry  trips  were 
taken  with  them.   Uncle  Hans  Nielsen's  sheep 
camp  was  always  special  to  us,  too  -  the  only  one 
we  were  ever  in.  The  Friday  night  surprise 
parties  when,  if  you  weren't  invited,  you  knew  it 
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would  be  at  your  home.  We  always  enjoyed  the 
Walt  and  Vera  Bratt  home  for  these. 

In  the  late  spring,  the  road  grader  would 
come  along  and  smooth  the  rough  dirt  roads  to 
our  delight.  Barefooted,  we  would  follow  him 
for  miles  pretending  the  damp,  smooth  dirt  was 
our  "sidewalk."  This  was  a  time  also  to  bring 
out  the  "stilts"  and  walk  along  on  our  elevated 
sticks.  We  could  make  good  time  this  way. 

Summer  evenings  were  also  a  special  time 
for  playing  games  and  anytime  we  could  get 
cousins  or  friends  together,  we  could  play 
"Johnny,  Johnny  Butcher  Boy",  Charades,  Run 
Sheepy  Run,  Kick  the  Can,  Steal  die  Stick,  or 
Hopscotch.   No  one  ever  said,  "I'm  bored." 

This  was  also  a  very  special  time  for  us,  as 
my  mother's  parents  and  sometimes  her  sisters 
or  brothers  would  come  all  the  way  from  Salt 
Lake  to  visit  in  Grandpa  Hansen's  red  model  T 
Ford.   It  was  a  two  day  trip.   We  also  had  flags 
on  the  front  gate  and  a  big  one  on  the  house.  We 
always  had  to  salute  Grandpa  and  say,  "How  do 
you  do,  Mr.  President".   No  hugs  and  kisses 
here,  but  grandma  made  up  for  all  that.  Our  two 
special  treats  while  they  were  with  us  were  a 
chicken  dinner  at  Jim  and  John  Brown's  home 
and  a  trip  to  town  for  a  root  beer.   How  special 
are  these  memories!   I'm  sure  many  of  you 
remember  them,  also. 

I  started  high  school  in  Ashton  in  the  fall  of 
1934.  What  a  change  for  me,  after  coming  from 
a  class  of  three  graduates  at  Farnum!.  It  was 
very  intimidating  to  me.  I  rode  the  six  miles  to 
school  with  Marian  and  Afton  White  until 
December,  when  the  snow  came  and  we  could 
no  longer  drive.  Now,  the  real  test  came!   I  had 
to  find  a  home  where  I  could  work  for  my  board 
and  room.  I  was  so  fortunate  to  be  taken  by  the 
Jesse  Hammonds.  They  had  a  daughter  just  a 
year  younger  than  I  and  we  became  really  good 
friends.  This  was  a  busy  household,  as  they  had 
a  large  home  and  took  in  boarders  and  roomers. 
Mr.  Hammond  was  a  railroad  mechanic  and,  as 
there  were  many  trains  coming  and  going  at  that 
time,  the  railroad  workers  stayed  in  Ashton;  a 
day  crew  and  a  night  crew.  So,  we  had  breakfast 
to  serve  and  we  called  'supper'  as  the  evening 
meal.  Also,  the  beds  had  to  be  changed,  so  I  was 
busy,  but  happy  to  be  in  their  home  where  I 
spent  the  next  five  years,  four  in  high  school  and 
one  year  at  Ricks.   I  commuted  there  by 


Greyhound  bus  in  the  morning  and  the  train  at 
6:30  at  night.  These  were  wonderful  years  in  my 
life. 

My  parents  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  in  1936 
and,  if  it  hadn't  been  mat  Uncle  Brig  and  Aunt 
Louannie  and  their  family  moved  into  Ashton 
about  the  same  time,  my  life  would  have  been 
one  of  home-sickness  for  my  own  family.  I  spent 
many  Sundays  with  them  and  Uncle  Brig  was  my 
barber.  Continuing  the  days  when,  on  Saturdays 
in  die  summer,  we  would  meet  at  the  canal 
where  all  who  needed  it  could  get  their  hair  cut 
by  Uncle  Brig.  I  became  so  close  to  my  cousins 
and,  to  this  day,  this  sweet  relationship  flourishes 
and  I  am  so  thankful  to  have  had  this  special  time 
with  them  throughout  my  life. 

I  graduated  from  high  school  in  May  1938. 
In  that  fall  I  went  to  Ricks  College.  The 
Greyhound  bus  left  Ashton  at  6: 10  a.m.  and  a 
small  train  called  the  "Galloping  Goose"  came  up 
here  at  6:30  p.m.,  so  my  days  were  long.  I  could 
stay  at  the  college  library  until  it  closed  at  5:00 
p.m.,  so  I  got  my  homework  done  before  I  got 
home. 

I  became  engaged  to  Stephen  Davis  from 
Ashton  and  on  Nov.  8,  1939,  we  were  married 
in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple.   We  lived  in  the 
upstairs  of  Stephen's  father  and  mother's  home 
on  a  farm  one  mile  east  of  Ashton.   They  were 
so  good  to  us.  On  Nov.  3,  1940,  our  first  baby 
was  born  in  our  home.   It  was  the  last  delivery 
Dr.  Soule  made  in  a  home.   I  wanted  so  much  to 
have  my  babies  born  just  as  my  mother  had  -  no 
hospitals  for  me!  It  was  a  baby  boy  and  we 
named  him  Reece  Junior.  Stephen's  name  was 
Stephen  Reece  and  the  Junior  was  after  a  nephew 
of  Stephen's  who  had  drowned  as  a  child.  Oh, 
how  happy  we  were  to  have  this  sweet  baby.  He 
was  known  as  R.J.  throughout  his  life.  When  he 
was  1 1  days  old,  we  moved  out  to  the  Hans 
Nielson  farm  on  Fall  River  in  Farnum.  How 
good  it  was  to  be  in  this  special  place  again  and 
enjoy  the  great  friends  we  had  there. 

We  moved  back  to  Ashton  in  1 942  and 
continued  farming  with  Stephen's  brother  in-law 
and  sister,  Archie  and  Arnetta  Hill.  There  were 
rumblings  of  war  and  many  were  being  called 
into  the  Army.  These  were  days  of  shortages  and 
food  and  clothing  stamps.  We  (Stephen  and  I) 
were  working  in  the  winter  time  at  the  Ashton 
Seed  House,  walking  the  mile  to  and  from  work. 
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Clara  stayed  with  us  that  first  winter.  She 
worked  there,  too,  and  we  had  fun,  but  not  much 
money!  Wages  were  25  cents  an  hour  for  the 
women,  slightly  more  for  the  men. 

On  August  13,  1944,  we  were  blessed  with  a 
baby  girl,  whom  we  named,  Linda  Kaye.  What  a 
joy  she  was  and  still  is.   R  .J.'s  reaction  to  her 
were  summed  up  in  these  words:  "Take  her  back 
to  Mrs.  Wellman's,  we  don't  need  her".   She 
had  been  born  in  Mrs.  Wellman's  nursing  home 
and  I  had  been  gone  for  13  days,  so  he  didn't 
want  any  more  of  that!   Linda  has  been  a  great 
source  of  joy  throughout  her  life  to  us.  When 
she  was  14  months  old  in  October  of  1945,  we 
were  able  to  buy  our  own  farm  from  Mr.  Leo 
Wedige.  What  a  great  day  for  us.  The  1940 
years  were  very  good  to  us.   They  also  brought 
us  some  sorrow  when,  on  Aug.  21,  1948,  our 
little  Nancy  Dawn  was  born  prematurely  and 
only  lived  eight  hours.  We  buried  her  in  the 
Ashton  Pineview  Cemetery. 

The  1950' s  found  us  busy  farming  our  own 
farm,  milking  cows,  15  of  them,  and  caring  for  a 
small  flock  of  sheep.  Prices  were  good  and  in 
1957  we  paid  off  the  farm.  We  had  many  plans, 
but  in  July  Stephen  suffered  another  quite  severe 
heart  attack  and  we  were  advised  by  the  doctor 
to  leave  the  farm.  The  very  day  Stephen  was 
released  from  the  hospital,  the  Hummel  Motel 
was  officially  put  up  for  sale.  This  was  August 
14,  1957,  and  we  assumed  possession  Oct.  13, 
1957.  We  acknowledged  the  hand  of  the  Lord  in 
this  transaction  and  during  the  next  year  of  trial 
and  error,  we  had  to  call  on  him  many  times  for 
moral  support.  We  grew  to  love  the  business  and 
prospered  there  for  the  next  12  years. 

During  the  1960's  many  changes  came  into 
our  lives.  Stephen  was  made  the  distributer  for 
Continental  (Conoco)  Oil  Company,  a  job  that 
was  just  made  for  him.  We  built  onto  the  motel, 
our  children  married  and  left  home  and  we 
became  grandparents!  Life  was  hectic,  but  good. 
We  sold  the  motel  in  1 969  and  moved  into  a  nice 
home  we  had  previously  purchased,  so  we  would 
be  ready  for  retirement. 

The  70 's  found  us  living  happily.  I  was  a 
homemaker  again,  Stephen  still  stayed  with  the 
oil  business.  He  planned  to  retire  at  age  60  and 
then  we  were  going  to  go  traveling  and  do  all  the 
fun  things  we  had  put  off.  I  had  begun  working 
at  Wynn's  Furniture  store  in  Ashton  in  1973,  as  I 
became  eager  to  be  out  in  the  public  again. 
Then,  on  the  Fourth  of  July  1975,  Stephen  had  a 


heart  attack  and  died.   Oh,  how  alone  and 
desolate  I  felt.  We  had  just  moved  into  our  first 
new  home  and  worked  so  hard  to  get  the  yard  all 
planted  and  had  so  many  plans.   Fortunately,  I 
had  a  job  to  go  to  and  it  helped  me  to  get  my  life 
on  track  again,  although  it  was  never  die  same 
without  him. 

In  November  of  1976,  I  married  Joseph 
Perry  and  began  a  new  life  with  him.  I  had 
always  wanted  a  large  family  and  now  I  had  it, 
as  I  gained  five  more  step-children  and  36  more 
grandchildren,  so  now  I  had  seven  children  and 
42  grandchildren  and,  at  the  present  time,  we 
have  58  great-grandchildren  with  more  on  the 
way. 

Joe  was  living  in  Idaho  Falls  and  driving 
school  bus  for  District  #91 ,  so  I  left  my  new 
home  and  moved  to  Idaho  Falls.  I  was  happy  to 
do  this  because  I  would  be  able  to  give  my  mom 
more  help.  We  had  many  trips  and  good  times 
our  first  year,  spending  our  first  anniversary  in 
beautiful  Hawaii  in  company  with  Joe's  two 
sisters  and  his  brother  and  wife.  They  were  so 
much  fun  and  when  we  returned  to  the  States, 
Joe  and  I  spent  another  6  weeks  visiting  his 
children  and  their  families  in  their  various  places 
of  residence.  We  came  home  just  in  time  for 
Christmas. 

Early  in  1978,  Mom  had  a  stroke  and  her 
health  declined,  so  Joe  and  I  moved  in  with  her 
to  see  if  she  could  get  better,  but  by  April  it  was 
evident  that  she  was  not  able  to  be  alone 
anymore.  Mom  was  totally  in  a  wheelchair  and, 
because  Joe's  home  was  not  well  suited  for  her 
needs,  we  sold  his  home  and  found  a  perfect  set 
up  in  a  large  home  on  Jeri  Avenue.  In  May  we 
moved  into  it.  We  spent  the  next  8  1/2  years 
there,  caring  for  her  and  her  needs.  We  made 
many  good  friends  there  and  had  wonderful 
neighbors.  We  were  called  on  a  stake  mission 
and  also  as  team  initiatory  ordinance  workers  in 
the  temple.  We  had  many  assignments  in  the 
auxiliaries  in  the  23rd  Ward  also. 

The  1980's  saw  more  changes  in  our  lives. 
In  Oct.  of  1984,  Mom  fell  and  injured  her  leg, 
requiring  a  trip  to  the  hospital  for  her.  She  was 
there  for  almost  a  month  and  the  doctors,  nurses 
and  therapists  worked  with  her,  trying  to  get  her 
well  enough  to  come  home.  They  called  all  of  us 
kids  who  lived  here  to  meet  with  them  and  we 
were  advised  that  she  would  need  to  go  to  the 
nursing  home  where  she  would  have  continued 
therapy.  What  a  decision,  it  was  so  hard  to  let 
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her  go!  She  never  once  complained  and  drew  a 
circle  of  friends  around  her,  until  she  was  the 
high-light  of  the  Riverview  Rest  Home.  She 
started  failing  in  February  of  1985  and  was  put 
back  in  the  hospital  where  she  passed  away 
March  14,  1985.  We  buried  her  by  her  loving 
husband,  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  in  Pineview 
Cemetery  in  Ashton,  Idaho. 

Joe  and  I  moved  back  to  my  home  in  Ashton 
in  November  of  1985.  We  were  happy  to  be 
back  and  enjoy  the  companionship  of  my 
children  and  grandchildren  again.  We  were  now 
free  to  travel  and  we  took  another  trip  to  Hawaii 
with  Vaughn  and  Beth  and  two  tours  with  the 
Beacon  Tour  groups. 

Joe  was  diagnosed  with  cancer  in  1986,  but 
after  successful  surgery  he  hadn't  had  any  re- 
occurrence until  April  1989,  when  we  were  told 
it  was  now  bone  cancer.  He  fought  a  good  fight 
and  was  very  patient  in  suffering.   He  got 
pneumonia  on  Dec.  13th  and  was  in  the  Rexburg 
hospital  until  the  20th,  when  he  was  then 
transferred  to  the  Ashton  Memorial  Nursing 
Home,  where  he  passed  away  Jan.  6,  1991 . 

I  am  still  living  in  my  home,  but  not  alone.  I 
have  my  little  great  grandson,  Taylor  Bolland, 


who  has  been  in  my  home  since  he  was  6  1/2 
months  old.  He  is  now  6  1/2  years,  in  the  first 
grade  and  the  joy  of  my  life.  His  father,  Steve 
Bolland,  has  also  been  here  most  of  the  time. 

I  have  had  a  great  life  of  activity  in  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints.  I 
have  been  on  two  Stake  Boards  of  Relief  Society, 
have  been  a  Relief  Society  president  in  the  ward 
twice,  once  in  1958  and  again  in  1991,  a 
counselor  twice  in  the  Relief  Society.  I  have 
been  on  the  Stake  Board  of  YWMIA,  Stake 
Primary  Board,  served  as  a  teacher  in  Sunday 
School  and  in  all  the  auxiliaries.  I  have  been  a 
visiting  teacher  for  56  years  and  still  am.  I  am 
also  active  in  The  Daughters  of  the  Utah 
Pioneers. 

I  bear  witness  that  God  lives,  Jesus  Christ  is 
His  son  and  my  Savior.  This  is  the  only  true  and 
living  Church  on  the  earth  today.,  The  Book  of 
Mormon  is  a  true  witness,  as  is  the  Bible.  I'm 
grateful  for  the  sacrifice  made  by  my 
grandparents  and  our  dear  Wee  Granny  and  also 
for  my  goodly  earth  parents,  for  their  examples 
and  teachings  and  to  each  of  you  for  your  love 
and  friendship.     It  is  great  to  be  a  Murdoch! 


CHILDREN: 

(1)R.  J. 

B- 

■03  Nov  1940 

M 

D 

-24  Sep  1987 

(2)  Linda 

B 

■  13  Aug  1944 

M 

(3)  Nancy  Dawn 

B 

21  Aug  1948 

D 

-21  Aug  1948 

21  Jun  1964  to  Mary  Lou  Bloom 
28  Dec  1962  to  Leroy  Bolland 


Steven  Davis 


Delia  (Murdoch)  Davis 


Joseph  and  Delia  (Murdoch)  Perry 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  DELLA  ANN  MURDOCH 
and  STEPHEN  REECE  DAVIS 


1  -  REECE  JUNIOR  (R.  J.)  DAVIS.  I  was  born  Nov.  3,  1940,  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  the  first  grandchild  of 
Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Ingeborg  Hansen  Murdoch.  I  was  the  first  child  of  Stephen  Reece  and  Delia  Ann 
Murdoch  Davis.  My  first  two  years  were  spent  in  Farnum,  Idaho,  and  then  the  next  17  years  were  spent  in 
Ashton,  where  I  attended  grade  and  high  school  years,  graduating  in  1959. 

I  had  many  happy  experiences  and  especially  enjoyed  being  a  member  of  the  FFA  Team.  I  also 
enjoyed  drama  and  the  fun  of  being  in  school  plays.  I  also  joined  the  National  Guard  and  went  for  my  six 
months  of  training  one  week  after  graduation.  Boot  camp  was  Fort  Ord  in  California,  then  on  to  Fort 
Leonard  Wood  in  Missouri. 

After  returning  home  I  worked  with  my  friend,  Rodney  Osborne,  cutting  timber  and  living  the  life  of 
mountain  hermits.  It  was  great!    I  then  attended  one  year  of  college  at  Logan,  Utah,  and  attended  one 
semester  at  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg.   Upon  returning  home,  I  went  to  work  for  several  farmers,  which  I 
loved  to  do. 

On  June  21,  1963,  Mary  Lou  Bloom  and  I  were  married  in  the  Ashton  Ward.   Z.J.  Egbert  performed 
the  ceremony.  Mary  Lou's  parents  are  Perry  M.  Bloom  and  Thelma  Setzer  Bloom. 

Our  next  four  years  were  spent  at  Rising  River  near  Blackfoot,  Idaho,  where  I  worked  for  my  Uncle 
Lynn  Murdoch  and  M  and  L  Farms.  While  we  lived  in  the  Blackfoot  area,  our  two  daughters  were  born, 
Sherry  LaRae,  born  16th  November,  1963,  and  Reeca  Marie,  born  5  August,  1965.  Both  were  born  at  the 
Bingham  Memorial  Hospital. 

In  1967,  we  moved  to  Ashton  and  in  1968  we  purchased  our  home  on  North  3rd  St.  I  took  over  the 
management  of  the  Conoco  Service  Station.  Later,  I  went  to  work  in  the  timber  for  Garland  Call  Pole 
Company. 

In  1981,  I  went  to  work  for  Kandler  Farms  and  re-discovered  my  true  avocation  in  life!   I  was  born  to 
be  a  farmer.  The  hours  were  long  and  the  work  was  hard,  but  it  brought  me  a  satisfaction  that  no  other 
work  could  and  two  of  the  best  friends  a  man  could  have,  Craig  Nyborg  and  Scott  Kandler.  That  same 
year,  I  became  a  volunteer  Emergency  Medical  Technician.  Mary  Lou  had  certified  as  an  EMT  3  years 
earlier  and  I  came  to  understand  and  appreciate  the  satisfaction  of  helping  those  who  needed  medical  care. 

In  1983,  I  became  the  president  of  the  Ashton  Ambulance  Service,  a  position  that  was  previously  held 
by  my  wife,  Mary  Lou.   In  1984,  I  was  elected  to  the  governing  board  of  Ashton  Memorial  Hospital. 

In  1985,  our  household  was  rather  quiet.  Sherry  was  in  Delaware  working  as  a  nanny  and  Reeca  was 
married,  living  in  Nampa.  On  June  29,  1985,  Reeca  gave  birth  to  Katianne  Marie  and  my  life  changed  in  a 
way  I  never  thought  possible.  Kati  became  my  greatest  source  of  joy  and  entertainment.  The  next  two 
years  were  the  best  of  my  life. 

Footnote  by  Mary  Lou:   On  September  24,  1987,  R.J.  died  from  a  heart  attack.   He  was  a  good  man 
with  many  talents.  He  left  many  handcrafted  items  of  wood  and  leather  that  have  become  treasures  to  his 
family.  Since  his  death,  his  two  grandsons  have  been  born.  Logan  Dennis  Marotz,  born  4  Sept  ,1991,  and 
Joshua  Davis  Mills,  born  28  Sept,  1992.  We  hope  to  keep  his  memory  alive,  so  that  his  grandchildren  will 
know  what  a  fun  man  their  "Papa"  was. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sherry  LaRae 

(2)  Reeca  Marie 


B-  16  Nov  1963 
B- 05  Aug  1965 


M  -  05  May  1990  to  Donald  Mills 

M  -  24  Nov  1984  to  Kelly  Martin  (div) 

M  -  10  Nov  1989  to  Dennis  James  Marotz 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Reece  Davis  Jr.,  Mary  Lou  (Bloom)  Davis 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Sherry  and  Reeca 


1  -  Sherry  LaRae  Davis  Mills.    My  name  is  Sherry  LaRae  Davis  Mills.  I  was  born  16  November, 
1963,  in  Blackfoot,  Idaho,  to  Reece  Junior  and  Mary  Lou  Bloom  Davis.  A  few  years  later  we  moved 
to  Ashton,  Idaho. 

In  1982,  I  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  in  Ashton.  That  fall  I  went  to  Ricks  College  in 
Rexburg,  Idaho.  Two  years  later  I  moved  to  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  and  worked.  I  lived  with  my 
grandma,  Delia  Murdoch  Davis  Perry. 

The  summer  of  1987,  I  was  in  Hinkley,  Utah,  visiting  a  friend.  While  there,  I  met  Donald  Mills  of 
Long  Beach,  California.  He  was  born  May  2,  1966,  and  was  in  Utah  working  for  relatives.  Over  the 
next  year  and  a  half  we  kept  in  touch  through  letters  and  phone  calls. 

After  getting  my  cosmetology  license,  I  moved  to  Long  Beach,  California.   Once  there  I  received 
my  California  license  and  started  working. 

On  May  5,  1990,  Don  and  I  got  married.  In  September  of  that  year  we  started  driving  truck  cross 
country.  In  March  of  1992  we  moved  to  Ashton,  Idaho.  On  September  28,  1992,  Joshua  Davis  Mills 
was  born. 

In  1994,  we  moved  to  Twin  Falls,  Idaho.  Don  still  drove  cross  country,  while  I  worked  locally. 
In  1995,  Joshua  and  I  joined  Don  on  the  truck.  In  September  of  1996  we  got  off  the  truck  and  started 
to  work  locally. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joshua  Davis 


B- 28  Sep  1992 
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Don,  Joshua,  and  Sherry  (Davis)  Mills 


2  -  Reeca  Marie  Davis  Marotz.  I  am  the  great  granddaughter  of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Ingeborg 
Hansen  Murdoch,  the  granddaughter  of  Stephen  Reese  and  Delia  Ann  Murdoch  Davis  and  the 
daughter  of  Reece  Junior  (R.J.)  and  Mary  Lou  Bloom  Davis.  I  was  born  the  5th  of  August,  1965,  in 
Blackfoot,  Idaho.  I  lived  in  the  Blackfoot  area  until  1966  when  we  moved  to  Ashton,  Idaho. 

I  attended  Ashton  Elementary  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School  in  1983  and 
attended  Ricks  College  in  Rexburg,  Idaho  in  1983  and  1984. 

I  married  Kelly  Craig  Martin,  son  of  Louis  and  Mary  Martin,  on  the  24th  of  November,  1984.  We 
moved  to  Nampa,  Idaho.  We  had  a  daughter,  Katianne  Marie  Martin,  born  29  June,  1985,  in  Nampa. 
Kelly  and  I  divorced  in  December,  1986. 

I  moved  to  Ashton  in  1986  and  again  attended  Ricks  College  in  1987-1988.  I  worked  for  Diet 
Center,  Inc.  in  1988  and  1989,  as  proofreader  and  assistant  to  Alan  Webb. 

On  the  10th  of  November,  1989,  I  married  Dennis  James  Marotz,  son  of  Victor  and  Mabel 
Steinmann  Marotz.  We  moved  to  Pocatello,  Idaho,  and  that  is  where  our  son,  Logan  Dennis  Marotz, 
was  born  on  the  4th  of  September,  1991 . 

Dennis  graduated  from  Idaho  State  University  and  is  employed  in  the  banking  industry.  He  is  an 
avid  hunter  and  fisherman  and  enjoys  golfing  with  his  family. 

I  am  currently  working  as  a  bookkeeper  for  Mountain  Tile  Distributors  in  Pocatello.  I  enjoy 
working  in  my  yard,  cooking,  woodworking  and  spending  time  with  my  family.  Katianne  loves 
dancing,  sports  and  the  activities  in  the  Church.   Logan  is  just  busy,  all  boy  and  loves  'dirt'. 

CHILDREN:  (1)  Kelly  Martin 

(1)  Katianne  Marie  Martin  B  -  29  Jun  1985 

CHILDREN:  (2)  Dennis  James  Marotz 

(2)  Logan  Dennis  Marotz  B  -  04  Sep  1 991 
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Reeca  (Davis),  Katianne,  Logan  and  Dennis  Marotz 


2  -  LINDA  DAVIS  BOLLAND.   I  was  born  August  13,  1944,  to  Stephen  and  Delia  Murdoch  Davis.  I 
had  one  older  brother,  Reece  Junior  (R.J.).  We  lived  on  a  farm  west  of  Ashton  until  I  was  14  years  old.  I 
loved  the  farm  life.  It  was  a  peaceful  life,  but  also  taught  me  the  value  of  hard  work. 

In  1957,  my  folks  bought  the  Hummel  Motel  in  Ashton.  Our  life  was  very  different  there.  No  more 
quiet  days,  or  family  camping,  as  the  motel  was  a  24  hour,  seven  days  a  week  job. 

During  my  high  school  years,  I  worked  summers  at  Mrs.  Ghormleys  "Burnt  Bun",  flipping 
hamburgers,  and  helping  at  the  motel  as  much  as  I  could.  I  loved  my  high  school  years  and  enjoyed  being 
a  cheerleader.  I  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School  in  May  of  1962. 

I  married  Leroy  Bolland,  December  28,  1962.  We  were  blessed  with  four  children:  Stephen  Leroy, 
born  Nov.  1,  1963  in  Blackfoot,  Idaho;  Tammy  Ilene,  born  Aug.  21,  1965,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho;  Lori 
Diane,  born  Dec.  27,  1968,  in  Ashton,  Idaho;  and  Sharon  Ann,  born  Mar.  27,  1972,  in  Rupert,  Idaho. 

We  reside  in  Ashton.  I  have  a  beauty  shop  in  our  home  and  Leroy  drives  truck. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Stephen  Leroy 

(2)  Tammy  Ilene 

(3)  Lori  Diane 

(4)  Sharon  Ann 


B-01  Nov  1963 
B  -  21  Aug  1965 

B- 27  Dec  1968 
B- 27  Mar  1972 


M  -  07  Jun  1989  to  Renae  Simmons 

M  -  10  Dec  1983  to  Randy  Maupin  (div) 

M  -  19  Sep  1992  to  Douglas  Carlson  (div) 

M  -  17  Jan  1987  to  David  James  Harrigfled  (div) 

M  -  20  Jul  1993  to  Bruce  Spitz 
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Back:  (L  to  R)    Sharon  (Bolland)  Spitz,  Steve,  Linda  (Davis),  Leroy 

Bolland,  Lori,  Tammy 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Taylor,  Kaiden,  Bruce  Spitz  holding  Shane,  Delia 

(Murdoch)  Perry,  Scott  Bean,  Hope,  McKenzi 


1  -    Stephen  Leroy  Bolland.      I  am  the  first  great  grandson  of  Thomas  and  Sarah  Hansen  Murdoch, 
also  the  first  and  only  grandson  of  Stephen  and  Delia  Murdoch  Davis  and  the  first  child  and  only  son 
of  Leroy  and  Linda  Davis  Bolland. 

I  was  born  1  Nov.  1963,  in  Blackfoot,  Idaho  and  lived  there  for  the  next  year,  moving  back  to 
Ashton  in  1965,  where  I  attended  first  grade  in  the  Ashton  Elementary  School.  My  second  grade  was 
spent  in  Winnemucca,  Nevada,  and  then  we  moved  to  Hazelton,  Idaho,  where  I  finished  second  grade. 
We  then  moved  back  to  Ashton  and  I  finished  grade  and  high  school  there,  graduating  from  North 
Fremont  High  School  in  1982. 

In  1983, 1  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  and  worked  for  Innovative  Concepts  for  five  years.  I  then  joined 
the  Job  Core  near  Astoria,  Oregon,  where  I  graduated  from  the  printing  dept. 

I  went  to  work  in  Seattle,  Washington,  where  I  met  and  married  Renae  Simmons  on  June  7,  1989. 
We  moved  back  to  Idaho  Falls  and  on  April  27,  1990,  our  son,  Taylor  Lee,  was  born. 

In  1990,  Taylor  and  I  moved  back  to  Ashton.  Renae  went  back  to  Seattle  and  Taylor  and  I  have 
lived  with  my  Grandma  Delia  while  I  have  worked  in  Rexburg  at  Melaleuca  and  am  currently  working 
at  Artco. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Taylor  Lee  Bolland 


B- 27  Apr  1990 
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Steve  and  Taylor  Bolland 


2  -  Tammy  Ilene  Bolland.  I  am  a  great  granddaughter  of  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch.  I  was  the  second 
child  born  to  Linda  and  Leroy  Bolland.  I  was  born  on  August  21 ,  1965,  in  St.  Anthony,  Idaho. 

Except  for  my  first  year  of  school  in  Winnemucca,  Nevada,  and  Hazelton,  Idaho,  I  attended 
school  in  Ashton,  where  I  graduated  in  1983. 

After  graduation,  I  moved  to  Idaho  Falls  and  lived  with  my  Grandma  Delia  and  attended  Excelsis 
Beauty  College.  At  this  time  I  enjoyed  spending  many  evenings  with  my  Great  Grandmother,  Sarah 
Murdoch.  Thursday  evenings  were  my  favorite  and  hers  too,  as  we  got  to  eat  popcorn  and  have  a 
sugar-free  rootbeer. 

I  moved  back  to  Ashton  and  married  Randy  Maupin  on 
Dec.  10,  1983.  We  made  our  home  in  Ashton.  We  had  a 
daughter,  McKenzi  Kae  Bolland,  on  Dec.  19,  1986. 

Randy  and  I  were  divorced  in  April  of  1986,  and  I  stayed 
in  Ashton  for  the  next  four  years,  working  at  the  Island  Park 
Ranger  Station  as  a  receptionist. 

I  moved  back  to  Idaho  Falls  and  worked  at  Melalueca  Inc. 
I  married  Douglas  Carlson  on  Sept  19,  1992.  We  had  a 
daughter,  Kaiden  Dawn,  born  on  April  15,  1993.  Doug  and  I 
were  divorced  on  June  29,  1994.  I  continued  living  in  Idaho 
Falls. 

I  am  now  living  in  Marysville  (Ashton)  Idaho  at  1314  N. 
3675  E. 


CHILDREN:  (1)  Randy  Maupin 

(1)  McKenzi  Kae  Bolland  B 

CHILDREN:  (2)  Douglas  Carlson 

(2)  Kaiden  Dawn  Carlson  B 


19  Dec  1986 


15  Apr  1993 
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Tammy  Bolland  with  daughters  McKenzi 
and  Kaiden,  Scott  Bean 
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3  -  Lori  Diane  BoIIand  Harrigfeld.  I  was  born  Dec.  27,  1968,  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  the  third  child  of 
Leroy  and  Linda  Davis  Bolland.  I  am  the  granddaughter  of  Stephen  R.  and  Delia  Murdoch  Davis  and 
a  great  granddaughter  of  Thomas  and  Sarah  Murdoch. 

I  spent  all  twelve  of  my  school  years  in  Ashton.  We  had  fun  in  our  family  and  one  of  the  most 
exciting  things  in  my  school  years  was  when  I  won  the  table  decorating  contest  sponsored  among  many 
schools  by  the  ZCMI  store  in  Idaho  Falls.  I  won  a  beautiful  set  of  china. 

On  Jan.  17,  1987,  I  married  David  James  Harrigfeld  in  Ashton.  He  had  a  boy,  Samuel,  who  was 
born  June  13,  1983,  and  he  is  a  joy.  Our  first  home  was  in  Kettle  Falls,  Washington.  We  lived  there 
for  a  year  and  then  moved  to  Coeur  D'Lene,  Idaho. 

David  is  in  construction,  so  we  have  moved  a  lot.  Our  daughter,  Hope  Ann,  was  born  there  on 
January.  24,  1989.  When  she  was  nine  days  old  we  moved  to  Troy,  Montana.  In  March  of  1990,  we 
moved  to  Sheridan,  Wyoming  and  lived  there  for  nine  months.  We  then  moved  to  Ashton  for  a  year. 
In  Oct  1992,  we  bought  our  first  home  in  Murtaugh,  Idaho.   Unhappily,  Dave  and  I  were  divorced  in 
December,  1995.   I'm  still  living  in  Murtaugh  and  working  as  the  manager  of  a  fast  food  place  called 
"Popeye's  Chicken". 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Hope  Ann  Harrigfeld 


B- 24  Jan  1989 


Lori  Bolland  with  daughter  Hope 
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4  -  Sharon  Ann  Holland  Spitz.    I  am  the  great  granddaughter  of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Hansen 
Murdoch.  I  am  the  granddaughter  of  Stephen  Reece  and  Delia  Murdoch  Davis  and  the  youngest  child 
of  Leroy  and  Linda  Davis  Bolland.  I  was  born  March  27,  1972,  in  Rupert,  Idaho. 

I  attended  school  in  Ashton,  Idaho  and  graduated  from  North  Fremont  High  School  in  1990. 
From  there  I  attended  Eastern  Idaho  Technical  College  in  Idaho  Falls  and  graduated  in  1992. 

On  July  20,  1993,  I  married  Bruce  Spitz,  the  son  of  the  late  Ervin  and  Goldie  Whitmore  Spitz. 
We  live  in  the  same  house  Bruce  grew  up  in,  in  Marysvillc.the  family  homestead. 

Our  wonderful  son,  Shane  Reece  Thor  Spitz  was  born  August  20,  1995,  in  Driggs,  Idaho,  making 
our  family  complete. 

Bruce  is  currently  employed  by  the  city  of  Ashton  and  loves  to  drive  logging  truck  in  his  spare 
time.   I  am  also  employed  in  Ashton  for  Ron  and  Barb  Atchley. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Shane  Reece  Thor  Spitz 


B- 20  Aug  1995 


Bruce  and  Sharon  (Bolland)  Spitz  with  son  Shane 
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CHAPTER  FOUR 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  CLARA  MARIE  MURDOCH 

and 
BLANE  WILKES  HOLBROOK 


Clara  Marie  was  born  May  1 ,  1923,  and 
married  Blane  Holbrook  September  9,  1945. 
She  was  an  energetic  girl  with  a  magnetic 
personality.  She  loved  people  and  life. 


Clara  was  called  home  and  left  us  suddenly  on 
April  28,  1953,  six  months  before  the  passing  of 
our  Dad  on  October  21 ,  1953.   Thus,  he  was 
preceded  in  death  by  two  of  his  seven  children. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  MY  DEAR  SISTER,  CLARA 

By  Stephen  Davis,  a  Brother-in-law 


Do  not  say  that  she  is  dead 

Let's  just  say  that  she  is  gone 

In  the  thirty  years  that  she  has  lived  here 

Very  little  has  she  done  wrong. 

Always  was  she  happy 
And  always  she  wore  a  smile 
Whenever  she  got  down  hearted 
It  was  only  for  a  little  while. 

Her  friends  now  they  were  many 
Her  enemies  they  were  but  few 
Because  she  always  tried  to  live 
The  good  old  Golden  Rule. 

Her  memory  we  will  always  cherish 
And  never  once  forget 
This  parting  is  for  such  a  short  time 
But  we  have  this  one  regret. 


If  only  I  had  told  her 

How  much  she  meant  to  me 

Then  this  parting  could  not  have  been  sweeter 

As  you  can  plainly  see. 

If  I  can  live  but  worthy 

And  God  will  help  I  know 

Then  this  parting  will  not  be  for  long 

For  the  road  is  short  I  know. 

And  then  again  we'll  meet  her 

And  love  her  just  the  same 

For,  that  one  promise  God  has  given  me 

And  sealed  it  with  his  name. 

But  Oh!  she  must  be  happy 
For  she  will  have  so  much  to  do 
Just  teaching  those  around  her 
The  same  old  Golden  Rule. 


Left: 

Clara  Marie  Holbrook 


Right: 

Blane  Holbrook 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  BETTY  MAY  MURDOCH 

and 
RICHARD  T.  MARQUISE 


It  was  a  stormy  night  that  March  28,  1925, 
when  Sarah  went  into  labor.  Dr.  Hargis  was 
notified,  but  Liza  Schofield  was  also  summoned. 
Dr.  Hargis  did  not  make  the  debut  of  Betty  May. 

This  event  took  place  in  Farnum,  Idaho,  in 
the  little  home  of  Sarah  and  Tom  Murdoch.   This 
home  was  on  a  dry  farm  and  the  home  was 
tucked  away  in  a  large  grove  of  trees  planted  by 
Thomas.  Betty  joined  her  brothers  and  sisters 
and  was  much  loved.   I  remember  my  brother, 
Todd,  and  how  we  tried  to  visit  with  him  through 
a  window  when  he  was  ill  with  diphtheria.   Todd 
died  and  I  will  always  remember  what  a  kind 
brother  he  was.   Gilbert  and  Lynn  were  born 
after  me.  Great  to  have  little  brothers. 

My  mom  was  an  absolute  genius.   She  sewed 
all  of  our  domes,  coats,  and  under  garments 
from  hand  me  downs.  She  always  had  a  huge 
garden,  canned  hundreds  of  quarts  of  food, 
baked  bread  and  desserts.   She  always  saw  to  it 
that  our  stomachs  were  full.   She  spent  hours  at 
the  wash  board,  made  all  of  our  bedding  and 
was  very  active  in  the  Church.   Going  to  church 
meant  a  long  walk  on  dusty  roads,  usually 
pushing  a  baby  buggy  and  carrying  another  little 
one. 

Dad  was  always  busy  working  the  land  and 
doing  special  things  for  his  family.  There  were 
animals  to  care  for,  too.  He  was  such  a  gentle 
person  and  loved  to  hold  us.  We  would  go  to 
bed  early  since  we  did  not  have  electricity  and  he 
would  tell  stories  and  we  could  all  hear  them. 
His  life  was  difficult  but  he  never  complained 
and  a  walk  to  Rexburg  for  a  business  deal 
happened  more  than  once. 

At  age  6, 1  went  to  school.  Mrs.  Bean  rang 
the  school  bell.   I  loved  school  and  I  was  so 
happy  to  be  with  all  of  the  other  children.  I  had 
a  very  happy  childhood.  We  had  very  little  but 
we  felt  very  rich.  School  in  Farnum  gave  me  a 
very  good  start.  Mrs.  Smith  taught  me  in  Grade 
3  and  4  and  then  I  went  into  the  big  room  and 
Mr.  Smith's  classes.   In  Fifth  Grade  I  went  to 
the  spelling  bee  in  St.  Anthony  and  came  in 
second  in  my  grade.   I  learned  many  values 


there.  I  loved  my  teachers  and  respected  their 
discipline.    Then  we  had  to  give  up  farm  life 
and  move  to  Idaho  Falls.   It  was  heartbreaking  to 
leave  friends  and  home  behind,  but  Mom  and 
Dad  soon  had  a  small,  clean  and  comfortable 
home  for  us.  This  is  when  I  moved  into  the  sixth 
grade. 

Junior  high  was  quite  far  and  I  had  my 
exercise  every  day  walking  to  school.  When  I 
was  13,1  spent  the  summer  baby  sitting  for 
Dallas  and  Winona  in  Ucon.   I  loved  Winona. 
She  was  one  of  the  hardest  working  people  I  ever 
met.   I  loved  Helen,  Dallas  Earl,  and  Thomas.  I 
spent  2  summers  with  them  and  many  winter 
weekends. 

I  graduated  from  high  school  in  1943  and  got 
a  job  at  Hill  Field  Army  Air  Base  in  Ogden, 
Utah.   I  worked  there  in  the  finance  Office  until 
1946. 

In  1944,   I  met  Richard  T.   Marquise.  He 
was  in  the  Army  and  stationed  in  Ogden.   He 
was  an  interpreter  in  the  prisoner  of  war  camp. 
German  and  Italian  prisoners  were  kept  there. 
We  became  engaged  before  he  left  Ogden  and 
went  to  Alaska.  In  April  of  1946,  Dick  came 
back  and  worked  in  Ogden  for  the  summer.  In 
August,  I  converted  to  Catholicism  and  was 
baptized.  Dick  entered  Law  School  in  Duke 
University  in  Durham,  N.C.  I  went  there  and  on 
November  9,  1946,  we  were  married  in  the 
Church  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

Our  first  son,  Richard  Anthony,  was  born 
August  6,  1947,  in  Durham,  N.C.   He  was  7 
weeks  premature  and  spent  his  first  six  weeks  of 
life  in  an  incubator.  How  wonderful  to  have  a 
baby  in  the  home.  He  was  so  beautiful. 

After  receiving  his  law  degree,  Dick  went  to 
work  for  the  Federal  Bureau  of  Investigation. 
He  worked  mere  for  26  years.  We  were  living 
in  Haverstraw,  New  York,  at  the  time  and  our 
son,  Gregory,  was  born  in  1949  in  Suffern,  New 
York.     After  completion  of  training  in 
Washington,  D.C.,  Dick  was  sent  to 
Indianapolis,  Indiana.  We  were  there  for  nine 
months  and  then  transferred  to  North  Platte, 
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Nebraska.   While  there,  our  son,  Dennis,  was 
born.   Two  years  later  we  were  transferred  to 
Wausau,  Wisconsin.   We  were  there  for  2  Vi 
years  and  then  were  sent  to  Washington,  D.C. 
Right  after  our  move,  Sheila  was  born.  We 
moved  to  a  home  in  the  suburbs  in  Avondale, 
Maryland,  and  while  there,  Michael  was  born. 

While  we  were  living  in  Nebraska,  we 
purchased  a  farm  in  Ryegate,  Vermont,  so  we 
would  always  have  a  home.   After  Dick's 
retirement,  we  moved  to  our  farm  and  went  to 
work  restoring  the  old  farm  house. 

But  Dick  did  not  stay  retired  for  long.   He 
took  a  teaching  position  at  Salve  Regina 
University  in  Newport,  R.I.  He  loved  teaching 
and  we  made  a  weekly  trip  to  R.I.  for  his 
classes.   He  was  there  for  20  years.   Over  150  of 
his  former  students  returned  to  campus  to  honor 
him  at  a  retirement  party  given  by  the  present 
students  and  staff.   He  was  given  the  Teaching 
Excellence  and  Campus  Leadership  awards  in 
1991  and  the  Criminal  Justice  Award  of  the  State 
of  Rhode  Island. 

We  had  a  wonderful  trip  to  Europe  with 
Richard  and  Patricia.  We  toured  Germany, 
Italy,  Hungary,  Austria,  Switzerland  and  Spain. 
Then  we  went  into  France  and  flew  home  from 
there. 


1997  was  our  Golden  year.   Richard  and 
Patricia  again  went  with  us  for  a  trip  to  England, 
Scotland  and  France.  It  was  great  to  visit 
beautiful  Scotland  and  some  of  the  towns  where 
the  family  came  from.   We  went  by  train  as  far 
north  as  Elgin.  We  also  visited  Cumnock  and 
saw  cemeteries  where  some  of  the  family  had 
been  buried. 

In  September  of  1996,  Michael  took  us  to 
Nova  Scotia.  We  took  an  overnight  ferry  and 
saw  such  beautiful  country.   In  August  of  1996, 
all  of  our  children  and  grandchildren  visited  us  at 
our  Vermont  farm  to  honor  us  for  our  Golden 
Anniversary.  It  was  wonderful  to  be  all 
together.  The  fifty  years  had  been  good  to  us. 
We  have  a  wonderful  family  and  all  are  good, 
honest  persons.  We  love  them  greatly. 

Retirement  finds  us  in  our  beautiful  country 
home  in  Vermont.  We  flee  the  snow  in  January 
and  February  and  visit  in  the  South.  We  are  rich 
in  our  love  for  each  other  and  the  great  love  we 
have  for  our  special  children  and  grandchildren. 
I  feel  so  blessed  that  I  was  able  to  be  a  stay  at 
home  mother  and  raise  my  children.   God  has 
blessed  me  with  wonderful  health.   I  am  thankful 
for  my  belief  in  God. 

By:  Betty  Murdoch  Marquise 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Richard  Anthony 

B 

■06  Aug  1947 

M 

(2)  Gregory  Thomas 

B 

-03  May   1949 

M 

(3)  Dennis  Geoffrey 

B 

■04  Jan  1952 

(4)  Sheila  Marie 

B 

-  14  Mar  1956 

M 

(5)  Michael  Albert 

B 

-01  Oct  1964 

M 

M  -  20  Dec  1969  to  Patricia  Barsalow 
06  Jan  1973  to  Susan  Demers 


03  May  1987  to  Charles  Barbas 

20  Oct  1989  to  Tammy  Hutchins  (div) 
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Richard  T.  and  Betty  (Murdoch)  Marquise 


Back  (L  to  R):  Gregory,  Michael,  Richard  A.,  and  Dennis 
Front  (L  to  R):  Betty  (Murdoch),  Richard  T.  and  Sheila  Marquise 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  BETTY  MAY  MURDOCH 
and  RICHARD  T.  MARQUISE 

1  -  RICHARD  ANTHONY  MARQUISE.  He  was  born  in  Durham,  North  Carolina,on  August  6,  1947, 
to  Richard  T.  Marquise  and  Betty  Mae  Murdoch  Marquise.  Betty  Murdoch  is  the  daughter  of  Thomas  and 
Sarah  Hansen  Murdoch. 

After  living  in  Durham  for  one  year,  Richard  followed  his  father  around  the  United  States  in  his  job  as 
an  FBI  Agent.  He  lived  in  New  York,  Indiana,  Nebraska,  Wisconsin,  Washington,  D.C.  and  Maryland. 
He  graduated  from  St.  John's  College  High  School  in  Washington  in  1965.  In  September,  1965,  he  entered 
Michaels'  College  in  Winooski,  Vermont,  graduating  in  1969  with  a  degree  in  English. 

On  December  20,  1969,  he  married  Patricia  Ann  Barsalow,  a  Vermont  native.  On  October  13,  1970, 
their  first  son,  Ian  Marc,  was  born  in  Burlington,  Vermont,  during  Pat's  senior  year  of  college.  In 
February,  1971 ,  Richard  followed  in  his  father's  footsteps  by  being  appointed  a  Special  Agent  of  the 
Federal  Bureau  of  Investigation  (FBI).   In  June,  1971,  Pat  graduated  from  Trinity  College  in  Burlington 
with  a  BA  in  Sociology.   After  a  period  of  training  at  Quantico,  Virginia,  they  were  assigned  to 
Minneapolis,  followed  a  year  later  by  a  transfer  to  Detroit.  They  lived  in  Grosse  Pointe  Woods,  Michigan 
for  seven  years.  During  that  time,  their  other  two  sons,  Christian  Eric,  born  Dec.  5,  1972,  and  Jonathan 
Richard,  born  Sept.  16,  1976,  were  born. 

In  April,  1979  Richard  was  promoted  to  the  position  of  Supervisory  Special  Agent  at  FBI 
Headquarters  in  Washington,  D.C.   He  worked  in  the  Office  of  Congressional  and  Public  Affairs  and  later 
in  the  FBI  Inspection  Division.   Once  all  the  boys  started  school,  Pat  began  her  career  as  a  pre-school 
teacher.  Richard  earned  a  Masters  of  Arts  Degree  from  the  George  Washington  University  during  this 
time.   In  February,  1984,  they  all  moved  again  to  the  Philadelphia  office  where  Richard  was  a  supervisor 
in  the  Scranton  and  Williamsport,  Pennsylvania  offices.   Pat  continued  to  teach  pre-school  children. 

In  November,  1986,  the  family  was  on  the  move  again,  back  to  Washington  when  Richard  was  named 
Chief  of  the  Terrorist  Research  and  Analytical  Center.  During  the  next  seven  years,  all  the  boys 
graduated  from  West  Springfield  (Virginia)  High  School.  They  all  played  baseball  and  football.  Pat 
worked  at  Accotink  Academy  as  a  pre-school  teacher.  Because  of  Richard's  expertise  in  counterterrorism, 
after  the  bombing  of  Pan  Am  Flight  103  over  Lockerbie,  Scotland,  in  December  1988,  he  was  named  to 
lead  the  FBI  task  force  investigating  the  bombing.  He  worked  with  his  counterparts  in  Scotland  and 
Germany  and  indictments  were  obtained  in  November,  1991. 

Richard  transferred  to  Memphis  in  November  1993,  where  he  served  as  the  Assistant  Special  Agent  in 
charge  of  that  office  until  January,  1997.  Pat  worked  at  Collierville  United  Methodist  Church  as  a  pre- 
school teacher.  He  was  again  transferred  to  Washington  where  he  is  the  chief  of  the  Operational  Support 
Section  in  the  Criminal  Investigative  Division  at  FBIHQ. 

Pat  continues  her  career  as  a  pre-school  teacher  at  Accotink  Academy.  Ian  is  26  and  works  for  the 
Society  of  Pharmaceutical  Scientists  in  Alexandria,  Virgina.  He  is  about  1-1/2  years  short  of  the  degree 
he  is  pursuing  at  George  Mason  University  near  Washington.  Christian  is  24  and  is  a  full  time  student  at 
the  University  of  Memphis.  Jonathan  is  20  and  a  student  at  Northern  Virginia  Community  College.  None 
of  them  are  yet  married. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ian  Marc  B-  13  Oct  1970 

(2)  Christian  Eric  B  -  05  Dec  1972 

(3)  Jonathan  Richard  B  -  16  Sep  1976 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Ian,  Richard  A.,  Jonathon,  and  Christian 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Leslie  (Murray),  Richard  T.,  Betty  (Murdoch),  and  Patricia  (Barsalow)  Marquise 


1  -  Ian  Marc  Marquise.  He  is  the  great-grandson  of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Murdoch.   He  was 
born  in  Burlington,  Vermont,  on  October  13,  1970,  while  his  mother  was  a  college  senior.  He 
followed  his  dad,  an  FBI  Agent,  to  Minneapolis,  Detroit,  Washington  D.C.,  Mountain  top, 
Pennsylvania,  and  men  back  to  Washington.  Ian  last  visited  his  Murdoch  relatives  in  1972.  He  played 
baseball  and  football  in  high  school  and  graduated  from  West  Springfield  High  School  at  Springfield, 
Virginia,  in  1989.   Ian  is  currently  the  Accounts  Manager  at  the  Society  of  Pharmaceutical  Scientists 
in  Alexandria,  Virginia,  where  he  has  worked  for  over  four  years.  He  is  within  1-1/2  years  of 
obtaining  his  college  degree  which  he  is  pursuing  at  the  George  Mason  University  in  Virginia.  He 
lives  in  Springfield,  Virginia. 

Picture:  See  above 

2  -  Christian  Eric  Marquise.  He  is  the  great-grandson  of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Murdoch.  He 
was  born  in  Detroit,  Michigan,  on  December  5,  1972,  while  his  dad  was  assigned  to  the  Detroit  Office 
of  the  FBI.  He  moved  to  Washington  D.C.,  then  to  Mountaintop,  Pennsylvania  and  then  back  to 
Washington  D.C.,  in  a  span  of  seven  years.  Christian  had  the  opportunity  to  attend  a  mini-Murdoch 
reunion  in  Idaho  in  1988.   After  playing  baseball  and  football  at  West  Springfield  High  School  in 
Virginia,  he  graduated  in  1991.   After  attending  Northern  Virginia  Community  College,  he  transferred 
to  the  University  of  Memphis.   He  currently  lives  in  Memphis  and  is  a  junior  at  the  University  of 
Memphis. 

Picture:  See  above 
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3  -  Jonathan  Richard  Marquise.  He  is  the  great-grandson  of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Murdoch. 
He  was  born  in  Detroit,  Michigan,  on  September  16,  1976,  while  his  dad  was  assigned  as  an  FBI 
agent  there.  He  moved  to  Washington  D.C.,  then  to  Mountaintop,  Pennsylvania,  and  then  back  to 
Washington  D.C.,  in  a  seven  year  span.   In  1988,  he  had  the  opportunity  to  travel  with  his  dad  and 
brother  to  Idaho  to  attend  a  mini-Murdoch  reunion.  He  played  high  school  baseball  and  graduated 
from  West  Springfield  High  School  in  1994.   He  moved  to  Memphis  when  his  dad  was  transferred 
there  in  1994,  but  returned  to  Virginia  where  he  currently  is  a  sophomore  at  Northern  Virginia 
Community  College.   He  lives  in  Springfield,  Virginia. 

Picture:  See  above 


2  -  GREGORY  THOMAS  MARQUISE.  Greg  was  born  in  1949  in  Suffern,  New  York.   He  lived  in 
Indiana,  Nebraska,  Wisconsin  and  attended  schools  in  Washington  DC,  graduating  from  St.  Anselms 
Abbey,  one  of  the  finest  small  private  schools  in  America.   He  received  a  BA  in  Mathematics  from  St. 
Michael's  College  (Vermont)  where  he  also  was  editor-in-chief  of  a  student  newspaper.   He  also  worked 
as  a  reporter/photographer  for  a  small  daily  newspaper  circulating  in  Vermont  and  New  Hampshire. 

He  married  Sue  Demers  on  January  6,  1973.  She  was  a  reporter  for  a  newspaper  in  St.  Johnsbury, 
Vermont.  He  was  then  employed  for  three  years  as  a  television  newsman/anchorman  for  New  Hampshire 
Public  Television,  a  network  consisting  of  seven  channels  operating  in  four  northern  New  England  states 
in  a  media  isolated  area  before  the  advent  of  cable  and  satellite  television. 

He  was  awarded  the  United  Press  International's  New  England  "Story  of  the  Year"  for  coverage  on 
Aristotle  Onassis's  secretive  efforts  to  locate  a  large  oil  refinery  facility  in  a  scenic  coastal  area.  He 
interviewed  noted  personalities  and  many  presidential  candidates  including  Jimmy  Carter.   Later,  he 
served  for  three  years  as  an  administrative  assistant  in  charge  of  state  offices  for  United  States  Senator 
John  Durkin,  developing  a  proto-type  for  a  major  constituent  services  organization  using  toll-free  lines 
within  New  Hampshire  and  fax  lines  to  Washington,  both  novelties  in  the  1970's. 

He  received  a  law  degree  from  Franklin  Pierce  Law  Center  (New  Hampshire)  in  1978.   He  and  his 
wife,  Sue,  opened  the  Dark  Harbor  House,  one  of  the  first  bed  and  breakfast  inns  in  New  England,  on  an 
island  off  the  coast  of  Maine  in  1979.  They  operated  it  for  five  summers.  He  was  named  the  Town 
Manager  of  Isleboro,  a  small  island  served  by  a  car  ferry.   He  also  acted  as  the  Town  Attorney,  a  Tax 
Collector,  Treasurer,  Roads  Commissioner,  Museum  Curator,  Overseer  of  the  Poor,  Airport  Manager  and 
more  for  these  same  five  years.   He  was  aiso  appointed  as  Chairman  of  the  Governor's  Advisory 
Commission  for  the  Maine  State  Ferry  Service.   After  a  winter  hiatus  to  Florida  in  1984,  Greg  and  Sue 
purchased  the  Seal  Harbor  General  Store,  a  small,  service-oriented  grocery  store  that  catered  to  the  local 
people,  tourists  and  billionaires  in  a  largely  Rockefeller  family  controlled  community  adjacent  to  Acadia 
National  Park  on  Mt.  Desert  Island,  Maine. 

They  operated  the  store  for  two  years  and  also  opened  a  part  time  law  practice.   They  then  sold  the 
store  and  he  spent  three  more  years  as  an  attorney  and  established  a  multi-office  real  estate  company  along 
the  Maine  coast  just  as  the  price  and  demand  for  New  England  properties  were  soaring.   He  then  assisted 
Sue  with  a  home-based  bakery,  serving  various  "summer  people"  and  tourist  stores,  and  they  opened  a 
laundry  that  catered  to  visiting  yachtsmen. 

Tired  of  the  cold  New  England  weather,  they  moved  to  Florida  in  1989.  There,  they  established  a 
computerized  embroidery  business  with  one  sewing  head;  later  they  moved  the  business  from  their  home  to 
an  office  to  a  retail  store.   Their  current  family  business,  with  Greg,  Sue,  Dustin  and  Derek  as  owners, 
has  108  sewing  heads  and  is  the  largest  contract  embroidery  company  in  the  state  of  Florida  north  of 
Miami.   Greg  and  Sue  have  four  children. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dustin  Andrew 

(2)  Derek  Matthew 

(3)  Damien  Michael 

(4)  Kalleen  Angela 


B-  19Jun  1973 
B  -  22  Sep  1976 
B- 24  Mar  1980 
B-  10  Feb  1986 


M  -  Jul  1995  to  Anne  Marie  Aycrigg 

M  -  09  Aug  1 997  to  Amanda  Gail  Herrington 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Susan  (Demers),  Greg,  Damien,  Michael  Marquise  (Greg's  brother) 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Derek,  Kalleen,  and  Dustin  Marquise 


1  -  Dustin  Andrew  Marquise.  He  was  born  on  June  19,  1973,  in  Lancaster,  New  Hampshire.   He 
was  running  when  6  months  old;  said  "Happy  Birthday"  on  his  7-month  birthday  and  recognized  a 
myriad  of  national  newscasters  by  voice  on  radio  at  the  age  of  18  months. 

He  worked  in  a  variety  of  family  businesses,  including  in  an  inn  and  general  store  and  was 
summer  store  manager  for  a  large  grocery  store  in  the  larger  town  next  door  when  he  was  only  16 
years  old.  He  also  worked  at  a  golf  course  and  a  resort  in  Florida. 

He  digitized  (programmed)  embroidery  designs  for  their  family  business  and  a  Tampa  firm  that  he 
helped  establish.  At  age  20  he  was  recognized,  with  second  place  honors,  by  a  major  national  trade 
magazine  in  the  imprinted  sportswear  industry  for  an  80,000  stitch  embroidery  design  he  developed. 
He  is  thought  to  be  the  youngest  person  ever  selected  for  this  distinction.   He  currently  is  an  owner  of 
a  family  business.   He  also  has  attended  the  University  of  South  Florida.   Recently,  he  purchased  his 
second  home.  He  and  Anne  Marie  Aycrigg  were  married  in  July  of  1995. 


580 


Dustin  and  Ann  Marie  (Aycrigg)  Marquise 


2  -  Derek  Matthew  Marquise.  Derek  was  born  on  the  22nd  of  September  in  1975.   He  followed  in 
his  older  brother,  Dustin' s,  footsteps  with  early  talking  and  walking.   Besides  working-  in  the  various 
family  businesses,  his  hard  work  has  included  a  delivery  service  for  the  family  laundry,  carpentry, 
caretaking,  mechanic  at  a  transmission  repair  shop,  grocery  bagger,  maintenance  for  a  corporate  jet, 
United  Parcel  Service  and  more.   He  is  an  arm  wrestling  champion  and  has  sights  on  the  Florida  state 
title  in  1998.  he  purchased  his  own  condominium  in  1996.   Currently,  he  is  an  owner  in  the  family 
embroidery  business  where  he  is  thought  to  be  the  youngest  embroidery  production  manager  in 
America. 


Derek  and  Amanda  (Herrington)  Marquise 
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3  -  Damien  Michael  Marquise.  Damien  was  born  on  the  24th  of  March,  1980,  in  Camden,  Maine. 
He  began  walking  at  six  months  old  while  visiting  his  Murdoch  relatives  in  Idaho  Falls.   An  avid  sports 
fan,  excellent  basketball  player  and  an  honors  student,  he  has  been  in  the  top  5%  of  his  class  at  East 
Lake  High  School  in  Tarpon  Springs,  Florida,  a  school  that  is  considered  to  be  one  of  the  better  such 
schools  on  the  Florida  gulf  coast.  Damien  has  developed  some  extensive  computer  skills.   He  also  has 
handled  all  aspects  of  the  family  embroidery  business.  He  expects  to  attend  college  on  a  scholarship. 

Picture:  See  Greg  Marquise  above 

4  -  Kalleen  Angela  Marquise.  Kalleen  was  born  on  the  10th  of  February  of  1986  in  Bar  Harbor, 
Maine.   Another  early  starter,  on  her  second  birthday  she  could  identify  all  of  the  dozen  and  a  half 
candidates  in  the  New  Hampshire  presidential  primary  by  caricature  and  she  could  recite  a  little  gem 
about  each  of  them.   At  age  6,  she  spent  an  entire  summer  in  charge  of  all  aspects  of  the  retail 
operation  of  the  family  business  including  dealing  with  customers,  processing  sales  and  using  the  cash 
register  and  charge  card  machine.  She  has  attended  Cypress  Woods  Elementary  School  in  Palm 
Harbor,  Florida.   An  avid  reader  and  writer,  Kalleen  has  been  selected  to  attend  a  Young  Writers 
Conference  and  she  has  plans  to  be  the  first  female  president  of  the  United  States. 

Picture:  See  Greg  Marquise  above 


3  -  DENNIS  GEOFFREY  MARQUISE.    He  was  born  in  North  Platte,  Nebraska,  on  January  4,  1952; 
moved  to  Wausau,  Wisconsin  at  age  two;  and  in  1956,  settled  in  the  Washington,  DC  area. 

He  attended  St.  John  Baptist  De  Lasalle  School  through  the  eighth  grade  and  then  attended  Gonzaga 
College  High  School  in  Washington,  D.C.,  graduating  in  1970.  Three  years  later,  he  was  awarded  a 
Bachelor  of  Arts  Degree  from  the  University  of  Maryland.   In  the  fall  of  1974,  he  entered  law  school  and 
graduated  from  Vermont  Law  School  of  South  Royalton  in  1977. 

After  working  as  a  staff  attorney  for  two  government  agencies  in  Maryland  and  Massachusetts,  he 
became  involved  in  real  estate  development  and  currently  serves  as  Director  of  Development  for  a 
developer  of  commercial  properties  and  planned  residential  developments  in  Norwich,  Vermont.   He  is  a 
member  of  the  Maryland,  District  of  Columbia  and  Massachusetts  bars.   He  currently  lives  in  Strafford, 
Vermont. 

Picture:  See  Richard  T.  and  Betty  (Murdoch)  family  picture  (p.  576) 


4  -  SHEILA  MARIE  MARQUISE  BARBAS.    On  March  14,  1956,  my  parents'  only  daughter  was 
born  in  Washington,  DC.   Prior  to  attending  elementary  school  at  St.  John  the  Baptist  De  Lasalle  in 
Chillum,  Maryland,  I  became  interested  in  the  fine  arts  and  at  age  4  was  attending  dance  class.   During  my 
childhood,  we  vacationed  as  a  family  in  Vermont  and  I  fell  in  love  with  the  northeast.  I  was  active  in 
drama  and  summer  reparatory  theater  in  Vermont  as  a  teenager,  so  it  did  not  come  as  a  surprise  when 
Elizabeth  Seton  High  School  was  my  last  stop  in  Maryland. 

I  began  St.  Michael's  College  in  the  fall  of  1974  and  later  transferred  to  Salve  Regina  College  in 
Newport,  Rhode  Island,  where  I  graduated  in  1978  with  a  BA  in  English.   After  college,  jobs  ranging 
from  waitressing  to  public  relations  took  me  to  such  places  as  Detroit,  Michigan  and  Newport,  Rhode 
Island.   I  eventually  ended  up  in  Boston,  Massachusetts,  working  arduously  in  state  government  for  two 
different  speakers  of  the  Massachusetts  House  of  Representatives;  I  did,  however,  find  time  to  work  on 
President  Jimmy  Carter's  campaign  and  travel  to  Europe,  Mexico  and  the  Caribbean. 

In  the  spring  of  1985,  I  met  a  young,  aspiring  attorney  named  Charles  J.  Barbas  who,  at  the  time,  was 
an  engineer  at  Digital  Equipment  Corporation.  After  graduating  from  law  school,  "Charlie"  left  the 
corporate  world  for  a  career  in  patent  law  at  a  firm  in  Boston.  We  married  on  May  3,  1987,  and  were 
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blessed  with  three  lovely  children  thereafter.   We  now  live  in  North  Reading,  Ma;  Charlie  is  a  partner  in 
his  firm  and  is  always  working;  our  oldest  son,  Christopher,  is  nine  years  old  and  active  in  sports; 
Cassandra,  our  precious  daughter,  is  six  and  enjoys  writing  letters  to  her  grandparents,  while  Eric,  our 
two-year  old,  is  home  with  mom  and  constantly  reminding  us  how  lucky  we  are  to  be  parents. 


CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Christopher  John 

(2)  Cassandra 

(3)  Eric 


B- 09  Jul  1988 
B  -  16  Feb  1991 
B-  13  Mar  1995 


Cassandra,  Charlie,  Sheila  (Marquise),  Eric,  and  Christopher  Barbas 


5  -  MICHAEL  ALBERT  MARQUISE.  I  am  presently  conducting  my  own  business  in  septic  design  in 
Bellows  Falls,  Vermont.   Also,  I  am  planning  officer  for  the  town  of  Sunapee,  New  Hampshire. 

My  Engineering  Degree  was  conferred  on  me  at  the  University  of  Vermont.   From  fifth  grade  thru 
high  school  I  was  at  Blue  Mountain  School  in  Wells  River,  Vermont.  My  early  education  was  in 
Avondale,  Maryland.   I  was  born  in  Washington  D.C.  on  October  1,  1965.   On  October  20,  1989,  I 
married  Tammy  Hutchins.  We  were  divorced  in  1996. 

Picture:  See  Richard  T.  and  Betty  (Murdoch)  family  picture  (p.  576),  and 
Gregory  and  Susan  Marquise  family  picture  (p.  580). 
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CHAPTER  SIX 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  GILBERT  DEAN  MURDOCH 

and 
ZELMA  DARLENE  JOHNSON 


I  was  born  May  10,  1927,  in  Farnum,  Idaho, 
to  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch  and  Sarah  Ingeborg 
Hansen  Murdoch.   I  was  the  sixth  child  -  there 
were  seven  of  us.   There  was  my  oldest  brother, 
Todd,  then  Vaughn,  Delia,  Clara,  Betty,  myself, 
and  last,  but  not  least,  Lynn. 

We  were  a  happy  lot  up  in  Farnum.   We  had 
our  own  school,  church  and  even  for  a  while,  a 
little  store.  Dad  was  bishop  there  for  many 
years  and  Ma  was  Relief  Society  president.   One 
of  my  vivid  memories  of  my  father  was  of  him 
playing  his  violin  as  we  gathered  around  him, 
many  a  time,  in  the  evenings  at  home  and  I  can 
still  hear  him  playing  at  the  church  gatherings 
along  with  Uncle  Brig  on  the  piano. 

Uncle  Brig  was  Dad's  half  brother.  He  and 
his  wife,  Aunt  Louanne,  lived  in  Farnum  the 
same  time  my  father  and  mother  did.  We  were 
all  homesteaders  on  some  land  there.  Aunt 
Louannie  and  Uncle  Brig  lived  about  a  mile  from 
us... down  hill  all  the  way.   I  know,  because  the 
kids  that  were  older  than  me  used  to  put  me  on 
Von's  big  bike,  (I  was  around  five  years  old  at 
the  time  and  my  feet  couldn't  reach  the  pedals  of 
the  bike)  and  then,  they  would  give  me  a  big 
shove  and  away  down  the  hill  I  would  go.  It  was 
a  grand  ride!  I  really  enjoyed  it!!      However, 
when  I  finally  reached  Aunt  Louannie 's  house, 
the  landing  was  pretty  rough.   Since  I  couldn't 
reach  the  pedals,  the  only  way  I  could  stop  the 
bike  was  to  just  fall  over  when  it  started  to  slow 
down.  That  minor  problem  never  seemed  to  stop 
me  from  trying  to  coax  the  next  person  I  could 
find  to  give  me  another  ride  down  the  hill.   How 
I  loved  living  next  to  Aunt  Louannie  and  Uncle 
Brig.  I  always  enjoyed  the  closeness  of  the  two 
families. 

When  it  was  time  to  buy  our  supplies  for  our 
home  and  farm,  we  would  hitch  up  the  horses  to 
our  sleigh  or  wagon  and  go  into  Ashton.   Ashton 
seemed  like  a  large  city  to  me.  I  think  around 
five  hundred  people  lived  there  at  that  time. 

In  the  winter,  Ma  would  have  to  heat  up 
rocks  in  the  stove  and  then  put  them  in  our  sleigh 


or  wagon  to  help  keep  us  warm  while  we 
traveled.    She  would  do  the  same  thing  at  night 
in  the  winter  and  would  then  put  the  hot  rocks 
(after  she  had  wrapped  them  in  something  to 
keep  them  from  burning  us)  into  the  foot  of  our 
beds  to  help  keep  us  warm  at  nights.  The 
winters  were  hard  and  cold.  There  were  many 
times  we  had  to  take  our  shovel  into  the  house  at 
night  so  we  could  dig  ourselves  out  in  the 
morning. 

It  was  always  fun  to  get  to  go  to  Ashton.  My 
brothers,  sisters  and  I  only  got  to  go  into  town  a 
few  times  a  year,  but  it  was  there  I  saw  my  first 
airplane,  first  movie  and  talked  on  the  phone. 

We  moved  from  Farnum  in  1 934  to  Idaho 
Falls.  The  great  depression  had  been  hard  on  a 
lot  of  people  around  Farnum.  Many  had  to  leave 
their  farms  (just  walked  away  from  them)  and 
moved  into  the  cities  where  they  could  find 
work. 

I  have  great  respect  for  my  parents.  My 
mother  was  an  immigrant  from  Denmark  and  my 
father  was  only  one  generation  away  from  being 
an  immigrant,  (his  father,  John  Murray 
Murdoch,  immigrated  from  Scotland).  I  feel  it 
took  a  lot  of  courage  to  go  to  a  new  territory  as 
homesteaders,  raise  a  large  family,  see  their  way 
through  the  Great  Depression  and  still  be  able  to 
hold  onto  their  testimonies  of  the  gospel.  They 
remained  true  and  faithful  all  the  while  they  were 
here  on  earth.  Dad  also  served  two  full  time 
missions  for  the  church  while  he  was  here. 

I  graduated  from  the  Idaho  Falls  High  School 
in  May,  1945,  and  was  immediately  drafted  into 
the  U.S.  Army.   I  took  my  basic  training  in  Fort 
Hood,  Texas,  and  was  just  finishing  up  my 
training  when  the  Second  World  War  ended.  I 
was  then  sent  to  Germany.  While  there,  I  was 
put  into  heavy  ordinance  and  I  had  fifty  German 
prisoners  to  work  with  every  day.  We  were 
recovering  and  making  new  jeeps,  trucks,  buses 
and  guns  that  were  then  sent  back  to  the  U.S.A. 
I  got  to  see  a  lot  of  Germany,  Belgium,  France 
and  England,  while  there,  and  enjoyed  my  tour 
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of  duty.   In  fact,  I  enjoyed  it  so  much,  I  was 
going  to  stay  there  and  was  ready  to  sign  up  for 
three  years  in  the  regular  Army.   I  had  gone 
over  to  the  offices  and  they  gave  me  a  physical 
and  put  me  through  all  the  tests  I  needed  to  go 
through.  Then  the  officers  told  me  it  was  getting 
too  late  to  swear  me  in  that  day  and  told  me  to 
come  back  in  the  morning  and  they  would  swear 
me  in.   Well,  I  went  back  to  my  company  and, 
on  my  arrival,  was  told  that  the  first  sergeant 
was  looking  for  me  with  the  news  that  my  papers 
had  come  down  from  headquarters,  permitting 
me  to  go  home.   Needless  to  say,  this  news  of 
being  able  to  go  home  sounded  so  good  to  me,  I 
never  went  back  to  be  sworn  in  for  another  three 
years  in  the  Army.   I  arrived  home  in 
December,  1946.  I  have  often  wondered  what 
might  have  happened  if  I  had  stayed  there  for 
another  three  years. 

When  I  got  back  to  Idaho  Falls,  I  went  right 
back  to  working  for  Vernon  Johnson  at  his 
creamery  again.   I  had  worked  there  since  I  was 
fourteen  years  old.  I  later  went  to  work  for  a 
cabinet  making  company  named  Modern  Cabinet 
Company  around  1949.   I  enjoyed  working  there 
with  some  lifelong  buddies,  Calvin  Johnson,  and 
his  brother,  Lowell  Johnson.  It  was  about  this 
time  we  decided  to  learn  to  fly  airplanes,  so  we 
all  took  flying  lessons  together.   Cal  and  I  bought 
our  first  airplane  (a  Stinson)  together  on  March 
4,  1950. 

I  had  met  this  girl  named  Darlene  Johnson  a 
couple  of  weeks  before  we  bought  our  airplane 
and  had  given  her  and  her  friend  a  ride  to 
Pocatello  to  a  dance.   After  we  came  back  from 
buying  our  airplane,  I  ran  into  her  again  and 
asked  her  if  she  would  like  to  go  for  a  ride  in  my 
airplane.  She  said,  "yes",  and  that  was  our  first 
real  date  together.  From  then  on,  our  heads 
were  in  the  clouds,  as  a  good  share  of  our  dates 
from  then  on  were  in  the  airplane.  Darlene  and  I 
dated  for  approximately  two  and  a  half  years.  I 
finally  convinced  her  that  we  should  get  married 
and  we  were  married  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple 
August  20,  1952. 

I  was  working  for  Gem  State  Poultry  at  the 
time  we  were  married  and  would  go  to  Butte, 
Montana,  for  three  days  a  week.   I  bought  a 
home  on  East  22nd  Street  for  Darlene  and  it  was 
there  that  we  were  blessed  with  our  first  son, 
Gilbert  Fritz,  on  May  31,  1953.  He  was  a  real 


joy  to  us  and  we  spoiled  him  generously.  Our 
next  blessing  came  along  on  April  5,  1955.   Our 
first,  beautiful  daughter,  Merrilee,  was  born 
while  we  were  staying  at  Ma's  house  waiting  to 
move  into  our  new  home  we  had  bought  on  West 
1 7th  Street.  She  was  a  very  sweet  addition  for 
us. 

After  we  moved  into  our  home  on  West  17th, 
I  bought  into  a  poultry  business  with  Dick 
Starnes.  Our  new  business  was  called  Commons 
Poultry.  We  sold  our  poultry  throughout  Idaho 
and  Montana. 

As  time  went  on,  Fritz  and  Merrilee  were 
growing  right  along  and  were  becoming  great 
playmates  when  our  second  son  and  third  child, 
Hal  J.,  was  welcomed  into  our  home.  At  the 
time  Hal  was  born,  April  8,  1957, 1  was  on  my 
way  home  from  Butte,  Montana.   When  I  got 
home,  my  father-in-law,  Fritz  Johnson,  came 
over  and  told  me  I  was  the  proud.father  of 
another  nice,  big,  robust  boy... and  he  really 
was! 

Even  though  Hal  was  managing  to  keep  life 
pretty  interesting  for  everyone,  I  guess  Heavenly 
Father  wanted  him  to  have  another  buddy  and 
playmate,  because,  much  to  everyone's  surprise, 
on  September  1,  1958,  our  second  little  daughter 
and  fourth  child,  Barbara  Janene,  came  along. 
She  was  supposed  to  be  named  Lori  Jo,  but  when 
I  blessed  her,  I  changed  her  name  to  Barbara 
Janene.  Later  on  we  had  to  go  to  a  lot  of  work 
to  have  her  birth  certificate  changed  in  Boise.  I 
got  in  a  lot  of  hot  water  over  this  from  my 
family,  but  now  they  think  Barbara  is  a  beautiful 
name. 

Well,  we  waited  for  a  few  years  after 
Barbara  was  born  and  then  on  May  28,  1962,  we 
welcomed  our  fifth  child  and  third  beautiful 
daughter,  Donna,  into  our  home.   How  tiny  and 
cute  she  was.  She  was  only  three  years  old  when 
we  moved  to  Mexico,  so  Spanish  became  her 
first  language. 

After  Donna  was  not  quite  a  year  old,  we 
moved  into  a  nice  red  brick  home  on  Ridge 
Avenue.  I  was  still  in  the  poultry  business  at  that 
time  and  noticed  that  one  of  the  places  we 
supplied  chickens  to  was  doing  very  well.   It  was 
called  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken.   I  thought  it 
might  be  a  good  business  to  go  into  and  I  talked 
to  Ken  Cook  (a  good  friend  of  mine,  who  would 
fly  to  Mexico  every  year  with  me  for  a  vacation 


585 


with  the  Flying  Farmers)  to  see  if  he  would  be 
interested  in  securing  a  franchise  from  this 
company  with  me.   He  said  he  would  be 
interested. 

I  called  to  see  about  it  and  found  that  all  the 
company's  franchises  for  the  United  States  were 
sold.  I  asked  them  if  there  was  one  available  for 
Mexico.   They  said  they  had  nothing  going  in 
Mexico  and  said  we  could  have  the  whole 
country.   So,  we  took  it  and  mat  started  my 
family  and  I  out  on  a  whole  new  adventure.  I 
had  learned  to  love  Mexico  very  much  and  was 
eager  to  share  this  with  my  family. 

I  moved  to  Monterrey,  Mexico,  and 
proceeded  to  get  things  set  up  there  while 
Darlene  stayed  here  and  got  the  house  sold,  then 
moved  in  with  Ma  until  things  were  ready  for 
them  to  move  to  Mexico. 

We  all  moved  to  Monterrey,  Mexico,  in 
October,  1965.   We  enrolled  the  children  in  their 
new  school,  the  American  School  of  Monterrey, 
and,  while  the  family  was  becoming  acquainted 
with  Mexico,  I  proceeded  to  build  our  first 
Kentucky  Fried  Chicken  restaurant  there.   The 
people  seemed  to  like  this  new  product  being 
introduced  to  them  and  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken 
of  Mexico  went  over  very  well. 

It  wasn't  very  long  until  we  had  another  little 
addition  to  our  family.  Juan  Trinidad  was  born 
November  8,  1966,  in  Monterrey,  Mexico.  He 
was  our  third  son,  sixth  child  and  first  little 
Mexican.   I  named  him  after  his  Mexican 
godfather,  General  Juan  Trinidad  Rodriguez,  in 
Mexico.  Juan  was  a  little  go  getter  and  enjoyed 
the  attention  he  got  from  everyone. 

The  business  started  to  expand  and  within 
two  years  we  moved  to  Guadalajara,  Mexico. 
We  built  another  store  there  and  the  children  all 
went  to  school  at  Lind  Hall  Academy.   It  was  a 
private  school,  run  by  a  very  exceptional 
teacher,  Mrs.  Lindley.  She  was  one  of  those 
exceptional  people  you  meet  only  a  few  times  in 
your  life.  When  she  decided  to  open  up  her 
school,  she  converted  her  backyard  chicken  coop 
into  a  class  room  and  taught  there.   On  the  days 
when  she  could  see  the  children  were  getting  a 
little  restless  from  being  inside,  she  would  see 
nothing  wrong  with  letting  them  move  their 
chairs  outside.. maybe  even  around  her  little 
swimming  pool.. so  they  could  be  out  in  the  fresh 
air  and  out  underneath  the  beautiful  blue  sky. 


She  told  us  many  times  that  she  felt  like 
sometimes  they  learned  more  when  they  were 
outside  than  when  they  were  inside. 

About  this  time,  our  second  little  Mexican 
came  along.  We  named  him  Thomas  David.  He 
was  born  April  23,  1969,  and  was  our  fourth  son 
and  seventh  child.  Juan  needed  a  playmate  about 
that  time  and  he  and  David  developed  a  very 
close  relationship  which  is  very  strong,  even 
today.  While  we  were  in  Guadalajara,  we  also 
had  the  opportunity  of  participating  in  the 
formation  of  the  first  English  speaking  branch  of 
the  Church  there. 

Well,  the  business  was  moving  right  along 
by  now  and  there  were  beginning  to  be  quite  a 
few  new  restaurants.   We  set  up  our  offices  in 
Monterrey,  since  most  of  my  time  was  spent  in 
Monterrey  and  so  we  could  spend  more  time 
together.   It  was  here  that  our  third  little 
Mexican  came  to  us.   He  was  our  fifth  son  and 
eighth  child.  We  named  him  Manuel  Travis  and 
he  was  born  December  7,  1971,  in  Monterrey, 
Mexico.  When  the  doctor  came  out  of  delivery, 
he  told  me,  "Look  at  the  size  of  his  feet... this 
baby  is  going  to  be  a  big  boy!"  And  he  was! 

By  this  time,  there  were  Kentucky  Fried 
Chicken  restaurants  all  over  Mexico  and  the  time 
had  come  for  us  to  move  our  family  back  to  the 
United  States.  Darlene  and  the  children  moved 
back  to  Idaho  Falls  and  stayed  with  Darlene's 
mother,  (Wanda  Marshall  Perkins  Johnson) 
while  I  remained  behind  to  get  the  business  sold. 

After  we  sold  the  business,  I  moved  back  up 
to  Idaho  Falls  and  we  bought  Darlene's  parents' 
home  on  West  17th  Street.   It  wasn't  long  until 
we  welcomed  our  fourth  beautiful  little  daughter 
and  ninth  child  into  our  home.  We  named  her 
Alicia... which  is  a  beautiful  name  for  Alice  in 
Spanish.   She  was  born  January  14,  1975,  and 
brought  a  lot  of  joy  into  our  midst.  We  thought 
that  she  should  also  have  a  playmate  and  should 
not  be  raised  alone,  as  she  was  kind  of 
outnumbered  by  those  three  little  Mexicans  that 
preceded  her.  So,  along  came  our  sixth  son  and 
tenth  child,  Daniel  Ray.   He  was  born  April  15, 
1977.   Both  he  and  Alicia  were  born  at  the  Idaho 
Falls  Riverview  Hospital.   These  last  two 
children  have  been  good  for  Darlene  and  I.  I 
guess  you  might  say  we  were  a  bit  experienced 
in  child  raising  by  men  and  we  have  enjoyed 
watching  them  grow  up. 


586 


After  I  returned  from  Mexico,  I  worked  at 
farming  for  a  few  years,  then  spent  about  two 
years  working  in  a  restaurant  in  California.   I 
also  spent  some  time  developing  real  estate 
property. 

In  about  1978, 1  suddenly  got  very  interested 
in  steam  engines  and  steam  power.   I  finally 
located  a  small  steam  engine  in  Chicago  that  was 
used  on  a  peanut  and  popcorn  wagon.   It  was 
used  to  turn  the  equipment.  Just  for  the  fun  of  it, 
I  later  found  a  big  pressure  pot  and  rigged  it  up 
so  it  served  as  a  boiler  for  the  steam  engine  and  I 
enjoyed  running  the  engine. 

Then  in  1986,  I  located  two  large  steam 
engines  that  were  used  in  the  Lincoln  City  sugar 
factory  for  many  decades.  They  were  tearing 
the  factory  down  and  were  about  to  destroy 
them.   When  I  got  wind  of  this  I  contacted  the 
people  who  were  tearing  down  the  factory  and 
managed  to  buy  the  engines  from  them.   I  sold 
one  and  presently  have  the  other  one  at  my  home 
and  am  trying  to  restore  it  at  the  present  time.  I 
also  came  upon  a  boiler  off  of  an  old  steam 
tractor  that  I  hope  to  be  able  to  run  this  large 
factory  engine  with.   I  would  eventually  like  to 
be  able  to  hook  it  up  to  a  generator  and  be  able 
to  produce  electricity  with  it.  I  finally  located  an 
old  steam  boat  in  California  and  bought  it  and 
enjoy  boating  with  it  as  time  permits. 

I  have  thought  a  lot  about  where  this  interest 
in  steam  engines  came  from.   I  really  think  it 
came  about  from  my  early  childhood.  I  had 
many  childhood  talks  with  my  mother's  father. 
Grandpa  Pete  used  to  work  on  steam  trains  in 
Denmark  and  he  really  got  my  imagination 
going. 

In  December  of  1989,  we  bought  our  present 
home  and  seven  acres  out  in  the  Osgood  area, 
just  outside  of  Idaho  Falls.  We  have  a  variety  of 
animals  out  here  and  enjoyed  developing  a  small 
herd  of  cows.  Daniel  and  our  other  sons  have 
been  invaluable  in  helping  us  take  care  of  our 
little  farm  here  and  I  have  enjoyed  working  with 
all  of  them.  We  have  a  very  wonderful  and 
loving  family.  All  of  our  children  seem  to  look 
forward  to  seeing  each  other,  helping  one 
another  and  just  being  together.   I  am  proud  of 
everyone  and  love  them  very  much. 

My  wife,  Darlene  has  been  such  a  good 
companion  to  me  and  has  done  such  a  good  job 
raising  the  children,  as  I  was  absent  a  lot  of  the 


time.  She  has  stood  by  me  in  good  and  bad 
times  and  has  always  been  eager  to  go  wherever 
my  work  took  us... and... 

Through  the  past  years,  we  sent  Donna, 
Juan,  David,  Manuel  and  Daniel  on  missions  and 
we  are  now  grandparents  of  23  grandchildren. 
We  also  have  two  foster  children  living  with  us. 
I  guess  this  is  one  reason  we  bought  our  little 
farm  in  Osgood... we  thought  it  would  be  a  good 
place  to  finish  raising  our  children  and 
grandchildren. 

At  this  present  time,  I  am  enjoying  my  work 
as  a  chef  in  the  kitchen  at  the  Idaho  Falls  L.D.S. 
Temple.   I  have  worked  there  now  for  the  past 
twelve  or  thirteen  years. 

Zelma  Darlene  (Johnson)  Murdoch 

I  made  my  entrance  into  this  world  on  July 
14,  1935.   I  was  sent  to  Fritz  Johnson  and 
Wanda  Marshall  Perkins  Johnson.   They  must 
have  liked  what  they  saw  because  they  and  my 
two  sisters,  Gay  and  Joy,  all  agreed  to  keep  me. 
So  thus,  I  was  showered  with  a  great  deal  of  love 
and  attention  and  I  proceeded  to  grow  and 
flourish... (as  most  little  dark  headed,  eleven 
pound  little  baby  girls  have  a  tendency  to  do). 

I  will  have  to  admit  that  my  mother  told  me 
that  I  gave  her  a  great  deal  of  concern  in  my  first 
year  of  growing  as  I  became  very  allergic  to 

milk  and  food However,  that  was  eventually 

overcome  and  (much  to  my  chagrin)  has  never 
been  much  of  a  problem  since. 

I  was  born  in  Burley,  Idaho.  My  father  had 
a  welding  shop  there  and,  although  we  only  lived 
there  five  years  after  I  was  born,  I  still  have 
many  lovely  memories  of  Burley.   I  can 
remember  sitting  on  the  stand  in  Primary 
singing,  "I  have  two  little  hands  folded  snugly 
and  tight. . . ,"  To  this  day  it  is  one  of  my 
favorites. 

I  remember  Mama  sitting  on  the  outside 
steps  with  us  during  a  rain  storm  and  showing  us 
the  pretty  dancing  fairies  dancing  about  on  the 
sidewalks  and  in  the  streets  as  the  rain  pattered 
down  all  around  us.   I  can  still  see  the  lovely 
flowers  in  Matthew's  back  yard... and  I 
remember  very  well  Mother  taking  me  back  to 
tell  our  neighbor  how  sorry  I  was  that  I  picked 
one  of  her  flowers. 


587 


One  day  I  opened  the  door  to  our  toy  room 
and  I  can  remember  how  clean  and  shiny  the 
floors  were  and  there  were  no  toys  to  be  found. 
I  can  remember  going  into  my  Mama's  and 
Daddy's  bedroom  and  climbing  into  their  nice 
warm  bed  to  keep  warm... how  secure  I  felt. 

How  I  loved  looking  at  the  pictures  of  my 
little  neighborhood  friend  and  I  in  our  Sunday 
best.   Then,  the  one  of  me  standing  beside  my 
handsome  daddy  with  him  all  dressed  up  in  his 
Sunday  best,  was  one  of  my  very  most  favorite 
pictures... even  today. 

Oh,  I  could  go  on  and  on  with  memories  of 

Burley but,  life  did  move  along.   After  what 

seemed  like  an  endless  ride,  (to  a  little  five  year 
old  girl),  across  a  hot  desert.... we  finally  arrived 
in  Idaho  Falls.  We  rented  a  home  up  by  the 
river  (Doctor  Reese's  old  office)  for  a  summer. 
We  had  lots  of  fun.  We  learned  to  make  puppets 
during  a  summer  activity  program  at  one  of  the 
grade  schools. 

One  day  we,  (my  sisters  and  I)  got  all 
dressed  up  in  our  Sunday  best  for  a  birthday 
party  at  Mclntoshes'  house,  but  when  we  got 
there  no  one  was  home.... what  a  let  down. 

Our  first  big  catastrophe  was  when  our  cat 
had  her  kittens  in  the  back  seat  of  Daddy's  brand 
new  car. . .  .oh  my!   Then  we  moved  to  1348 
Higbee  Avenue  and  spent  the  next  six  years 
living  next  to  Aunt  Rose  and  Uncle  Adrain 
before  they  moved  to  Mud  Lake.   It  was  while 
there  that  a  deep  love  for  my  mother,  my  father, 
my  two  sisters,  (Gay  and  Joy)  my  aunts  and 
uncles,  cousins,  our  church,  country,  teachers, 
babies,  little  children,  nature,  the  outdoors, 
poetry,  books,  music  and  all  other  good  things  of 
the  earth  began  to  really  grow  and  develop 
through  the  stern,  but  kind  and  gentle  love  of  my 
mother  and  father.  It  was  also  where  I  learned 
about  many  of  the  hard  realities  of  life... about 
trials  and  tribulations,  courage  and  fortitude, 
honesty  and  truth,  heartache  and  tears, 
repentance  and  forgiveness. 

Thank  goodness  for  the  strong  support 
system  I  had  during  my  growing  and  formative 
years.   As  I  look  back  I  shudder  to  think  of  what 
my  life  would  have  been  like  without  my  strong 
family  ties  and  the  gospel.  What  a  great  part  the 
dear  3rd  Ward  on  East  13th  Street  played  in  my 

life The  dear  people  in  the  old  3rd  Ward 

parade  past  the  memory  of  my  mind  constantly 


and  many  times  when  I  might  have  fainted  and 
grown  weak,  the  thoughts  of  them  have  given  me 
the  courage  and  fortitude  I  needed  to  pick  myself 
up, dust  myself  off  and  start  all  over  again. 

Well,  then  we  moved  to  155  West  17th  Street 
and  I  turned  14  years  old.   A  new  stage  of  my 
development  had  begun... (the  pulling  away  and 
testing  period,  the  "just  how  much  independence 
do  I  really  have"  stage,  had  started  and  it  was 
interesting  to  reach  out  and  see  just  what 
freedom  was  all  about). 

It  became  very  important  to  have  a  very 
"special"  friend,  one  who  really  understood  my 
feelings.   It  seemed  the  friend  I  had  grown  up 
with  was  going  with  different  friends  and  I  felt 
left  out  and  alone  at  this  point.   Well,  I  found  my 
girl  friend,  Mary  Lou  Colson,  and  she  found  me. 
We  clung  on  tight  to  each  other  and  shared  our 
thoughts  and  dreams,  day  by  day,  as  only  two 
young,  sweet,  innocent  girls  do. 

Life  was  blossoming  and  becoming  quite 

interesting Then  one  night  when  Mary  Lou 

and  I  were  trying  to  find  a  ride  to  a  dance  in 
Pocatello,  who  do  you  mink  entered  into  my  life 
as  Prince  Charming  and  gave  us  our  ride  to 
Pocatello  that  night?  None  other  than  Gilbert  D. 
Murdoch.  We  were  talking  to  Stanley  Johnson, 
telling  him  of  our  plight  that  night,  when  a  car 
went  past  and  Stanley  quickly  hailed  the  car's 
driver  down,  saying,  "Well,  girls,  here  is  your 
ride  to  Pocatello." 

We  were  introduced  to  Gilbert  Murdoch 
(boy,  was  he  handsome!)  And  to  Calvin 
Johnson.   They  were  told  of  our  plight  and,  sure 
enough  -  yes,  indeed,  -  they  would  give  us  a  ride 
to  Pocatello.  Heavenly  Father  must  have  been 
watching  over  us,  because,  after  everyone  got 
into  the  car,  I  ended  up  sitting  next  to  Gil. 

As  we  started  out,  I  mink  Mary  Lou  was  a 
little  upset  the  way  things  worked  out  and  she 

called  out  to  Gil "Is  she  with  you" ?? 

Well,  Gil  hesitated  for  a  moment  while  he  was 
looking  directly  at  me  and  then  he  said.... "Sure 

she  is". ...   Oh  how  grateful  I  was  to  him I 

think  right  at  that  moment  I  was  sealed  to  be  his 
for  time  and  all  eternity. 

The  next  time  I  saw  Gil,  he  was  on  his  way 
to  trade  his  car  for  an  airplane.   The  third  time  I 
saw  Gil,  he  had  his  airplane  and  he  took  me  for  a 
ride  in  it.  I  think  our  heads  were  up  in  the 
clouds  for  the  next  two  and  a  half  years.  We  had 
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a  lot  of  fun.   A  good  share  of  our  courting  was  in 
the  airplane.   Airport  regulations  were  not  as 
tight  as  they  are  now  and  Gil  and  his  friends  had 
a  lot  of  fun  at  the  airport  and  up  in  the  air.   Gil 
bought  a  convertible  to  replace  his  car  he  traded 
in  on  the  airplane,  so  needless  to  say,  that  caused 
lots  of  good  times  also. 

Well,  as  time  went  on  and  we  could  see  that 
our  hearts  were  growing  fonder  and  fonder,  our 
thoughts  turned  toward  marriage.   Now,  I 
definitely  had  not  been  going  to  church  the  way  I 
should  have  been  after  I  turned  14,  but,  I  had  not 
forgotten  the  teachings  of  my  youth. 

When  I  turned  16,  I  had  a  burning  desire  for 
a  patriarchal  blessing.   Up  to  that  point,  I  had 
had  a  desire  for  a  temple  marriage,  but,  after  I 
received  my  blessing,  I  knew  a  temple  marriage 
was  a  must.   Mother  agreed  to  let  me  go  ahead 
and  get  married  at  17,  since  we  were  getting 
married  in  the  temple.... and  especially  since  I 
promised... most  definitely... that  I  would  finish 
school. 

So,  on  August  20,  1952  (when  I  was  17 
years  old  and  Gil  was  25),  we  entered  the  Idaho 
Falls  Temple  and  were  married  and  sealed 
together  for  time  and  eternity.   Marriage  is  a 
variety  of  experiences,  don't  you  think.... you 
take  two  people  completely  different  and  put 
them  together  and  you  have  a  great  variety  of 
different  experiences. . .  .and. . .  .1  can  guarantee 
you. . .  .all  of  them  will  help  you  to  grow  and 
develop. 

You  know,  marriage  is  like  a  beautiful 
flower,  you  get  married  in  the  bloom  of  your 
youth  and  the  days  come  and  the  days  go  and 
each  experience  feeds  and  waters  your  marriage 
until  all  of  a  sudden. . .  .one  day  you  wake  up  and 
you  realize  that  your  marriage  has  blossomed 
into  a  beautiful,  gigantic,  bouquet  of  flowers  and 
you  realize  that  something  great  and  wonderful 
has  happened. 

Gil  and  I  have  been  married  for  36  years 
now.   We  have  had  many,  many  wonderful 
experiences,  and  many,  many,  trials  and 
tribulations.   After  Gil  and  I  were  married,  we 
moved  into  the  house  Gil  bought  for  us  at  East 
22nd  Street.   There,  Fritz,  our  first  born,  was 
brought  into  the  world.   What  a  tremendous 
experience!    Parents. .  .how  our  world  began  to 
change.  Like  the  saying  goes,  "It's  not  parents 


who  make  children,  it's  children  who  make  parents" 

In  1955  we  moved  to  156  West  17th  Street. 
There  Heavenly  Father  sent  Merrilee,  Hal, 
Barbara  and  Donna  to  us.   How  we  have  loved 
and  enjoyed  them.   It  was  while  living  here  that  I 
started  to  really  become  active  in  the  Church.   I 
enjoyed  teaching  the  little  Sunbeams  in  Primary 
and  my  children  at  home.   Teaching  the  little 
ones  started  my  testimony  to  vibrating  and  it 
began  to  cast  off  some  of  the  dust  it  had  been 
collecting  the  last  few  years  and  life  took  on  a 
greater  and  more  fuller  meaning. 

During  the  eight  years  we  lived  on  the  17* 
Street,  I  worked  in  many  positions  in  the 
Primary.   As  a  teacher,  counselor,  and  Primary 
president.   My  joy  was  full.   My  testimony  was 
growing.  Then,  time  for  another  move.  We 
bought  Cap  Moore's  house  on  Ridge  Avenue  and 
we  moved  into  the  joy  of  having  lots  more  space 
to  move  around  in. 

I  remained  busy  in  the  Church  and  was 
called  to  be  a  teacher  and  president  of  the 
M.I.  A.  What  fun  to  work  with  the  youth  of  the 
ward.  For  someone  who  hadn't  been  to  girls 
camp  since  she  was  13  years  old,  it  was 
particularly  challenging,  but,  we  made  it  and  I 
learned  how  to  tramp  up  and  down  hills,  build 
floats  for  the  24th  of  July  parade,  plan  parties, 
write  scripts  and  watched  testimonies  continue  to 
grow  along  with  mine,  as  we  taught  each  other 
beautiful  gospel  truths. 

We  were  destined  to  live  on  Ridge  Avenue 
for  only  18  months.   As  it  turned  out,  Gil 
received  a  franchise  for  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken 
for  the  country  of  Mexico.  So,  on  to  Mexico! 

What  a  tremendous  experience I  can't 

begin  here  to  tell  you  all  of  the  wonderful 
experiences  we  had  while  there.   Gil  had  set  up  a 
very  successful  and  thriving  restaurant  business 
and  we  also  had  three  robust  sons  born  to  us 
while  there.  Juan  and  Manuel  were  born  in 
Monterrey,  Mexico  and  David  was  born  in 
Guadalajara.  Those  little  blond  heads  created 
quite  a  sensation  in  the  Mexican  hospitals. 

I  was  called  to  be  the  district  Primary 
president  in  Monterrey,  which  made  me  wish 
very  greatly  that  I  knew  Spanish  better  than  I 
did.   However,  I  had  a  lovely  Spanish  lady  go 
around  with  me  to  the  eight  branches  and  she 
translated  very  well  for  us. 
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While  we  were  living  in  Guadalajara,  I  was 
called  to  be  the  Relief  Society  president  and  had 
the  privilege  of  helping  to  organize  the  first 
English  speaking  branch  in  Guadalajara,  Mexico. 
I  will  have  to  admit  that  while  the  children  and  I 
were  in  Mexico  time  did  hang  heavy  on  our 
hands  at  times,  since  Gil  had  to  be  gone  so  very 
much  of  the  time.  We  did  meet  and  get  to  know 
many,  many  wonderful  people.   I  learned  one  of 
the  great  lessons  of  my  life,  "That  people  are 
people  wherever  you  go,  and  that  the  flowers 
bloom  and  the  birds  sing  wherever  you  go." 

In  1973,  the  children  and  I  came  back  to 
Idaho  Falls  from  Mexico  and  lived  with  my 
mother  for  two  years  while  waiting  for  Gil  to  get 
things  settled  with  the  business  in  Mexico.  It 
was  good  to  be  back  with  my  mother  and  sisters 
and  relatives  once  more.   But  I  will  have  to 
admit  I  did  miss  Gil.  It  was  during  this  time  that 
I  was  called  to  be  the  Relief  Society  president  of 
the  12th  Ward  and  enjoyed  getting  re-acquainted 
with  the  people  of  the  ward  once  more. 

Mother  then  moved  to  Rexburg  to  be  with 
my  sister  Gay,  so  Gil  and  I  bought  her  home. 
After  that,  Gil  got  things  settled  in  Mexico  and 
came  back  to  Idaho  Falls... how  good  to  have 
him  home  once  more. 

Alicia  was  brought  into  the  world  in  1975. 
What  fun  to  have  a  little  girl  in  our  home  again. 
Daniel  was  born  in  1977.  What  a  delight  these 
children  have  been  to  Gil  and  me  in  our  middle 
years.  It  is  always  so  refreshing  to  have  them 
around. 

Another  joy  has  come  into  our  live  during 
this  time.   Eight  years  ago,  I  fulfilled  my 
promise  to  my  mother  to  finish  school  and  I  went 
back  to  the  Vo-tech  and  received  my  G.E.D. 
(Equivalent  to  a  high  school  graduation).  Then  I 
went  on  to  a  year  of  school  and  became  a 
therapy  tech. 

Since  then  I  have  worked  with  many 
mentally  retarded  and  handicapped  children  and 
have  thoroughly  enjoyed  it.   At  the  present  time, 
two  of  these  children  are  living  with  us.   I 
thought  I  knew  what  love  was  all  about  before  I 
started  working  with  these  children... but  since 
then.... I  have  found  that  there  is  still  another 
greater  kind  of  love  that  is  associated  with  these 
special  children. 

Presently,  we  have  four  children  married. 
Fritz  married  Patti  Neibaur  from  Paul,  Idaho. 


Merrilee  married  Allan  Webb  from  Idaho  Falls. 
Hal  married  Susan  Pilkington  from  England. 
Barbara  married  Mike  Walker  from  Rexburg, 
Idaho. 

What  a  special  addition  to  our  family  each  of 
them  have  been.   Then,  with  the  15 
grandchildren  that  have  been  added  to  our  family 
thus  far,  we  will  have  to  admit  that  we  are 
looking  forward  to  the  future  additions  to  our 
family. 

Donna  served  a  mission  in  New 
Zealand... Juan  has  been  called  to  the  San 
Antonio  Texas  Mission  and  David  has  been 
called  to  the  Houston  Texas  Mission.... and  Gil  is 
enjoying  his  work  at  the  temple  as  evening 
supervisor  of  the  kitchen  very  much. 

Last  month  all  10  of  our  children  and  their 
families  were  able  to  come  home  and  be  together 
for  the  first  time  in  1 1  years.  What  a  joy!!! 

Like  I  said  before,  Gil  and  I  have  been 
married  for  36  years  now  and  life  has  been  good 
(not  always  easy  -  but  good).   It  has  been  filled 
with  lots  of  love,  patience,  kindness, 
understanding  and  laughter  (thanks  to  Gil)  and 
that  makes  up  for  a  multitude  of  other 
discrepancies. 

Now,   I  plan  on  living  until  I  am  100  years 
old  -  so  what  do  you  suppose  the  next  47  years 
will  hold  for  us  all???  Remember  how  the  poem 
goes... 

Come  Along,  Grow  Old  With  Me... 

The  Very  Best  Is  Yet  To  Be. 

Well,  here  I  am  again  and  it  looks  like  my 
life  sketch  needs  a  bit  of  updating.  The  last 
seven  years  have  been  wonderful!   In  1989  we 
bought  a  home  on  seven  acres  of  land  out  in  the 
Osgood  area.  The  greatest  thing  that  has 
happened  out  here  is  the  joy  Gil  and  I  have 
received  as  we  have  worked  with  and  watched 
our  children  and  grandchildren  grow  and 
develop.  It's  been  wonderful. 

Oh  how  grateful  we  are  for  our  home  and 
family  and  for  the  wonderful  opportunity  we 
have  had  of  being  born  in  this  beautiful  land  of 
freedom.  What  a  wonderful  blessing  Heavenly 
Father  has  given  us.  I  do  love  and  appreciate 
Him  so  very  much  and  am  very  grateful  that  I 
am  a  member  of  His  church.  I  don't  know  what 
I  would  have  done  without  the  gospel  in  my  life. 


590 


I  am  so  grateful  I  was  born  into  a  home  where 
my  parents  loved  me  and  where  I  could  be  taught 
the  gospel.  When  I  stop  and  think  about  having 
an  older  brother,  Jesus  Christ,  who  was  willing 
to  come  down  here  to  earth  and  sacrifice  his  life 
for  me  and  for  all  of  us  so  we  could  all  go  back 
to  Heavenly  Father  and  be  able  to  live  with  Him 
once  more.  I  just  have  to  stand  in  amazement. 
It  is  a  very  humbling  thought  to  me. 

Sometimes  I  worry  about  making  it  back, 
sometimes  it  is  hard  and  I  don't  really  know  what 
I  should  do,  it  is  at  these  times  that  I  am  so 
grateful  for  the  scriptures  and  for  prayer.  When 
I  use  both  of  them  to  help  me  through  any  given 
situation... Heavenly  Father  has  always  been 
there  for  me  and  has  always  given  me  the 
strength,  courage  and  fortitude  I  needed  to  carry 
on.   How  much  joy  and  peace  He  has  brought 
into  my  life.   I  hope  that  one  day  I  will  be 
worthy  of  all  of  His  many,  many  wonderful 
blessings.   I  know  Heavenly  Father  loves  me.  I 


know  He  loves  us  all  and  wants  us  to  come  back 
to  Him.   It  is  my  humble  wish  and  greatest  hope 
and  prayer  that  we  all  may  do  so.   Now,  let's  see 
about  that  updating. 

First  of  all,  Gil  and  I  have  been  married 
forty-four  years  now  and  we  have  sent  two 
moreof  our  children  on  missions,  plus  one 
grandson.  Manuel  went  to  Costa  Rica,  Daniel  is 
presently  serving  in  Omaha,  Nebraska  and 
Anthony,  our  first  grandson,  is  presently  serving 
in  Recife,  Brazil. 

We  have  three  more  that  are  married.  Juan 
married  Dyanne  Dabb,  David  married  Heather 
Walbridge  and  Donna  married  Bill  Waite. 
(Their  full  names  and  dates  of  marriage  can  be 
found  in  Gil's  life  sketch).  And,  we  are  now  the 
proud  grandparents  of  23  grandchildren,  and 
hopefully  another  seven  years  will  bring  lots 
more. 

Isn't  Ufe  Grand!! 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Gilbert  Fritz  B 

(2)  Merrilee  B 

(3)  Hal  "J"  B 

(4)  Barbara  Janene  B 

(5)  Donna  B 

(6)  Juan  Trinidad  B 

(7)  Thomas  David  B 

(8)  Manuel  Travis  B 

(9)  Alicia  Ann  B 

(10)  Daniel  Ray  B 


31  May  1953 
05  Apr  1955 
08  Apr  1957 
01  Sep  1958 
28  May  1962 
08  Nov  1966 
23  Apr  1969 
07  Dec  1971 

14  Jan  1975 

15  Apr  1977 


M  -  13  Jun  1973  to  Patti  Sue  Neibaur 

M  -  20  Aug  1975  to  Allan  Webb 

M  -  15  Nov  1980  to  Susan  Elizabeth  Pilkington 

M  -  02  Jun  1977  to  Mikel  D.  Walker 

M  -  28  Oct  1995  to  William  Lamanda  Waite  II 

M  -  11  May  1991  to  Dyanne  Marnee  Dabb 

M  -  24  Mar  1993  to  Heather  Walbridge 

M  -  05  August  1995  to  Emilee  Ann  Skonnard 


i 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Fritz,  Manuel,  David,  Hal,  Juan 

Middle:  (L  to  R)  Merrilee,  Barbara,  Donna 

Front:  (L  to  R)  Gilbert  Murdoch,  Darlene  (Johnson)  Murdoch,  Daniel,  Alicia 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  GILBERT  DEAN  MURDOCH 
and  ZELMA  DARLENE  JOHNSON 

1  -  GILBERT  FRITZ  ("Fritz")  MURDOCH.    I  was  born  May  31,  1953,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  to 
Gilbert  Dean  Murdoch  and  Zelma  Darlene  Johnson  Murdoch.  We  lived  in  Idaho  Falls  for  12  years  where 
I  attended  Hawthorne  Elementary  School  and  as  time  passed,  gained  a  lot  of  neat  boyhood  memories. 

In  1965,  we  moved  to  Monterrey,  Mexico.   The  next  six  years  were  divided  between  Monterrey  and 
Guadalajara,  Mexico.   In  Monterrey  we  attended  the  American  School.   In  Guadalajara  we  attended 
Lindley  Academy.  Those  years  spend  at  this  school  were  an  experience.   One  teacher,  (Mrs.   Lindley) 
had  about  fifteen  students  from  grade  one  through  twelve.   I  graduated  from  the  American  School  in 
Monterrey  in  1971 .   About  ten  others  graduated  with  me. 

After  graduation,  I  returned  to  Idaho  Falls  and  worked  on  Ken  Cook's  farm  that  summer.   I  decided  to 
go  to  Ricks  College  in  the  fall.  While  I  was  there  I  met  my  sweetheart,  Patti  Sue  Neibaur.  We  decided 
not  to  go  back  to  school  after  mat  semester  and  just  worked  at  different  jobs.  We  both  moved  to  Boise  and 
went  to  Boise  State  University  for  one  semester  and  then  decided  that  working  and  going  to  school  wasn't 
working  out. 

In  February  of  1973,  I  joined  the  U.S.  Army.   I  joined  as  a  medic  and  after  I  finished  my  medical 
training,  Patti  and  I  got  married  June  13,  1973,  at  Rupert,  Idaho,  and  were  sealed  in  the  Idaho  Falls 
Temple  on  June  29,  1974. 

After  Patti  and  I  were  married,  we  packed  up  all  our  belongings  in  our  car  and  moved  to  Junction 
City,  Kansas.  I  was  a  medic  at  Fort  Riley  for  two  years.   Our  first  daughter,  Jenni  Anne,  was  born  at  Fort 
Riley  on  March  12,  1974,  and  she  was  sealed  to  Patti  and  I  June  29,  1974.   Our  "fun"  had  begun! 

During  the  third  year  of  Army  life,  Patti,  Jenni  and  I  moved  to  Stuttgart,  Germany.   That  was  an 
adventure  for  all  of  us.  Meggan  Marie,  our  second  child,  was  born  there  on  July  23,  1975. 

After  finishing  up  with  the  Army,  we  found  ourselves  back  in  Idaho.  I  attended  the  College  of 
Southern  Idaho  for  two  years  and  graduated  from  the  Registered  Nursing  Program.  After  graduating,  I 
worked  in  the  surgery  department  at  the  Twin  Falls  Hospital  for  two  years.  Our  first  son  and  third  child, 
Thomas  Fritz,  was  born  there  on  March  27,  1978. 

I  decided  to  apply  to  anesthesia  school  and  was  accepted  at  Mount  Marty  College  in  Yankton,  South 
Dakota.  We  moved  there  in  August  of  1980.  We  lived  in  Yankton  for  three  years.  That  seemed  like  a 
very  long  time.   Our  fourth  child,  Jonathan  Wayne,  was  born  there  May  2,  1981 .  We  had  a  small  branch 
of  the  L.D.S  Church  that  we  went  to  and  I  was  called  to  be  second  counselor  in  the  bishopric  while  Patti 
was  called  to  be  the  Relief  Society  president.   Our  testimonies  evolved  and  were  strengthened  during  our 
time  there. 

After  graduating  from  Mount  Marty  College,  we  moved  to  Alturas,  California,  where  I  worked  as  an 
anesthetist.  We  were  excited  about  moving  back  west,  but  Alturas  proved  to  be  a  little  too  isolated  for  us 
and  I  needed  more  experience  in  anesthesia  than  what  I  was  getting  there. 

Our  next  move  was  to  Ontario,  Oregon.  We  lived  there  for  the  next  eight  years.  Our  fifth  child, 
Christopher  Dean,  was  born  November  6,  1987,  while  we  were  mere. 

We  now  enjoyed  being  closer  to  home,  which  we  considered  to  be  Idaho;  but,  still  wanted  to  be  even 
closer.  So,  after  eight  years,  we  got  a  job  in  Burley,  Idaho,  where  I  presently  work  as  an  anesthetist  at  the 
Cassia  Regional  Medical  Center. 

We  moved  to  Paul,  Idaho,  in  August  1990.  We  bought  four  acres  of  land  from  Pattie's  parents, 
Warren  Ira  Neibaur  and  Marva  Marie  Richards  Neibaur  and  built  a  home  next  to  them.   We  feel  like  we 
have  finally  come  home  and  are  very  happy  here.   I'm  presently  the  explorer  advisor  in  the  Paul  First 
Ward.   I  enjoy  being  close  to  the  mountains.  I  enjoy  outdoor  activities  such  as  hunting,  fishing,  four- 
wheeling,  jetskiing  and,  of  course,  snowmobiling.  Luckily,  we  live  in  an  area  that  makes  these  activities 
possible.  I  love  my  dear  wife,  Patti,  who  has  made  my  life  a  joy.  She's  been  a  constant  support, 
companion  and  the  love  of  my  life.  My  children  are  all  dear  to  me.  It's  fun  to  see  them  grow  and  develop 
through  the  years  and  to  be  able  to  be  a  part  of  their  lives. 


593 


I'm  grateful  to  my  parents  for  being  the  parents  they  are.  Many  of  my  actions  and  attitudes,  that  I 
consider  positive,  came  from  their  nurturing  and  training.  The  unpositive  ones  -  who  knows.   I  guess 
that's  why  I'm  here  on  earth.   Hopefully,  this  lifetime  will  be  enough  to  straighten  them  up. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jenni  Anne 

(2)  Meggan  Marie 

(3)  Thomas  Fritz 

(4)  Jonathan  Wayne 

(5)  Christopher  Dean 


B-  12  Mar  1974 
B- 23  July  1975 
B- 27  Mar  1978 
B- 02  May  1981 
B- 06  Nov  1987 


M  -  03  Nov  1995  to  Jon  Callister 
M  -  19  Jul  1997toZacCasto 


Back:  (L  to  R)  Jon  Callister,  Jenni  (Murdoch)  Callister,  Patti  (Neibaur)  and  Fritz  Murdoch 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Jonathan,  Meggan,  Christopher  and  Tommy 


2  -  MERRILEE  MURDOCH  WEBB.  I  was  born  April  5,  1955,  at  the  Idaho  Falls  LDS  Hospital.  I  am 
Gilbert  and  Darlene  Murdoch's  first  daughter,  their  second  child,  Merrilee. 

I  had  a  pretty  normal  childhood,  enjoying  the  benefits  of  grandparents,  aunts  and  uncles,  and  cousins 
all  living  close  by.   Running  across  the  street  to  show  Nannie  (Wanda  Johnson)  my  new  red  shoes,  going 
to  stay  with  Grandma  (Sarah  Murdoch)  to  catch  the  balls  that  flew  into  her  yard  during  the  baseball  games 
in  the  park  across  the  street  from  her  house,  then  listening  to  stories  of  her  younger  days  as  we  lay  drifting 
off  to  sleep.   Feeling  all  grown  up  (yet  scared  to  death!)  when  it  was  finally  my  turn  to  get  to  go  swimming 
in  the  canal  with  Nannie  and  the  big  kids,  birthday  parties  at  the  sand  dunes  when  the  birthday  cake  was 
sacrificed  to  the  Sand  Gods.   Saturday  cleaning,  then  a  movie. 

Every  year  my  dad  would  take  a  trip  to  Mexico  with  a  group  of  his  flying  buddies.   I  used  to  listen  to 
his  stories  and  imagine  what  it  would  be  like  to  see  things  outside  Idaho  Falls.  When  I  started  school  at 
Hawthorne  Elementary,  I  always  longed  to  be  the  new  girl  they  would  introduce.   I  always  tried  to  make 
friends  with  them  because  they  seemed  interesting.  When  my  parents  announced  to  us  kids  we  would  be 


594 


moving  to  Mexico,  I  felt  my  dreams  had  come  true.   I  would  be  starting  fifth  grade  in  a  new  school  in  a 
new  country!   I  remember  the  trip  down.   Everything  past  Salt  Lake  was  fresh  and  exciting.   My  dad's 
enthusiasm  was  contagious.  Traveling  late  at  night  was  the  best.   Everyone  sleeping  and  me  sitting  next  to 
him  as  he  pointed  out  star  constellations.  We  talked  about  being  able  to  see  the  same  stars  in  the  sky  in 
Mexico  as  in  Idaho.   On  lonely  nights  it  always  felt  better  when  I  looked  up  at  the  stars. 

Spending  the  next  six  years  between  Monterrey,  Guadalajara,  summers  in  Manzanillo  and  Puerto 
Vallarta,  I  met  many  memorable  people.   I  attended  private  American  schools  with  my  brothers  and 
sisters.  We  made  trips  to  the  border  every  six  months  to  renew  our  papers.  We  learned  the  language 
playing  with  all  our  neighborhood  friends.   It  didn't  take  long  for  our  sign  language  to  take  voice. 

I  came  back  to  Idaho  the  middle  of  my  junior  year.  Spanish  class  was  a  breeze.   I  got  my  grade  by 
helping  the  teacher.   I  went  to  Madison  High  in  Rexburg,  then  graduated  from  Skyline  High  in  Idaho  Falls 
in  1973.   I  attended  one  semester  at  Ricks  College  taking  art  classes,  then  one  semester  at  ISU,  just  taking 
Institute  classes  and  having  fun. 

I  had  various  jobs  through  my  teenage-years  and  beyond:   Making  pies  at  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken 
with  Dad,  pouring  rootbeer  at  A  &  W  in  Idaho  Falls,  babysitting,  an  office  job  after  school  and  on 
weekends  at  a  discount  store  (TEMPO)  in  Idaho  Falls,  teaching  summer  art  classes  for  the  City  of  Idaho 
Falls,  a  summer  of  cooking  and  cleaning  at  the  Heart  Six  Dude  Ranch  outside  of  Jackson,  Wyoming, 
helping  out  at  Print  Craft  Press  and  delivery  girl  for  Don  Wilson  Drugs.   (This  job  I  had  when  I  got 
married.)  Since  my  married  days,  I've  taught  and  substituted  at  the  local  schools,  working  with  the 
migrant  aid  program,  babysat,  and  worked  at  a  clothing  store  (I  had  to  prove  to  myself  I  could  still  mingle 
with  adults).   My  sister,  Barbara,  and  I  have  a  fun  job  we  call  faux  painting  that  we  do  occasionally  if  our 
family  schedules  fits.   All  in  all  I've  been  very  grateful  I  could  mostly  stay  at  home  and  raise  my  children. 

I  married  Allan  Webb,  August  20,  1975,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple.  We  have  five  children.   Anthony 
James  (Mr.  Baseball)  was  born  in  the  Idaho  Falls  L.D.S.  Hospital  June  29,  1976.   He  is  currently  serving 
in  the  Brazil  Recife  South  Mission  for  the  Mormon  Church.   He  will  be  home  in  June  of  1997.   The  lesson 
in  life  he  has  taught  us:  Where  there's  a  will,  there's  a  way! 

Sarah  Marie  was  born  March  19,  1978,  at  home  in  Idaho  Falls.  She  learned  to  play  the  flute,  ran 
track  and  worked  on  the  yearbook  all  through  junior  high  and  high  school  until  she  graduated  early 
(December  1995).  Then  she  went  on  to  travel  school.  She  isn't  sure  where  it  will  take  her  yet,  but  we 
hope  not  too  far  away! 

Jory  Russell  came  to  us  November  26,  1979,  in  Provo,  Utah.  The  first  thing  he  ever  asked  for  was  a 
pair  of  cowboy  boots.  Growing  up,  his  idea  of  fun  was  to  go  help  his  friends  with  their  chores.  He  raised 
himself  to  be  a  rough  rid'n,  rope  toss'n  cowboy,  despite  being  born  into  a  horse  fearing,  baseball  family. 
We've  all  learned  to  enjoy  a  good  rodeo  and  wear  cowboy  boots  when  we  should.   He  agrees  to  play  ball 
if  needs! 

Amanda  Lee  (Mandy)  was  born  in  Provo,  Utah,  June  25,  1981,  right  on  schedule.  Good  thing 
because  we  were  in  the  middle  of  moving  to  Spanish  Fork,  Utah  and  couldn't  have  let  it  happen  any  other 
way!  She  wears  an  infectious  smile  that  brightens  up  wherever  she  goes.  Loving  life  and  people  are  what 
she  does  best.   She  enjoys  life. 

Jenna  Christine,  born  August  31,  1984,  came  early,  just  under  the  Utah  school  deadline  cut  off  date. 
So  she  had  a  choice  when  she  started  school.   She  could  start,  or  wait,  but  when  she  started  school  we 
were  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  and  they  have  a  later  deadline,  so  it  really  didn't  matter.  She  loves  to  be  active 
and  does  all  she  can.  She  likes  all  sports  and  loves  to  sing. 

The  children  have  kept  busy  traveling  to  local  and  state  tournaments  and  clinics  in  baseball,  rodeo, 
academics,  and  gymnastics.  Most  of  our  family  trips  have  revolved  around  these  opportunities.  In  1993, 
Mandy,  Sarah,  Donna  (my  sister)  and  I  took  a  trip  to  visit  the  largest  shopping  mall  in  America,  which  at 
that  time  was  the  Mall  of  America  in  Minneapolis.  The  mall  was  nice,  but  we  had  a  lot  more  fun  shopping 
the  downtown  area  and  visiting  the  museums  there.   Allan  and  Anthony  took  a  week  long  trip  down 
Highway  101  from  Oregon  to  the  bottom  of  California  just  before  he  left  on  his  mission.  Jory's  been  able 
to  experience  taking  horses  back  into  the  White  Cloud  Wilderness  Area  a  time  or  two  and  loved  it.  The 
fishing  was  so  good  he  could  catch  big  fish  with  his  bare  hands.  Grandma  and  Grandpa  Webb's  cabin,  in 
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Island  Park,  has  always  been  a  favorite  destination  for  snow  machining  and  relaxing.  Visiting  family  and 
friends  all  over  the  world,  near  and  far,  adds  spice  to  their  lives.  Special  family  occasions  of  loved  ones 
leaving  on  missions  or  marriages,  have  been  fun  times  to  join  in  late  night  swims  at  hotels  and  visits  to 
other  places.  Family  reunions,  be  they  for  a  day  or  three,  have  created  happy  memories.  Scout  camps, 
girls  camps,  and  Especially  for  Youth  week  at  BYU  in  Provo,  Utah,  cheer  leading  camps,  have  added  to 
their  experiences  and  ours.  Fourth  of  July  parades  and  fire  works  at  Nannie  and  Pappie  Hollands,  Easters 
at  Fritz  and  Patti's. . .  yes  life  has  been  full.  Yet  the  most  beloved  place  to  spend  a  night  or  two  whenever 
they  have  the  chance  is  at  Nannie  and  Pappie' s,  (Darlene  and  Gil's),  where  they  always  feel  important  and 
loved. 

Since  marriage,  we've  lived  in  Idaho  Falls,  Orem,  Utah,  Spanish  Fork,  Utah,  then  back  to  Rexburg, 
Idaho,  and  the  blessings  of  family.   Allan  has  been  a  student,  security  officer  at  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple, 
furniture  refinisher,  sports  store  manager,  freelance  writer  and  copy  writer,  plant  manager,  advertising 
manager,  CEO  and  president.  We  moved  to  Rexburg  for  him  to  take  a  position  with  Diet  Center  at  their 
headquarters  here.   He  held  various  positions  and  helped  them  turn  some  of  their  failing  departments 
around.   When  the  company  was  sold  and  moved,  we  stayed  here.   Allan  started  giving  managerial 
seminars  on  technical  writing  and  self  expressions  for  different  companies  all  over.   He  was  asked  to  come 
and  help  King  B  Jerky  of  Idaho  Falls  out  with  some  problems  they  had.   He  agreed  to  do  it  for  a  few 
months.   They  kept  finding  things  for  him  to  help  them  with  and  he  spent  six  years  with  them.   He  became 
the  president  of  the  company  and  headed  divisions  that  have  expanded  all  over  the  world.   He  has  done  a 
lot  of  traveling,  which  I  have  been  able  to  enjoy  a  bit  of,  too.   1997  holds  new  opportunities  that  have 
opened  up  to  him  and  he  is  now  in  the  process  of  growing  a  new  company  with  Roger  Ball  as  his  partner. 

Church  wise,  right  now  I'm  serving  as  Merrie  Miss  activity  day  leader  and  Allan  is  serving  as  a  high 
councilman  up  at  Ricks  College  in  the  Fifth  Stake.  This  is  his  second  time  to  be  serving  up  on  campus  and 
he  loves  it.   He  was  previously  in  a  bishopric  there.   Serving  in  the  Spanish  Branch  (I  was  Primary 
president  and  Allan  was  in  the  Elders  quorum)  when  we  first  moved  to  Rexburg  was  a  highlight  for  us. 
Barbara  and  Mike  also  held  positions  there  then  and  we  had  a  lot  of  fun  and  made  many  friends.  Anthony 
and  Jory  are  both  Eagle  Scouts  and  Sarah  earned  her  Young  Womenhood  Recognition  award.   Mandy  and 
Jenna  are  still  on  the  trail  towards  theirs. 

Allan  likes  being  active  and  becomes  an  expert  in  whatever  he's  doing  at  that  time.  He's  coached  and 
worked  a  lot  with  the  local  Legion  baseball  program.   I've  been  involved  in  setting  up  the  Madison  County 
Fair  Fine  Arts  and  Photography  displays  since  1990.   I've  worked  in  4-H  with  kids  and  scouting  with  the 
boys.   I've  taken  advantage  of  Ricks  College  and  take  an  art  class  every  now  and  then.   Right  now  I'm 
settling  into  working  with  silver  and  gold  to  produce  pieces  of  jewelry.   (April  1997) 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Anthony  James  B  -  29  Jun  1 976 

(2)  Sarah  Marie  B  -  19  Mar  1978 

(3)  Jory  Russell  B  -  26  Nov  1979 

(4)  Amanda  Lee  B  -  25  Jun  1981 

(5)  Jenna  Christine  B- 31  Aug   1984 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Anthony,  Jenna,  Jory,  Sarah,  Mandy 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Allan  and  Merrilee  (Murdoch)  Webb 


3  -  HAL  "J"  MURDOCH.    I  was  born  April  8,  1957,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  the  third  child  born  to  Gilbert 
Dean  Murdoch  and  Zelma  Darlene  Johnson  Murdoch. 

I  attended  kindergarten  through  2nd  grade  at  Hawthorne  Elementary,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho;  the  first  2 
months  of  the  3nd  grade  at  Whittier  School,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho;  the  3nd-4rd  grades  at  American  School, 
Monterrey,  Mexico;  the  5th  grade  at  Pan  American  School,  Monterrey,  Mexico;  the  6th-7th  grades  at  Lind 
Hall,  Guadalajara,  Mexico;  the  S*-^  grades  at  the  American  Institute,  Monterrey,  Mexico;  the  10th  -12th 
grades  at  Skyline  High  School,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  where  I  graduated  from  high  school,  with  honors,  in 
1975. 

From  1970  to  1972,  besides  a  turn  or  two  of  babysitting  and  gardening,  I  worked  for  Kentucky  Fried 
Chicken  part-time  in  Mexico,  doing  just  about  everything  from  warehousing  to  cooking,  working  on  the  till 
to  washing  up.  I  peeled  potatoes  for  salads  by  the  large  garbage  bin  full  on  many  a  Saturday! 

From  1973  to  1974,  I  worked  for  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  full-time.   In  1975, 1 
worked  for  Earl's  Texaco,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  full-time,  pumping  gas  and  learning  to  mechanic.   From 
1975  to  1978  I  worked  for  George  Wall  Painting,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  learning  an  apprenticeship  in 
construction  painting.   Amongst  many  other  jobs,  I  spend  three  long  wonderful  summers  working  in 
Yellowstone  Park  painting  just  about  every  building  there  and  some  that  aren't  there  anymore.   The  crew 
and  I  would  arrive  in  the  Park  early  April  and,  for  at  least  one  month,  had  the  park  all  to  ourselves  before 
any  other  people  arrived  to  ready  the  park  for  opening.  We  would  stay  there  until  the  first  big  snowfall  in 
the  autumn.   During  these  park  closing  periods,  I  experienced  incredible  solitude  in  such  a  beautiful  place. 
During  these  years,  the  park  was  not  open  to  winter  traffic  as  it  is  now. 

From  1979  to  1980,  I  decided  to  go  self-employed  as  a  painting  contractor  and  use  my  enthusiasm  to 
start  making  a  future  of  my  own.  I  got  a  Class  AA  Idaho  Public  Works  License  and  set  up  as  Custom 
Paint  Company.   From  1981  to  the  present  day,  I  have  lived  in  England  and  have  carried  on  my  painting 
contract  business  which  has  taken  me  to  many  amazing  places  and  buildings. 

I  married  Susan  Elizabeth  Pilkington  from  England.  Sue  was  born  on  May  17,  1957.  I  met  my  wife 
Susan,  whilst  on  holiday  in  Barbados,  in  the  Caribbean.  Ten  months  later  on  November  15,  1980,  we 
discreetly  made  our  story  legal  in  Las  Vegas,  Nevada.   Two  people  very  much  wanting  to  be  together,  but 
with  the  problems  of  families  in  two  different  countries,  we  had  to  make  a  compromise.   Getting  married 
in  Las  Vegas  was  something  Sue  had  always  thought  would  be  exciting  and  it  was  one  thing  I  could  make 
come  true.  We  lived  for  a  few  months  in  Idaho  Falls.  With  a  recession  on,  work  was  slow  and  I  no 


597 


longer  wanted  to  have  to  do  as  much  traveling  in  my  work  as  I  had  been  doing  and  in  the  spring  of  1981 , 
we  moved  to  England.   We  enjoy  traveling  together  very  much  and  live  in  Rye  England. 

We  have  two  children,  Ben  Hal  Murdoch  and  Sophie  Elizabeth  Murdoch.   At  the  time  of  going  to 
press  (August  1996)  Ben  is  10  years  old  and  Sophie  is  8.  They  both  were  born  in  Hastings,  England.  Ben 
was  born  on  December  1 1 ,  1985.   Sophie  was  born  on  January  27,  1988. 

My  hobbies  are  confined  to  being  a  dad  and  rebuilding  our  house  over  the  past  10  years.   I  have  filled 
in  quite  a  lot  of  time  over  the  past  few  years  learning  what  I  can  about  computers.   Being  self-employed 
takes  up  the  majority  of  my  time.  Currently,  I  am  doing  now  more  of  the  same  and  enjoying 
understanding  world  events. 

I  have  lived  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  for  a  total  of  16  years;  in  Monterrey,  Mexico,  for  a  total  of  5  years; 
in  Guadalajara,  Mexico,  for  2  years;  and  in  Rye,  England,  for  16  years.   I  have  very  happy  memories  of 
growing  up,  thanks  to  all  of  you.   Fishing  trips  with  Uncle  Vaughn,  etc.;  wonderful  sleepovers  out  back  at 
the  Hummel  Motel  and  watching  color  T.V.,  etc.;  excellent  stock  car  racing  and  farm  buildings  at 
Blackfoot,  etc.  and  fun  lunches  at  Grandma's  with  Aunt  Betty's  children  as  well  as  the  many  choice 
moments  with  my  own  parents  and  family!! 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ben  Hal 

B-  11  Dec  1985 

(2)  Sophie  Elizabeth 

B- 27  Jan  1988 

Hal  and  Susan  (Pilkington)  Murdoch 


Ben  and  Sophie  Murdoch 


4  -  BARBARA  JANENE  MURDOCH  WALKER.  I  was  born  on  September  1,  1958,  Idaho  Falls, 
Idaho,  the  4th  child  born  to  Gilbert  Dean  Murdoch  and  Zelma  Darlene  Johnson  Murdoch. 

I  attended  kindergarten  and  1st  grade  at  Hawthorne  Elementary,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho;  the  first  2  months 
of  2nd  grade  at  Whittier  School,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho;  the  2nd-3rd  grades  at  American  School,  Monterrey, 
Mexico;  the  4th  grade  Pan  American  School,  Monterrey,  Mexico;  the  5th-6th  grades  at  Lind  Hall, 
Guadalajara,  Mexico;  the  7th-8th  grades  at  the  American  Institute,  Monterrey,  Mexico;  the  9th  grade  at  the 
O.E.  Bell  Jr.  High,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  and  the  10th-12th  grades  at  Skyline  High  School,  Idaho  Falls, 
Idaho,  where  I  graduated  June  2,  1976.   I  also  attended  one  semester  at  Ricks  College,  Rexburg,  Idaho, 
during  the  fall  of  1976.   During  the  summer  of  1976,  I  worked  for  Don  Wilson  Drug  Store  at  their 
fountain  and  snack  bar.   From  January  to  May  of  1977,  I  worked  at  Hawthorne  Elementary  School  for  the 
Migrant  Education  Program,  teaching  English  to  the  Spanish  children. 
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I  married  Mikel  D.  Walker  June  2,  1977,  in  the  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho  LDS  Temple.   Mike  was  born 
December  14,  1956,  to  Doyle  W.  Walker  and  Lola  Ann  Daniels.   He  grew  up  in  the  Rigby  and  Rexburg 
areas. 

We  lived  in  Ashton,  Idaho,  June  to  September  of  1977  where  Mike  managed  Walker's  Cafe.  We 
lived  in  Weiser,   Idaho,  September  1977  to  September  1978.   Mike  was  the  Director  of  the  Washington 
County  Ambulance  Service.   We  then  lived  in  Rexburg,  Idaho,  from  September  1978  to  the  present.   Mike 
works  for  Madison  County  Ambulance  Service. 

Our  first  child,  Aimee  Michele,  was  born  June  16,  1978,  at  Weiser  Memorial  Hospital.   Aimee  was 
blessed  August  6,  1978,  and  baptized  July  5,  1986,  by  her  father.   Mikel  Ty  was  born  December  30, 
1979,  at  Madison  Memorial  Hospital.  Ty  was  blessed  February  3,  1980,  and  baptized  January  2,  1988,  by 
his  father.   Kari  Ann  was  born  March  26,  1983,  at  Madison  Memorial  Hospital.   Kari  was  blessed  May  1, 
1983,  and  baptized  March  30,  1991,  by  her  father.   Analee  was  born  June  26,  1989,  at  Madison  Memorial 
Hospital.   Annie  was  blessed  August  6,  1989. 

Currently,  Mike  and  I  own  Walker  Medical,  Inc.  and  run  this  out  of  our  home.   The  bulk  of  the 
business  is  providing  medical  oxygen  and  supplies  to  patients  referred  from  doctors  or  hospitals. 

Mike  currently  serves  as  first  counselor  in  the  Ricks  College  41st  Ward.   I  am  currently  serving  as 
Homemaking  Leader  in  the  Rexburg  12th  Ward. 

I  enjoy  working  in  my  home,  making  it  a  warm,  loving  and  comfortable  place  for  my  friends  and 
family.   I  also  enjoy  crafts,  gardening  and  faux  painting. 

Mike  enjoys  watching  and  participating  in  sports  of  all  kinds,  cooking  on  the  barbeque  grill  and  visiting 
with  people.   He  is  a  great  family  man.  He  loves  his  family  very  much  and  is  very  involved  with  all  their 
activities. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Aimee  Michele  B  -  16  Jun  1978 

(2)  Mikel  Ty  B- 30  Dec  1979 

(3)  Kari  Ann  B- 26  Mar  1982 

(4)  Analee  B- 26  Jun  1989 
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Back:  (L  to  R)  Barbara  (Murdoch),  Mike  Walker  and  Ty 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Aimee,  Analee  and  Kari 
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5  -  DONNA  MURDOCH  WAITE.  I  was  born  May  28,  1962.   This  made  me  the  fifth  child  of  the 
Gilbert  and  Darlene  Murdoch  clan  and  their  third  daughter.  I  lived  in  Idaho  Falls  until  I  was  three,  at 
which  time  we  moved  to  Monterrey,  Mexico.  I  soon  had  lots  of  friends  who  didn't  speak  any  English.  I 
don't  remember  it  being  a  problem.  I  must  have  picked  up  on  Spanish  quickly  because  it  seems  like  I  have 
spoken  both  languages  all  my  life. 

I  attended  school  at  the  Pan  American  School  in  Monterrey  and  finished  kindergarten  there.  We  then 
moved  to  Guadalajara  and  lived  there  for  approximately  two  years.  I  attended  first,  second  and  third 
grades  at  Lindley  Academy,  a  private  school  and  had  a  great  teacher,  (Mrs.  Lindley).  She  made  it 
possible  for  me  to  do  second  and  third  grades  in  one  year.  This  was  great,  but  it  did  put  me  a  year  ahead 
in  my  schooling.   After  we  moved  back  to  Monterrey,  I  attended  the  American  Institute  of  Monterrey  and 
finished  my  fourth  and  fifth  grades. 

In  June,  1972,  we  moved  back  to  Idaho  Falls.   My  parents,  at  that  time,  were  concerned  about  me 
being  ahead  of  people  my  own  age,  so  they  decided  to  hold  me  back  in  school  for  one  year.   They  enrolled 
me  at  Hawthorne  Elementary  School  and  once  again  I  found  myself  in  the  fifth  grade.   I  was  in  this  class, 
when  along  with  my  teacher,  my  parents  realized  I  was  too  bored  and  could  far  out  do  the  work  of  a  fifth 
grader.  So,  they  moved  me  up  to  the  sixth  grade. 

I  started  to  take  piano  lessons  and  loved  playing  the  piano.   I  went  through  junior  high  at  O.E.  Bell.   I 
had  many  good  friends  and  was  in  the  school  play.  We  usually  walked  to  school,  which,  during  the 
winter,  was  a  real  switch  from  our  warm  weather  in  Mexico. 

On  May  24,  1979,  when  I  was  16  years  old,  I  graduated  from  Skyline  High  School.  I  enjoyed  my 
high  school  years  and  had  many  wonderful  associations  there.   I  also  graduated  from  Seminary.   I  loved  to 
go  bike  riding,  waterskiing,  do  gymnastics  and  socialize  with  my  friends. 

During  my  high  school  years,  my  first  job  was  at  a  shoe  store  named  Floyd's  Shoe  Shop  Stop.  It  was 
there  I  gained  my  love  for  good  shoes,  which  is  still  with  me.   After  graduating,  I  went  to  Kimberly, 
Idaho,  and  lived  with  my  brother,  Fritz,  his  wife,  Patti,  and  their  children  while  attending  beauty  school  at 
Juan's  College  of  Hair  Design.    After  graduating  from  beauty  college,  I  moved  back  to  Idaho  Falls  for  a 
short  period  and  then  decided  to  move  to  Provo,  Utah.   I  lived  with  my  sister,  Merrilee,  her  husband, 
Allan,  and  their  children  while  working  at  Sunset  Sports  with  Allan.   We  had  many  good  times  there  and  I 
met  some  great  friends,  some  of  whom  I  work  and  associate  with  even  now. 

I  took  one  summer  off  and  went  home  to  Idaho  Falls  where  I  worked  as  a  flag  girl  for  a  construction 
company.  I  went  back  to  Provo  after  that  and  worked  at  Sunset  Sports  again.  I  hadn't  done  much  with  my 
beauty  career  until  I  met  the  owners  of  the  Von  Curtis  Hair  Salon.  This  was  a  salon  in  Provo  that  was  just 
starting  to  get  on  its  feet.   I  hit  it  off  with  the  owners  and  worked  with  them  for  1  Vi  years.   It  was  at  this 
time  I  decided  to  go  on  a  mission  for  the  LDS  Church  and  was  called  to  serve  in  the  Christ  Church,  New 
Zealand  Mission.   I  entered  the  Missionary  Training  Center  in  Provo,  Utah  on  April  26,  1984,  and 
returned  to  Idaho  Falls  October  22,  1985.  I  loved  my  mission.  It  was  there  that  I  gained  my  testimony  of 
the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 

After  my  mission  in  New  Zealand  finished,  I  came  back  to  Provo  and  started  working  at  the  Allison 
Hickman  Hair  Studio  and  worked  there  for  three  years.   During  that  time,  I  also  tried  out  to  be  on  an 
international  hair  design  team  and  secured  a  position  with  them.   I  traveled  with  them  for  three  years  on 
the  weekends.  It  provided  me  with  a  great  foundation  for  my  career  as  I  worked  with  the  best  in  the 
industry. 

I  met  a  girl  named  Susan  Bigler,  who  became  my  best  friend.  She  went  to  beauty  school  while  I  was 
on  my  mission  and  we  worked  together  at  Allison's  when  I  returned.  When  Allison  decided  to  get  married 
and  sell  her  business,  Susan  and  I  decided  to  become  partners  and  bought  Allison's  business  from  her.  We 
named  our  hair  salon,  Studio  Cassini,  and  for  the  past  eight  years  have  been  very  successful. 

While  I  was  working,  I  dated  and  dated  and  dated,  never  finding  Mr.  Right  until  one  day  in  February 
of  1995.  It  was  then  that  William  Lamanda  Waite  II  (Bill)  entered  into  my  life.  Bill  asked  me  out  on  a 
blind  date  February  15th  and  things  have  not  been  the  same  since.  Bill  and  I  hit  it  right  off  and  after  five 
months  of  dating,  we  were  engaged.  We  were  married  October  28,  1995,  in  the  Salt  Lake  Temple. 
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Bill  was  born  June  8,  1950,  in  Los  Angeles,  California.   His  parents  are  Glenna  Roundy  Waite  and 
William  Lamanda  Waite,  Jr.   Bill  served  on  a  mission  at  the  Alaska-British  Columbia  Mission  from  1969 
to  1971. 

Bill  has  three  wonderful  children.   His  oldest  and  first  son,  is  William  Lamanda  Waite  III  (Willie), 
who  was  born  September  22,  1979.   His  next  son  is  Marcus  Taylor,  he  was  born  April  17,  1982.  Then 
Bill  had  a  little  daughter,  Whitney  Ann,  who  was  born  July  24,  1986. 

We  live  in  New  Port  Coast,  California,  and  all  are  doing  well!  Bill  is  an  entertainment  attorney  and 
loves  to  surf.   He  has  instilled  a  love  of  this  in  Willie  and  Marcus.   Whitney  enjoys  swimming,  painting 
and  animals.  We  feel  very  fortunate  to  be  together. 


CHILDREN  of  William  Lamanda  Waite  II  (previous  marriage) 

(1)  William  Lamanda  III        B  -  22  Sep  1979 

(2)  Marcus  Taylor  B  -  17  Apr  1982 

(3)  Whitney  Ann  B  -  24  Jul  1986 


Marcus,  Bill  and  Donna  (Murdoch)  Waite,  Willie  and  Whitney 


6  -  JUAN  TRINIDAD  MURDOCH.  I  was  born  on  November  8,  1966,  in  Monterrey,  Mexico,  thus  the 
name  Juan.   We  lived  in  Mexico  until  I  was  5  years  old,  then  we  moved  back  to  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho. 

I  attended  all  my  years  of  school  in  Idaho  Falls,  including  Hawthorne,  O.E.  Bell,  Eagle  Rock,  and 
Skyline.   I  continued  on  with  2  years  of  school  at  Ricks  College,  and  1  year  at  Weber  State  in  Ogden, 
Utah. 

From  my  sophomore  year  in  high  school  until  the  present,  I've  always  had  a  job  of  some  sort.  From 
painting  houses,  farm  work,  sporting  goods  stores  to  cutting  jerky  meat,'  till  I  finally  found  the  thing  I 
really  enjoy  and  have  a  knack  for.  In  1987, 1  got  a  job  at  Sears  in  the  auto  center  doing  oil  changes  and 
changing  tires  and  that's  when  I  realized  I'd  found  my  field  of  work.  I  worked  my  way  up  through  the 
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ranks  and  learned  all  I  could  about  cars  and  a  year  later  I  was  promoted  to  a  mechanics  position.  I 
continued  to  take  classes  and  learn  all  I  could  and  got  certified  in  all  the  areas  of  automotive  until  1991. 

I  took  2  years  off  from  my  work  to  serve  a  mission.   I  got  called  to  the  Texas  San  Antonio  Misson, 
Spanish  speaking,  from  May  of  1988  to  1990. 

After  my  mission,  I  went  to  Ogden,  Utah,  with  my  brother,  David,  to  go  to  school.  That's  where  I 
met  my  wife,  Dyanne  Marnee  Dabb.  Dyanne  was  born  October  20,  1972,  in  Ogden,  Utah,  to  David  Bruce 
Dabb  and  Kathleen  Allred  Dabb.  We  were  married  May  11,  1991,  in  the  Idaho  Falls  LDS  Temple  after 
about  a  4  month  engagement.  We  then  bought  a  house  in  Ogden,  Utah,  and  spent  the  next  couple  years 
getting  acquainted.  In  September,  1993,  we  moved  to  Idaho  and  bought  a  house  in  Rigby  with  a  big  shop 
where  I  could  do  my  automotive  work.   I  got  my  car  dealer's  license  in  1995  and  have  made  a  switch  from 
fixing  them  to  selling  them. 

Since  we  moved  to  Idaho  we've  had  a  couple  additions  to  our  family.   Mallory  was  born  on  July  27, 
1994,  in  Idaho  Falls.   It  has  been  great  watching  her  grow  up  and  learn  new  things.   Hannah  was  born  on 
June  3,  1996,  in  Idaho  Falls  and  we  all  enjoy  her  sweet  personality.   Mallory  and  Hannah  have  great  fun 
together  and  learn  so  much  from  Dyanne.   I'm  so  grateful  that  Dyanne  has  the  desire  and  patience  to  stay 
at  home  with  the  kids.  Our  plans  for  the  immediate  future  are  to  grow  our  car  business  and  to  become 
closer  as  a  family. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mallory  Murdoch      B 

(2)  Hannah  Murdoch       B 


27  Jul  1994 
03  Jun  1996 


Dyanne  (Dabb),  Juan,  Hannah  and  Mallory  Murdoch 
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7  -  THOMAS  DAVID  MURDOCH.   I  was  born  on  April  23,  1969,  in  Guadalajara,  Mexico.   I  am  the 
7Ih  child  born  to  Gilbert  Dean  Murdoch  and  Zelma  Darlene  (Johnson)  Murdoch.   I  was  raised  until  I  was 
three  years  old  in  Guadalajara  and  Monterrey,  Mexico.   In  1972, my  family  and  I  moved  back  to  Idaho 
Falls,  Idaho. 

I  attended  Kindergarten  at  the  home  of  Sister  Irene  Reese,  a  sister  in  our  ward.   I  attended  Hawthorne 
Elementary  during  1975-1981 .   I  then  attended  Eagle  Rock  Junior  High  during  the  7th-9lh  grades.   Then  I 
attended  Skyline  High  School  during  the  10*- 12*  grades.   I  graduated  from  Skyline  in  1987.   I  next 
attended  Boise  State  University  where  I  was  awarded  a  music  scholarship  and  was  there  during  the  1987- 
1988  school  year.   After  my  mission,  I  attended  Weber  State  University  during  the  1990-1991  (Ogden, 
Utah)  school  year.   I  have  been  attending  Utah  State  University  since  1993  and  will  graduate  in  1997  with 
a  Bachelor's  Degree  in  Geology. 

I  started  a  paper  route  when  I  was  around  seven  or  eight  years  old  and  kept  it  until  I  was  twelve.  I 
worked  doing  landscaping  for  the  Eagle  Rock  Nursery  business  when  I  was  13  and  continued  until  I  was 
16.   I  then  worked  for  the  Riverview  Hospital  and  the  Eastern  Idaho  Regional  Medical  Center  from  the 
time  I  was  1 6  through  high  school  graduation.  I  started  to  play  the  drums  when  I  was  around  six  or  seven 
years  old  and  continued  all  through  high  school.  After  I  graduated  from  high  school,  I  spent  three 
summers  in  Jackson,  Wyoming, playing  the  drums  for  productions  of  the  Pink  Garter  Theater.  Some  of 
these  productions  were  Oklahoma,  Annie  Get  Your  Gun,  A  Variety  Show,  etc.   I  am  presently  working  at 
a  discount  tire  store  in  Logan  while  going  to  college.   I  will  probably  work  here  until  I  am  finished  with 
school. 

I  was  called  to  serve  a  mission  in  the  Houston,  Texas  Mission.  My  mission  was  from  July  1988  to 
June  1990.   I  met  and  married  Heather  Walbridge  while  working  at  Icon,  a  sports  equipment 
manufacturer.  Within  two  weeks  of  our  first  date,  Heather  and  I  knew  we  were  meant  for  each  other  and 
so,  on  March  24,  1993,  we  were  married  in  the  Logan,  Utah  LDS  Temple.  Heather  was  born  November 
4,  1972,  in  Parma,  Michigan.   Her  parents  are  Thomas  Allan  Walbridge  and  Kathleen  Hurst. 

We  are  currently  living  in  Logan,  Utah,  and  will  stay  here  until  I  finish  school  and  find  a  job 
elsewhere.   Our  first  child  and  son  was  born  August  6,  1994,  in  Logan,  Utah.   He  was  all  boy  and  he  still 
is!  He  loves  for  his  dad  to  come  home,  so  he  can  wrestle.   Hay  den  was  blessed  September  5,  1994,  by  his 
father.   His  full  name  is  Thomas  Hayden  Murdoch.   Our  second  child  and  first  daughter  was  born 
November  1,  1996.  We  named  her  Lily  Murdoch.  It  is  a  good  name  for  her.   Everyone  says  she  looks 
just  like  a  little  flower.   She  loves  to  be  held  when  she  isn't  eating  or  sleeping. 

There  are  many  things  I  enjoy  doing.   I  love  to  bike,  camp,  hunt  and  fish,  but  mostly  spend  time  with 
my  family.  Heather  enjoys  doing  many  things  also,  but  I  think  the  things  she  enjoys  most  would  be  her 
craft  work  and  reading  stories  to  Hayden  and  Lily.  She  is  a  wonderful  wife  and  mother. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Thomas  Hayden  Murdoch 

B- 06  Aug  1994 

(2)  Lily  Murdoch 

B-01  Nov  1996 
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Heather  (Walbridge)  and  David  Murdoch,  Lily,  and  Hayden 


8  -  MANUEL  TRAVIS  MURDOCH.  I  was  born  in  Monterrey,  Mexico,  on  December  7,  1971,  to 
Gilbert  and  Darlene  Murdoch.  I  am  the  eighth  of  their  ten  children  and  the  last  of  their  three  sons  to  be 
born  in  Mexico.  When  I  was  six  months  old,  my  family  moved  to  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  where  I  grew  up. 
We  lived  on  17th  Street  until  I  was  18  and  then  we  bought  a  house  with  a  small  farm  out  in  the  Osgood 
area,  west  of  Idaho  Falls.  Growing  up  in  Idaho  Falls  was  great  and  I  have  many  happy  memories  from 
there.  My  family  is  wonderful  and  I  always  felt  loved  and  happy  with  them. 

I  attended  Hawthorne  Elementary,  Eagle  Rock  Junior  High  and  Skyline  High.  Just  before  my 
nineteenth  birthday  I  accepted  a  mission  call  to  serve  in  Costa  Rica  and  lived  there  for  the  next  two  years. 
After  my  mission  I  returned  to  Idaho  and  attended  Ricks  College  for  the  next  two  years.  While  at  Ricks  I 
was  lucky  enough  to  meet  and  date  Emilee  Ann  Skonnard  from  Portland,  Oregon,  and  we  were  married 
August  5,  1995,  in  the  Portland  Temple.  She  was  born  July  3,  1975,  in  Provo,  Utah,  and  her  parents  are 
Jewel  Ann  Foulke,  born  December  14,  1944,  in  Bellingham,  Washington  and  John  Benjamin  Skonnard, 
born  in  Portland,  Oregon,  June  1,  1946. 

While  growing  up  I  have  had  many  occupations.   My  work  history  started  when  I  was  six.  I  helped 
my  older  brother,  David,  deliver  papers  every  day  after  school.  I  delivered  papers  on  different  routes 
until  I  was  13.   Throughout  high  school,  I  worked  in  the  hospital  kitchen  preparing  food  and  washing 
dishes.  During  my  two  years  at  Ricks  College,  I  enjoyed  working  as  a  machinist  at  Buck's  machine  in 
Teton,  Idaho.   Now  I  work  as  a  bookkeeper  at  Discount  Tire  in  Logan,  Utah. 
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In  college  I  have  studied  engineering,  geology  and  am  currently  studying  Spanish.   In  June  of  1997  I 
will  graduate  from  Utah  State  University  with  a  major  in  Spanish  and  will  continue  on  to  law  school      ' 

afterwards. 

I  have  too  many  interests  to  name,  but  some  of  my  main  ones  are  fishing,  hunting,  spending  time  with 
my  ramily ,  anything  that  has  to  do  with  the  jungle,  ocean  and  animals,  especially  dogs. 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  London  Ann  Murdoch  B  -  08  Oct  1 997 


Manuel  and  Emilee  (Skonnard)  Murdoch 
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9  -  ALICIA  ANN  MURDOCH.    I  was  born  on  January  14,  1975,  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.  I  am  the  9th 
child  born  to  Gilbert  Dean  Murdoch  and  Zelma  Darlene  Johnson  Murdoch.  I  attended  the  lst-6th  grades  at 
Hawthorne  Elementary  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho;  the  7th  -9th  grade  at  Eagle  Rock  Junior  High,  Idaho  Falls, 
Idaho  and  the  10- 12th  grades  at  Skyline  High  School,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho.   I  graduated  with  a  CNA 
certificate  from  Eastern  Idaho  Technical  College,  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho,  and  a  Cosmetology  License  from  the 
Career  Beauty  College  in  Rexburg,  Idaho. 

I  have  worked  at  Fritzies  Flowers  (summers),  Valley  Care  Nursing  Home,  Studio  Cassini  and  a  lot  of 
baby  sitting!!!  I'm  now  working  with  Donna,  Jenni  and  Meggan  at  Studio  Cassini  cutting  hair.  We  are 
having  a  lot  of  fun  together.   I  really  enjoy  cutting  hair. 

I've  also  been  doing  some  traveling  lately.  I  went  to  Hawaii  last  summer  with  Barbara  and  Mike  and 
this  summer  Aimee  Walker  and  I  are  in  England  spending  7  weeks  with  Hal,  Sue  and  their  children,  Ben 
and  Sophie.  We  have  been  having  a  lot  of  fun  together.  There  is  so  much  to  see  and  do.  I  am  living  with 
Meggan  in  Provo.  We  have  two  other  roommates.   Meggan  and  I  have  fun  double  dating!   I  plan  on 
taking  some  classes  later  this  year  at  UVSC  College  in  Provo.   I  am  going  to  take  an  Institute  class 
studying  the  Book  of  Mormon  and  an  Introduction  to  Computers  class.   So  it  should  be  fun!!! 

I  was  called  to  be  a  stake  missionary  on  November  17,  1996,  for  the  BYU  13lh  Stake  in  Provo,  Utah. 
So  was  Meggan,  (the  daughter  of  my  Brother,  Fritz).   As  far  as  marriage  is  concerned,  there  is  nothing 
yet  to  report. 


Alicia  Murdoch 
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10  -  DANIEL  RAY  MURDOCH.  My  name  is  Daniel  Ray  Murdoch.   I  was  born  in  Idaho  Falls,  Idaho, 
April  15,  1977.   I  attended  Hawthorne  Elementary  from  grades  one  through  six.   I  came  from  a  rather 
large  family  of  five  brothers  and  four  sisters  and  I  have  two  parents,  of  which  I  am  very  proud  and  love 
very  much.   I  have  them  to  thank  for  everything  I've  learned  and  have. 

After  attending  Hawthorne  Elementary,  I  continued  with  schooling  at  Eagle  Rock  Jr.  High  for  grades 
seven  through  nine.   I  started  playing  the  drums  in  the  sixth  grade  and  continued  to  play  through  junior 
high  school.   I  played  in  beginning  band,  intermediate  band,  concert  band,  marching  band  and  pep  band 

After  Eagle  Rock,  I  attended  Skyline  High  School... "Home  of  the  Grizzlies"!  I  continued  with  band 
during  high  school  and  started  playing  in  percussion  ensemble.   I  graduated  from  Skyline  in  the  spring  of 
'95.   I  also  lettered  in  band.   Before  graduation  I  worked  with  the  Boy  Scouts  of  America  and  after  nine 
years,  I  received  my  Eagle  Scout  Award. 

I  began  snowboarding  in  January  of  '94  and  have  done  it  for  three  years.  I  love  snowboarding  and 
will  probably  do  it  for  the  rest  of  my  life.   I  also  love  my  family  very  much  and  always  enjoy  participating 
in  many  activities  with  them. 

After  high  school,  I  attended  a  semester  at  Utah  Valley  State  College  (UVSC)  in  the  summer  of  '95 
After  college,  I  worked  between  Paul,  Idaho,  and  Idaho  Falls  while  preparing  myself  to  go  on  a  mission 
for  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter  Day  Saints.  I  turned  my  mission  papers  in  March  and  got  them 
back  in  April.   I  was  called  to  the  Nebraska,  Omaha  Mission  to  serve  a  full  time  mission.  I  happily 
accepted  and  I  am  currently  serving  in  McKook,  Nebraska.   My  first  area  was  Beatrice,  Nebraska,  for  a 
period  of  two  months  and  McKook  is  my  second  area.  I  have  been  serving  for  five  months  so  far.' 

My  mission  has  been  such  an  eye  opener  for  me.  I've  learned  so  many  things.   I  have  a  great  love  for 
the  people  of  Nebraska  and  have  come  to  care  for  them  very  much.  My  future  plans  are  to  go  into  law 
enforcement  and  computers.  I  also  plan  to  get  married  in  an  LDS  temple  and  to  have  a  family. 


Daniel  Ray  Murdoch 
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CHAPTER  SEVEN 

BIOGRAPHIES  OF  LYNN  RAY  MURDOCH 

and 
BEVERLY  MAY  RODGERS 


I  was  born  January  17,  1930,  at  Farnum, 
Idaho.   My  early  years  at  the  old  home  in 
Farnum  are  precious  years.   I  remember  the  long 
winters  and  the  times  we  spent  with  friends  and 
relatives.  Our  cousins  (the  Brig  Murdoch 
family)  were  our  closest  neighbors,  so  I 
remember  them  the  most.  I  remember  the  many 
times  we  all  went  to  the  church  house  for  socials, 
etc.  and  how  we  children  would  sleep  on  the 
benches  until  time  to  go  home,  when  we  would 
all  get  in  the  covered  sleigh  with  a  warm  fire. 

I  remember  one  time  when  Howard 
Murdoch  took  me  with  him  to  the  timberland 
above  Lamont  where  my  father  was  camped, 
cutting  wood  for  the  winter  fires.  We  camped 
all  night,  loaded  the  wagons  and  went  home  next 
day.  It  was  a  proud  day  for  me  because  Howard 
let  me  drive  the  team  and  wagon. 

I  also  spent  time  as  a  young  boy  with  Clyde 
White  and  what  a  treat  it  was  when  his  mother 
would  take  us  to  Ashton  in  the  car. 

I  started  school  at  Farnum  in  1935.    The 
school  still  stands  just  one  half  mile  south  of  our 
home. 

In  1936,  my  family  moved  to  Idaho  Falls 
where  I  went  to  several  grades  of  school,  but  I 
was  real  fortunate  when  my  sister,  Delia, 
married  Stephen  Davis  and  they  lived  on  the  old 
Hans  Nielsen  place  on  the  Fall  River.  I  spent 
my  summers  with  them  and  got  to  know  some  of 
the  Farnum  people.   I  think  Lester  Hendrickson 
was  bishop  at  that  time  so  I  got  to  know  that 
family  well. 

By  the  time  I  was  about  fourteen  years  of 
age,  I  stayed  full-time  with  my  sister,  Delia,  and 
her  husband,  Stephen  Davis,  who  had  by  then 
moved  to  Ashton,  so  I  was  able  to  attend  Ashton 
High  School  and  renew  all  of  the  childhood 
acquaintances  I  had  at  Farnum. 

I  am  very  happy  and  proud  to  have  the 
ancestry  of  my  parents  and  my  uncle,  aunt  and 
cousins  in  Farnum  as  well  as  friends.  I  know 
what  a  struggle  they  had  and  were  certainly  true 
pioneers.      I  left  Ashton  in  the  early  1950's  and 
have  lived  in  Blackfoot  since  then.  I  am 


presently  farming  in  Morgans'  Pasture  which  is 
fifteen  miles  north  of  Blackfoot  in  Bingham 
County. 

I  married  Beverly  Rodgers  August  10,  1958, 
and  we  have  raised  five  children:  Cindee 
Murdoch  Smith,  who  is  presently  living  in 
Bartlesville,  Oklahoma  with  husband,  Steve,  and 
raising  four  children;  Gregory  L.  Murdoch,  who 
is  living  on  the  family  farm  in  Morgans'  Pasture 
with  his  wife,  Tona  and  raising  two  children; 
Todd  R.  Murdoch,  killed  in  an  accident  at  age 
seven;  Michael  V.   Murdoch,  living  at 
Moreland,  Idaho,  with  his  wife,  Marcella, 
raising  two  children  and  working  the  family  farm 
in  Morgans'  Pasture;  Bryan  R.   Murdoch,  living 
in  Blackfoot  with  his  wife,  Shannon.   He  is  a 
construction  carpenter  by  trade. 

Editor's  Note:  The  following  addition  to 
Lynn's  history  was  added  by  his  sister,  Delia 
Perry. 

Lynn  spent  most  winters  in  California  during 
the  1980's.   He  had  many  friends  down  there  and 
had  many  fine  experiences.   He  had  a  heart  of 
gold,  loved  people  and  loved  life.   He  was 
always  so  upbeat  and  did  not  ever  let  a  problem 
get  him  down.   He  had  away  of  making  everyone 
happy  around  him. 

Lynn  and  Beverly  were  divorced  in  the  late 
60' s,  Lynn  stayed  on  the  farm  in  Morgan's 
Pasture,  raised  the  children  and  made  many 
many  friends.   On  September  9,  1990,  he 
married  Joyce  Cullum  from  Oklahoma.  She  and 
Lynn  had  been  friends  for  years  and  shared  so 
many  good  times.  Lynn  had  diabetes  and  the 
disease  became  much  worse.  He  was  admitted 
to  the  Veterans  hospital  in  Salt  Lake  many  times 
for  ulcers  and  infection  in  his  feet  area. 

He  had  a  heart  attack  and  died  at  his  home 
before  help  could  arrive.  This  was  March  4, 
1992.  Leaving  a  loving  wife,  family  and  friends 
with  fond  memories  of  his  loving  companionship. 
He  has  been  sorely  missed  by  us  all. 
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CHILDREN: 

(l)Cindee 

(2)  Gregory  L. 

(3)  Todd  R. 

(4)  Michael  V. 

(5)  Bryan  R. 


B- 26  Nov  1956 

B-  18  Apr  1959 
B-  11  Feb  1961 
D-  11  May  1967 
B-  17  Nov  1965 
B- 08  Aug  1967 


M  -  1973  to  Jerry  Lee  Coles  (div) 

M  -  07  Apr  1979  to  Stephen  Franklin  Smith 
M  -  26  Nov  1976  to  Tona  Marie  West 


M  -  18  July  1986toMarcella 

M  -  22  Aug  1987  to  Shannon  Michele  Gordon 


Lynn  Murdoch  Family 

Back:  (L  to  R)  Bryon,  Brandee,  Cindee,  Steve,  Michael,  Marcella  holding  Kendall,  Greg,  Tona 

Middle:  (L  to  R)  Jeremy,  Lynn  Murdoch 
Front:  (L  to  R)  Shannon,  Sarah,  Stephanie,  Hailey  (in  front  of  Stephanie),  Shilo,  Krystal 
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THE  DESCENDANTS  OF  LYNN  RAY  MURDOCH 
and  BEVERLY  RAY  ROGERS 

1  -  CINDEE  MARIE  MURDOCH  SMITH.  Cindee  Marie  Rogers:     I  was  born  to  Beverly  May 
Rogers  Nov.  26,  1956,  in  Blackfoot,  Idaho.   My  mom  married  Lynn  Murdoch  August  18,  1958,  and  he 
legally  adopted  me  in  1959  and  I  became  a  granddaughter  of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah  Ingeborg  Hansen 
Murdoch. 

I  attended  schools  in  the  Blackfoot  area.  We  were  living  in  Morgan's  Pasture  which  was  17  miles 
north  west  of  Blackfoot,  out  at  the  edge  of  the  lava  beds. 

I  married  Jerry  Lee  Coles  in  1973.  Brandee  Maree  Coles  was  born  in  Blackfoot  on  October  18,  1973. 
Jeremy  Lee  Coles  was  born  in  Blackfoot  on  April  16,  1975.  I  divorced  Jerry  Coles  in  1977  and  was  given 
full  custody  of  the  two  children. 

I  married  Stephen  Franklin  Smith  April  7,  1979,  and  moved  to  Bartlesville,  Oklahoma,  in  1980,  where 
Stephanee  Lynn  Smith  was  born  on  Nov.  11,  1981.  Sara  Christine  Smith  was  born  March  15,  1983.  All 
four  children  have  attended  the  Dewey  School  system  since  kindergarten,  except  Brandee.  She  attended 
kindergarten  and  first  grade  in  Blackfoot. 

Brandee  graduated  from  Dewey  High  School  in  1991  and  now  attends  college  at  NSU  in  Tahlequah, 
Oklahoma,  where  she  is  majoring  in  Art  Education.  She  is  enjoying  college  life  and  also  works  part  time  to 
help  get  through  school. 

Jeremy  graduated  from  Dewey  High  School  in  1993  and  left  that  July  for  Boot  Camp  in  Chicago, 
Illinois.  He  went  from  there  to  be  placed  on  the  USS  Theodore  Roosevelt  in  Norfolk,  Virginia  to  finish  his 

2  years  in  the  Navy.  He  served  as  an  Airman  and  was  able  to  see  many  countries  and  experience  exciting 
events.  He  is  now  living  at  home  with  us  and  working.  He  is  considering  attending  college  or  a  trade 
school. 

Stephanee  is  now  a  sophomore  and  is  a  very  strong  athlete.  She  is  involved  in  track,  basketball,  but 
mostly  softball.  She  plays  both  summer  and  school  Softball,  which  keeps  our  family  and  her  very  busy. 
She  hopes  to  become  a  either  a  nurse  or  a  policewoman  someday. 

Sara  is  now  in  the  8th  grade  and  she  is  very  involved  with  basketball  and  has  been  chosen  to  represent 
Dewey  School  as  a  cheerleader  this  year,  which  involves  extensive  practice  and  gymnastic  workouts.  She 
hopes  to  become  a  teacher,  someday. 

Steve  has  been  an  employee  at  Applied  Automation  for  9  years,  where  he  works  as  a  Computer  Aided 
Draftsman.  He  is  very  busy  with  the  girls  and  their  sports  and  keeping  up  our  very  large  wooded  yard. 

I  am  employed  at  Pediatrics  of  Bartlesville,  where  I  work  as  a  Medical  Assistant  for  three  very  busy 
Pediatricians.  I  am  very  involved  in  keeping  up  with  job,  home  and  four  very  busy  children.  I  have  very 
loving,  fond  memories  of  my  Grandmother  Sarah  Murdoch.  I  enjoyed  many  sleep-overs  with  her  and 
learned  how  to  crochet,  make  pretty  things  out  of  tin  cans  and  how  to  develop  a  taste  for  bread  and  milk. 
Sarah  was  a  very  talented,  intelligent  woman  with  many  interesting  stories  about  her  life.  I  miss  her  very 
much  and  am  very  thankful  for  the  qualities  that  she  contributed  to  my  life. 

CHILDREN :      ( 1 )  Jerry  Coles 

(1)  Brandee  Maree  Coles  B  -  18  Oct  1973 

(2)  Jeremy  Lee  Coles  B  -  16  Apr  1975 

CHILDREN:      (2)  Stephen  Franklin  Smith 

(3)  Stephanee  Lynn  Smith  B  -  1 1  Nov  1981 

(4)  Sara  Christine  Smith  B  -  15  Mar  1983 

Picture:  See  Lynn  Murdoch  family  picture  above 
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2  -  GREGORY  L.  MURDOCH.  Gregory  Lynn  Murdoch  is  the  grandson  of  Thomas  Todd  and  Sarah 
Murdoch  and  the  son  of  Lynn  and  Beverly  Rogers  Murdoch.   He  was  born  April  18,  1959,  at  Blackfoot, 
Idaho,  was  raised  in  the  Blackfoot  -  Rose  area  and  attended  school  at  Groveland  Elementary  and  Blackfoot 
Jr.  High  and  High  School. 

He  started  working  in  farming  at  a  very  young  age  and  on  through  his  teenage  years.  He  knew  then 
that  he  loved  farming  and  working  with  the  soil. 

He  married  his  childhood  sweetheart,  Tona  Marie  West,  on  November  26,  1976,  at  Blackfoot.   Tona 
was  born  April  9,  1959,  at  Henderson,  Nevada.  They  made  their  home  in  the  Blackfoot  -  Groveland  areas 
for  6  years.  During  that  time,  they  were  blessed  with  three  children. 

In  1983,  he  made  a  move  from  town  out  to  the  farm  in  Morgan's  Pasture,  located  north  of  Blackfoot 
out  amongst  the  lava  beds.  Again  he  made  one  long-distance  move  in  1987  where  he  worked  in  the 
swimming  pool  business  for  a  short  time.  He  moved  back  to  Blackfoot  and  the  farm  later  that  same  year 
where  he  has  worked  and  lived  ever  since  and  continues  to  do  so  to  the  present  time. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Fawn  Marie  Murdoch      B  -  07  May  1977 

D- 08  May  1979 

(2)  Shilo  Lee  Murdoch  B  -  28  Dec  1 979 

(3)  Krystal  Kay  Murdoch      B  -  20  May  1982 

Picture:  See  Lynn  Murdoch  family  picture  above 


3  -  TODD  R.  MURDOCH.    Todd  was  killed  in  an  accident  at  age  seven. 


4  -  MICHAEL  V.  MURDOCH.  Michael  Vaughn  Murdoch  was  born  on  November  17,  1965,  in 
Blackfoot,  Idaho.  While  living  with  his  Grandmother,  Verda  Rodgers,  he  lived  in  the  Blackfoot  area  and 
attended  schools  in  the  Snake  River  School  District.   He  was  and  still  is  an  avid  connoisseur  of  basketball. 
He  played  for  the  Snake  River  Panthers' s  throughout  his  high  school  career  scoring  30+  points  a  game. 
Today,  he  continues  to  attend  high  school  games  and  is  actively  involved  in  the  church  sports  program  with 
adults  and  young  men.   After  graduating  from  Snake  River  High  School  in  1984,  he  continued  to  work  on 
the  family  farm  in  Morgan's  Pasture  with  his  father,  Lynn  and  brother,  Greg. 

While  attending  high  school,  he  noticed  a  younger,  dark-headed  girl  that  demurely  walked  through  the 
halls  and  would  flash  her  bright,  dark  eyes  in  his  direction.   He  avidly  pursued  her  for  2  years  as  friends 
and  they  began  dating  on  her  16th  birthday.   Most  of  their  dates  were  with  friends  and  centered  around 
sports,  where  Mike  played  ball  and  Marcella  proudly  beamed  and  cheered  from  the  sidelines.   Upon 
Marcella's  graduation  in  1986,  they  were  married  in  a  Moreland  churchhouse,  July  18,  1986.   Their 
marriage  was  later  solemnized  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  January  14,  1988,  with  Hailey  being  sealed  to 
them  for  time  and  eternity. 

The  year  following  their  marriage  brought  their  first  born  daughter,  Hailey  Marie  Murdoch,  on 
February  26,  1987.   Upon  being  born,  her  proud  daddy  held  her  constantly  and  she  became  the  apple  of 
his  eye.   She  resembles  her  father  in  her  looks,  characteristics  and  mannerisms,  which  comes  to  no 
surprise  to  many  due  to  the  amount  of  time  they  spend  together. 

March  22,  1989,  their  second  daughter,  Kendall  May  Murdoch,  was  born  after  a  long,  difficult  labor. 
She  had  tons  of  dark  hair  that  the  nurses  loved  to  put  bows  in.  Kendall  was  smaller  when  born  and 
seemed  to  remain  very  tiny  for  a  long  time,  which  was  so  fun  for  her  family.   Hailey  doted  on  her  baby 
and  protects  her  still  today.  Kendall  has  a  darker  complexion  and  resembles  her  mothers 's  Spanish 
heritage. 

Three  years  following  the  birth  of  Kendall,  another  daughter  was  born  to  Mike  and  Marcella.   On  May 
5,  1992,  Cassie  Rae  Murdoch  came  into  the  world.  Two  months  prior,  Mike's  father  had  passed  away 
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and  the  family  was  still  dealing  with  his  absence  and  their  loss.  It  was  a  sweet  gift  to  have  this  baby  come 
when  she  did.  She  brought  fresh  joy  and  proved  that  life  continues  to  progress. 

Currently,  Mike  and  family  reside  in  Moreland,  Idaho.   Their  children  attend  none  other  than  Snake 
River  High  School.  The  family  keeps  busy  with  their  various  church  callings,  sports,  family  activities  and 
school.  Mike  continues  to  work  on  the  farm  with  his  brother,  Greg.  With  the  extreme  demands  that 
farming  entails,  the  girls  manage  to  spend  time  with  Mike  on  the  farm,  riding  in  the  tractors,  turning  on 
water,  or  checking  the  cellars. 

CHILDREN: 

( 1 )  Hailey  Marie  B  -  26  Feb  1 987 

(2)  Kendall  May  B  -  22  Mar  1989 

(3)  Cassie  Rae  B  -  05  May  1992 

Picture:  See  Lynn  Murdoch  family  picture  above 


5  -  BRYAN  R.  MURDOCH.   Bryan  Russell  Murdoch  was  born  August  8,  1967.  On  August  22,  1987, 
he  married  Shannon  Michele  Gordon  (born  August  19,  1968).  We  have  one  son,  Russell  Gordon 
Murdoch,  who  was  born  on  July  23,  1996.    We  are  currently  living  in  Meridian,  Idaho,  where  Bryan 
builds  houses  and  Shannon  teaches  kindergarten  part  time  in  Meridian. 

We  enjoyed  our  nine  years  together  before  we  had  children,  but  we  are  so  happy  to  have  our  beautiful 
baby  boy  now!  We  love  being  parents! 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Russell  Gordon  B  -  23  Jul  1996 

Picture:  See  Lynn  Murdoch  family  picture  above 
Russell  Gordon  (baby)  not  pictured 
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SECTION  SEVEN 

HISTORY  OF  OUR  HAMMON-BYBEE  ANCESTORS 

CHAPTER  ONE 
EARLY  HISTORY  OF  OUR  HAMMON  ANCESTORS 

Editor's  Note:  This  section  is  a  compilation  of  histories  on  both  the  Hammon  and  Bybee  lines  from  a 
variety  of  different  sources.  We  have  found  a  number  of  inconsistencies  in  dates  and  the  time  frame  of 
events  between  these  sources.   As  editors,  we  have  taken  literary  license  to  select  dates  or  a  sequence  of 
events  that  appears  most  likely  to  be  the  correct  choice.  Where  a  significant  variation  exits,  we  have 
placed  the  alternate  choice  in  brackets  [    ]  so  you  will  be  aware  of  the  conflict.  The  various  spellings 
shown  for  the  name  Hammon  (Haman,  Hamman,  Hauman)  were  taken  directly  from  christening  records. 

JOHAN  PHILLIP  HAMMAN  (HAMAN,  HAUMAN) 

and 
MARGARETHA 

Johan  Philip  Hamman: 

Born  -   About  1751  in  Northampton  County,  Pennsylvania.  He  is  of  German  descent,  with  the 

possibility  he  was  born  in  Germany. 
Md    -    About  1770 

Died  -    Maybe  Maryland,  as  Heinrich  (Henry)  and  his  brother  Peter  moved  to  Maryland  between 
1800  and  1802. 

Wife:     Maria  Margaretha  Birth  and  death  dates  unknown. 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  John  Philip  Haman 

Born  -  18  Nov  1773  Nazareth,  Northampton,  Pennsylvania. 

Chr  -  27  Feb  1774  Lutheran  Reformed  Church,  Nazareth,  Northampton,  Pennsylvania. 

(2)  -  Johan  Peter  Hamman 

Born  -  23  Aug  1775  Moore  Twp.   Northampton,  Pennsylvania. 

Chr  -  17  Sep  1775  Lutheran  Reformed  Church,  Moore  twp.,  Northampton, 

Pennsylvania. 

(3)  -  Johan  Heinrich  (Henry)  Haman  (X) 

Born  -  10  Aug  1777  Moore  Twp.,  Northampton,  Pennsylvania. 

Chr  -  15  Sep  1777  Lutheran  Reformed  Church,  Moore  twp.,  Northampton, 

Pennsylvania. 

(4)  -  Maria  Christine  Haman 

Born  -09  Jan  1782  Nazareth,  Northampton,  Pennsylvania. 

Chr  -  09  May  1782 

(5)  -  Catherine  -  Northampton  County,  Pennsylvania.  (Found  attending  communion  with  her  father,  in 
1790).  We  do  not  know  the  order  of  birth  she  would  fit  in  at  this  time. 
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Sources: 

(1)  -   (GS  5050  pt  6)  Salem  Lutheran  Reformed  Union  and  Evangelical  Church,  Moore  Twp, 

Northampton,  Pennsylvania,  pg.  4,  6  for  children  2,  3. 

(2)  -   (GS  1-029-741)  Lutheran  Reformed  Cong.,  at  Nazareth  Twp.,  Northampton,  Pennsylvania, 

formerly  Dryland  Church  now  the  Trinity  Lutheran  and  Dry  Land  Reformed,  Kicktown, 
Pennsylvania,   pg.  59,  291. 

(3)  -   (GS  5268  pt  7  )  Old  No.  Pgs.  3,7,  18,  23,  25.   Berlin,  Sommerset  Co.  Pa.,  Wellersburg  in 

Southampton,  Twp.  pg.  7,  birth  of  Elizabeth,  child  no.  12. 

(4)-    1810  Census  Allegheny  Co.,  Maryland,  list  husband,  wife  and  nine  in  the  household.   Pennsylvania 
was  2nd  of  the  original  states,  having  ratified  the  Constitution,  December  12,  1787. 

(5)  -   Comparing  the  1790  and  1800  Census  together,  lists  nine  children.  Judging  the  ages  of  children  in 
the  two  census,  there  could  have  been  one  or  two  children  die  before  1800.   At  this  time,  they  were 
still  in  Northampton,  Pennsylvania. 

Editor's  Note:  We  believe  there  could  be  a  brother  to  Heinrich  (Henry)  named  Jacob.   He  would  be  one 
of  the  older  children,  if  not  the  oldest.   He  and  Henry  bought  land  together  when  they  first  came  to 
Maryland  about  1809,  as  the  land  transaction  is  dated  5  August,  1809.   I  was  led  to  Peter  and  Heinrich 
(Henry)  christenings  by  a  spiritual  experience  which  led  to  the  other  information  I  have  entered  here. 
(TMG) 

JOHAN  HEINRICH  (HENRY)  HAMMON 

and 
MARIA  MARGARETHA  RUSSELL 

Johan  Heinrich  (Henry)  Haman  (Hammon) 

Born  -10  Aug  1777         Moore  Twp.,  Northampton,  Pennsylvania 
Chr  -  15  Sep  1777  Salem  Lutheran  and  Reformed  Church 

Md  -  About  1798  probably  in  Pennsylvania. 

Died  -  06  Apr  1841         Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 
Bur  -  Apr  1841  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

Wife:  Maria  (Mary)  Margaretha  Russell 

Born  -06Junl778        Pennsylvania 

Chr- 

Died  -  28  Apr  1844         Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

Bur  -  30  Apr  1844  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -   Catherine  Hammon 

Born  -  20  Aug  1799     Pennsylvania 

Chr- 

Md  -  02  Dec  1825       to  Henry  Pennington  Baker 

Died -09  Apr  1844 

Bur- Apr  1844 
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(2)  -    Daniel  Hammon  (X) 

Born  -  17  Jan  1800  Pennsylvania 

Chr- 

Md  -  about  1819  to  Maria  (Mary)  Magdalena  Richards  or  Richter 

Died  -  26  Jul  1871  Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 

Bur  -  Jul  1871  Hewitt  Cem.,  Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 

(3)  -   Jacob  Hammon 

Born  -  29  Jun  1802  Allegheny,  Maryland 

Md-  1821  to  Elizabeth  Uhle 

Died  -  30  Mar  1890  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

Bur  -        Mar  1890  Hammond  Cem.,  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

(4)  -   John  Hammon 

Born  -  05  Dec  1804  Allegheny,  Maryland 

Md  -  17  Feb  1826  to  Catherine  Steyer 

Died  -  14  Nov  1871  Monroe  Twp.,  near  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

Bur  -  18  Nov  1871  Mt  Vernon,  Knox,  Ohio 

(5)  -   Maria  (Mary)  Margareth  Hammon 

Born  -  About  1806  Allegheny,  Maryland 

Md  -  to  Nathan  Harden 

Died  -  21  Sep  1865  Clay,  Indiana 

Bur  -  24  Sep  1865  Cole  Cem.,  Clay,  Indiana 

(6)  -   Sarah  Susannah  (Kity)  Hammon 

Born  -  07  Mar  1813  Allegheny,  Maryland 

Md  -  16  Dec  1828  to  Samuel  S.  Trimble 

Died  -  06  Jan  1892  Union  Twp.,  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

Bur  -  09  Jan  1892  Millwood  Knox,  Ohio 

(7)  -    Peter  Hammon 

Born  -  about  1814  Allegheny,  Maryland 

Md  -  1826  to  Catherine  Keller  (1) 

Md  -  16  Mar  1876  to  Missouri  Adeline  Babbet  (2) 

Died  -  17  Jun  1885  Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 

Bur  -  Moses  Hewitt  Cem., Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 

(8)  -   Mathilda  (Matilda)  Hammon 

Born  -  about  1815  Allegheny,  Maryland 
Died  -  (As  a  child) 

(9)  -   Jonathan  Hammon 

Born  -  03  Sep  1817  Allegheny,  Maryland 

Md  -  18  Dec  1836  to  Hannah  Lybarger 

Died  -  03  Oct  1886  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

Bur  -  Millwood  Cem.,  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio 

(10)  -  Male  Child  Hammon 

Born  -  about    1820  Allegheny,  Maryland 

Died  -  1820  Allegheny,  Maryland 
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(11)  -  Levi  Willard  Hammon  (Hey man) 


Born -23  Jan  1823 
Chr-Mar  1823 

Md  -29  Mar  1844 
Died-  19  Apr  1891 

(12)  -  Elizabeth  Hammon 
Born -31  Jul  1824 
Chr-27  Aug  1824 

Md  -26  Nov  1840 
Md  -  13  Nov  1863 
Died-  16  Jan  1892 


Allegheny,  Maryland 

Wellersburg,  Sommerset,  Pennsylvania 

Lutheran  Reformed  Church 

to  Elizabeth  Stoyer 

Polk,  Iowa 


Allegheny,  Maryland 

Reformed  and  Zions  Lutheran  Church,  South 

Hampton  Twp,  Wellersburg,  Sommerset,  Perm.  (5286  pg  7-pg  7) 

to  John  Goncer  (Gonder)  (1) 

to  Abraham  Rose  (2) 


Henry  Hammon 


Henry  Hammon  the  son  of  Philip  and 
Margaretha  Hammon  was  born  10  August,  1777, 
in  Moore  Township,  Northampton  County, 
Pennsylvania,  during  the  Revolutionary  War, 
1775-  1783. 

He  was  chr.,  15  September  1777,  in  the 
Salem  Lutheran  Evangelical,  Reformed  Union 
Church,  Moore,  Moore  Township,  Northampton 
County,  Pennsylvania.   It  isn't  known  when  they 
left  Northampton  County,  Pennsylvania  to  settle 
in  Maryland. 

Henry  and  Margaretha  first  appear  in  the 
Reformed  Lutheran  Church,  Zions  Congregation 
records,  in  Sommerset  County,  Pennsylvania, 
for  the  christening  of  their  son  Levi,  January  23, 
1823,  and  Elizabeth,  born  31  July  1824,  chr.  27 


Aug   1824.   They  were  living  in  Allegheny 
County,  Maryland,  but  were  attending  church  in 
Sommerset  County,  Pennsylvania.   (They  would 
have  traveled  by  wagon  and  lived  about  four  to 
five  miles  from  church  as  far  as  I  can  tell  by  land 
plat  records  and  using  maps).   They  attended 
Holy  Communion  quite  regular,  the  last  entry  of 
their  attending  communion  was  19  April  1835, 
and  this  was  the  last  time  they  appeared  on  the 
church  records.  They  must  have  left  the  area 
about  this  time.  Early  family  records  say  they 
went  to  Knox  County,  Ohio  in  1834  by  wagon 
and  had  gold  hidden  in  a  container  to  buy  land 
there.  Henry  died  06  April  1841,  in  Millwood, 
Knox  County,  Ohio. 


Obituary  of  Mary  Russell  Hammon,  wife  of  Henry  Hammon 


Mrs.  Mary  Hammon,  the  venerable  mother 
of  Reverend  Jacob  Hammon,  died  at  Millwood, 
Knox  County,  Ohio,  28  April,  1875,  at  the 
advanced  age  of  97  years. 

The  deceased  (whose  maiden  name  was 
Mary  Russell),  was  born  in  Northumberland 
County,  Pennsylvania,  6  June,  1778,  where  she 
married  Henry  Hammon.   (I  do  not  find  anything 
that  leads  me  to  believe  it  was  Northumberland 
County,  but  I  do  find  records  to  prove  they  were 
in  Northampton  County  after  they  were  married 
-  TMG).  They  removed  to  Allegheny  County, 
Maryland,  where  they  lived  for  about  30  years 


and  in  1834  they  moved  to  Knox  County,  Ohio, 
where  Mr.  Hammon  died  in  1841. 

Mrs.  Hammon  raised  a  family  of  twelve 
children,  seven  sons  and  five  daughters,  ten  of 
whom  lived  to  marry  and  rear  families.  Besides 
the  children  who  survive  her,  she  leaves  84 
grandchildren,  152  greatgrandchildren  and  12 
great,  great  grandchildren.  There  are  four 
families  of  grand  and  great  grand  children  living 
in  Utah,  Nebraska  and  California  of  whom  we 
have  no  account  as  to  their  numbers. 
Grandmother  Hammon  was  a  good  and  pure 
woman.  Although  she  suffered  greatly  from  the 
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disease  (cancer)  that  caused  her  death,  she  bore 
all  with  true  Christian  resignation.   She  lived  a 
quiet  life,  respected  by  all  those  who  knew  her 
and  died  in  the  full  hope  of  a  blessed 
immortality. 


(Editor's  note:   This  copy  of  the  newspaper 
clipping  was  secured  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Arthur 
Miskin,  in  April,  1939,  while  visiting  Hammon 
relatives  in  Knox  County,  Ohio). 


DANIEL  HAMMON 

and 

MARIA  (MARY)  MAGDELENA  RICHARDS  OR  RICHTER 


Daniel  Hammon 

Born-  17  Jan  1801 

Md    - 

Died -26  Jul  1871 


Bur 


Pennsylvania 
Pennsylvania 
Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 


Jul  1871         Hewitt  Cem., Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 


Wife:  Maria  (Mary)  Magdelena  Richter  (Richards) 
Born  -    13  Feb  1794  (about)  Pennsylvania 
Died  -    24  Nov  1870      Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 
Bur  -         Nov  1870      Hewitt  Cem.,  Indianola,  Warren,  Iowa 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Christena  (Tena)  Hammon 


Born-  about  1811 
Md  -  25  Dec  1834 
Md  -  23  Nov  1856 
Died-  11  Jan  1890 
Bur  -       Jan  1890 


Maryland 

to  Henry  J.  Gonser 

to  William  Workman 

Nora  Springs,  Floyd,  Iowa 


(2)  -  Levi  Hammon  (X) 

Born-  14  Jun  1820/21 
Md-  10  Sep  1840 
Died  -  08  Nov  1894 
Bur-  11  Nov  1894 


German  Twp,  Holmes,  Ohio 

to  Polly  Chapman  Bybee 

Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 

Wilford  Cem.,  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 


(3)  -  Jonathan     Hammon 
Born  -  about  1823 
Md  -  never  married. 
Died  -about  1840 
Bur- 


Holmes,  Ohio 


on  their  way  to  Clay  County,  Indiana 


(4)  -  George  Hammon 

Born  -  1826  Holmes,  Ohio 

Md  -  14  Feb  1856  [1858]      to  Mary  M.  Laughman 

Died-  1911 


(5)  -  John  Hammon 
Born  -   20  Apr  1828 
Md    -    15  May  1856 
Died  -    01  May  1861 
Bur  -         May  1861 


German  Twp.,  Holmes,  Ohio 

to  Phiana  Andreas 

Homer,  Medina,  Ohio 

E.  Homer  Cem.,  Medina,  Ohio 
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(6)  -  Mary  Magdelena  Hammon 

Born  -  15  Oct  1830         Holmes,  Ohio 

Md  -  09  Oct  1851  to  Nathan  Andreas 

Died  -  05  Oct  1861         Medina,  Ohio 

Bur  -        Oct  1861         E.  Homer  Cem.,  Medina,  Ohio 


(7)  -  Matilda  Hammon 
Born-  16  Nov  1833 
Md  -07  Oct  1856 
Died-  10  Sep  1891 
Bur-        Sep  1891 


Holmes,  Ohio 
to  Moses  Andreas 
Choteau,  Teton,  Montana 
Choteau,  Teton,  Montana 


(8)  -  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  Hammon 

Born  -  Holmes,  Ohio 

Md  -  15  Mar  1859         to  Orange  Vanderhoof 

Died- 


Daniel  Hammon 


Daniel  Hammon  was  born  17  January,  1801,  in 
Pennsylvania.   The  first  son  and  second  child  of 
Heinrich  (Henry)  and  Mary  Russell  Hamman 
(Hammon).   He  grew  up  on  a  farm  near 
Cumberland,  Allegheny  County,  Maryland  with 
other  brothers  and  sisters,  Catherine  being  the 
eldest,  being  followed  by  Jacob,  John,  Mary 
(Maria  Margaretha),  Sarah  Susannah,  Peter,  a 
female  child  named  Mathilda  who  died  at  birth, 
Jonathan,  a  male  child  who  died  at  birth,  Levi 
Willard  and  Elizabeth. 

Daniel  was  a  baby  when  his  parents  moved 
from  Pennsylvania  to  Cumberland,  Allegheny 
County,  Maryland  between  1801  and  1802. 

He  worked  on  the  farm  with  his  father  and 
learned  the  trade  of  a  millwright  and  helped  his 
father  build  and  operate  a  gristmill  near 
Millwood,  Knox  County,  Ohio.  He  also  was 
wheelwright.  He  was  a  farmer  all  his  life.  The 
love  of  good  horses  has  been  handed  down  from 
generation  to  generation. 

When  land  opened  up  in  what  is  now  Holmes 
County,  Ohio,  Daniel  bought  land  there  about 
1819,  in  German  Twp.   He  is  on  the  Holmes 
County  tax  list  as  early  as  1823-1837,  however 
some  of  the  years  of  taxing  are  missing. 

He  married  Mary  Magdalena  Richter  or 
Richards  about  1819  and  took  her  and  her 
daughter  Christena  (who  was  born  about  181 1  in 
Maryland),  to  Holmes  County,  Ohio  to  live.  All 
his  children  were  born  there.  Levi,  (Daniel's 


eldest  child),  being  born  on  the  14th  of  June, 
1820/21. 

We  have  been  able  to  find  only  court  records 
on  Mary  Magdelena  in  land  transactions  and  her 
name  was  recorded  as  Magdalena  or  Montlany 
or  Montany  Hammon  (Hammond.) 

He  later  sold  his  land  in  Holmes  County.  A 
deed  dated  20  October,  1839,  shows  Daniel  and 
Magdelena  selling  their  land  to  a  Jonathan  Miller 
of  Holmes  County. 

Our  next  information  of  their  where-abouts 
come  from  a  letter  written  October  3,  1840,  by 
his  father,  to  Daniel's  brother  John,  in 
Armstrong  P.O.,  Yough  Glades,  Maryland, 
stating  Daniel  and  family  had  moved  to  "the  state 
of  Indiana  last  fall."  This  would  be  about  the 
time  he  sold  his  land  in  1839.   I  find  an  1840 
census  record  of  Clay  County,  Indiana,  showing 
Daniel  being  there.   Further  in  his  father's  letter 
he  states,  "Daniel  is  dissatisfied  with  the  country 
and  moving  back  again.   We  look  for  him 
everyday,  he  intends  to  settle  himself  in  our  parts 
here. "  In  another  portion  of  the  letter  he  states 
Daniel  and  Magdelena' s  son,  "Jonathan  took  sick 
three  days  after  they  left  us  and  was  confined  to 
his  bed  for  four  months  and  died. "  He  was  only 
19  years  old. 

They  must  have  moved  back  to  Knox  County 
Ohio  when  they  left  Indiana.   In  one  record  it 
states  that  Levi  married  a  lovely  girl,  Polly 
Chapman  Bybee,  in  Indiana.  They  were  married 
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on  the  10th  of  September  1840,  and  that  they 
returned  with  his  parents  to  Knox  County  Ohio. 
Three  of  their  children  were  born  in  Knox,  Ohio, 
before  Levi  and  Polly  moved  to  Nauvoo,  Illinois, 
to  be  with  Polly's  parents  when  they  moved  west 
wi til  the  Mormons. 

It  isn't  known  how  long  they  lived  in 
Indiana.  It  couldn't  have  been  very  long  as 
Levi's  first  child  was  born  on  July  31,  1841 . 

Daniel  and  Mary  Magdalena  are  next  found 
in  the  1850  census  of  Medina  County,  Ohio  with 
five  of  their  children,  George,  age  24,  (a  Charles 
age  24,  probably  a  nephew,  son  of  Jacob),  John 
age  22,  Polly  (which  would  probably  be  a 
nickname  for  Mary),  age  20,  Matilda  age  18  and 
Elizabeth  age  16.   The  1850  census  records  of 
Medina  County,  Ohio  states,  "Daniel  being  born 
in  Pennsylvania  and  49  years  old  and  that  he  is  a 
farmer" .   It  also  states  his  wife  as  being  56  years 
old  and  born  in  Pennsylvania.   It  also  show  all 
their  children  were  born  in  Ohio,  further  records 
show  that  all  the  children  were  born  in  Holmes, 
County,  Ohio.   Levi  and  Christena  had  both 
married  and  moved  from  the  area  by  1840  and 
we  don't  find  them  listed  in  the  census. 

Medina  County,  Ohio  has  record  of 
marriages  for  most  of  the  children. 

In  the  1860  census  of  Medina  County, 
Homer  Township,  Ohio,  all  the  children  have 
left  the  home,  Daniel  and  Magdelena  and  George 
and  his  wife  Mary  are  living  in  the  same 
household.   They  lived  in  Medina  County  about 
30  Years. 

John  and  his  two  children  die  while  living  in 
Medina  County  and  they  are  all  buried  there. 

We  next  find  Daniel  and  Magdalena  in 
Warren  County,  Iowa,  in  the  1870  census,  living 


in  White  Oak  Township.   We  find  Daniel  and 
Magdelena  living  with  their  son  George  and  his 
wife  Mary.   Daniel  and  Magdelena  are  getting 
older  now,  Daniel  is  69  and  Magdelena  is  76. 
George  and  his  wife  have  no  children  and 
presume  they  were  childless  as  we  do  not  see  any 
children  in  any  of  the  census  records,  or  other 
family  records.  Mary  Magdalena  died  24 
November  1870,  at  Warren  County,  Iowa. 

In  1871,  Warren  County,  Iowa  Court 
records,  we  find  a  petition  of  Peter  Hammon 
concerning  the  estate  of  Daniel  Hammon. 

"Daniel  Hammon  died  at  home  in  Warren 
County,  Iowa,  on  or  about  26  July,  1871  leaving 
no  last  will  and  testament.   Surviving  him  are  the 
following  heirs,  in  law: 

Levi  Hammon  age  50  years 

George  Hammon      age  40  years 
Matilda  Andres         age  38  years " 

(We  have  found  records  spelling  Andres,  as 
Andreas  which  I  believe  to  be  correct,  this  part 
of  the  record  was  hard  to  read).   Mary  Andres, 
age  not  given.   (Same  information  of  the  above 
source). 

This  information  was  copied  from  probate 
record  A(OFA)  1853-1871,  page  600  and  617. 
(Notation  from  the  front  of  this  book  reads: 
Original  index,  of  which  the  type-written  index 
herein  is  a  copy  on  file  in  the  old  vault).  This 
information  was  given  us  by  Wilma  Sanders  on 
12  Oct  1972,  a  descendant  of  Henry  Hammon 
through  his  son  Levi  W.  Hammon  and  Elizabeth 
Stoyer  Hammon. 
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Sources  of  marriage  information  of  Daniel  Hammon's  children: 
Marriages  in  Holmes  County,  Ohio 

(1)  -  Chestina  Hammond  married  Henry  Gonser  25  Dec.   1834,  Vol.  1 ,  pg.  204. 

(2)  -  Levi  Hammon  married  Polly  Chapman  By  bee,  no  civil  marriage  date,  only  information  from 
L.D.S.  church  records.   (One  source  said  that  Levi  Hammon  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  were  married  in 
Clay  County,  Indiana,  another  source  says  that  they  were  married  in  Nauvoo,  Illinois.) 

(3)  -  Jonathan  never  married.  He  died  when  his  folks  were  on  their  way  to  Indiana  or  shortly  after  they 
arrived. 

Marriages  of  Medina  County,  Ohio 

(4)  -  George  Hammon  married  Mary  Laughman,  14  Feb.,  1858,  Bk.  C,  pg.  149,  License  Bk.  C,  pg.  204. 

(5)  -  John  Hammon  married  Fianna  Andreas,  15  May  1856,  Bk.  C,  pg.  58,  License  Bk.  C,  pg.  86. 

(6)  -  Mary  M.   Hammon  married  Nathan  Andreas,  9  Oct.,  1851  at  Millwood,  Knox,  Ohio. 

(7)  -  Matilda  Hammon  married  Moses  Andreas,  7  Oct.,  1856,  Bk.  C,  pg.  79,  License  Bk.  C,  pg.  453. 

(8)  -  Elizabeth  Betsy  Hammon  married  Orange  Vanderhoof,  15  Mar.,  1859,  Bk.  C,  pg.  102. 

The  spouses  of  John,  Matilda  and  Mary  were  brothers  and  a  sister. 
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CHAPTER  TWO 

EARLY  HISTORY  OF  OUR  BYBEE  ANCESTORS 

Editor's  Note:  The  Bybee's  emigrated  to  Virginia  from  the  British  Islands.  Ethel  Bybee  Criddle  said 
her  father  told  her,  "It  is  believed  they  were  of  Scotch  Irish  descent."  One  record  says  they  came  from 
Scotland  in  the  16th  Century.   On  the  15th  of  January,    1624,  one  William  Bybee  (Biby)  was  in  Virginia. 
In  1650,  a  John  (Biby)  settled  in  Jamestown,  James  City  County,  Virginia.  It  is  believed  the  Bybee  family 
roots  in  America  came  from  this  time  period  and  location.  Our  history  in  this  book  will  focus  on  our 
Bybee  ancestors  who  joined  the  Church  and  were  numbered  among  the  early  pioneers.  However,  we  will 
briefly  list  what  is  known  about  the  Bybee  roots. 

The  following  is  found  in  the  Virginia  Land  Grants  (#349):  William  BIBBY,  400  acres  in  Accomack 
Co.,  Virginia,  24  June  1636,  page  367,  located  on  the  South  side  of  Kings  Creek  and  Southerly  towards 
the  old  plantation  Creek,  50  Acres  due  for  his  personal  adventure,  50  acres  for  the  personal  adventure  of 
his  wife  Mary  and  300  acres  for  the  transportation  of  six  persons:  Jon.  Leech,  Chri.Colert,  Wm.  Stevens, 
Arch.  Richards,  John  Fitz  Gerrell,  Ann  Gedon.  Granted  by  West.  (Cavaliers  and  Pioneers  (Va.  53,  pgs. 
43-44;  Va.  Hist.  Mag.  5:340.)  (17) 

On  September  25,  1637,  a  William  Bibby  is  spoken  of  in  the  Accomack  records  as  recently  dead.  (2) 
A  John  Biby  settling  in  Jamestown,  James  City  County,  Virginia  in  1650.  (1) 

Virginia  became  a  royal  colony  in  1624  and  in  1634,  a  county  was  formed,  named  James  City 
County.  The  community  was  named  Jamestown  after  the  James  River  that  flowed  through  the  area  and 
into  the  Atlantic  Ocean.   By  1700,  there  were  more  than  80,000  people  living  in  what  was  called  the 
Tidewater  region  of  Virginia.   By  mis  time,  our  Bybee's  are  already  there  living  in  these  various  counties, 
When  a  new  county  was  formed,  they  sometimes  would  be  in  the  new  county  but  still  be  in  the  same  place. 
By  1754,  mere  were  284,000  Colonists.  Virginia  became  a  State  in  June  1788.  (3) 

It  isn't  known  which  group  our  Bybee  ancestor  came  with.   According  to  Ethel  Bybee  Criddle,  a 
descendant  and  researcher  of  Byram  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee,  she  states  "by  January  15,  1624,  a 
William  Bybee  (biby)  had  settled  in  Virginia.   So  far,  we  know  nothing  of  a  William  Bybee.  John  Bybee 
settled  in  Jamestown,  Virginia  by  1650.  (1) 


JOHN  BYBEE  (1st)  (about  1620  -  1630) 

and 
Wife  not  known 

He  was  born  about  1620-1630.  In  the  year  of  1650,  a  John  (Biby)  settled  in  Jamestown,  James  City, 
Virginia,  (which  was  the  first  English  settlement  in  America  and  on  the  Northside  of  the  Newport  Harbor). 
His  son  or  grandson  Thomas  Bybee,  was  born  before  1675  and  was  a  member  of  the  St.  James  Parish, 
Goochland  County,  Virginia.  Between  1717  and  1754,  so  many  settlers  had  come  into  this  area  that  they 
started  spreading  westward  into  Goochland  Co.,  which  was  formed  in  1727/8,  Caroline  Co.  1727, 
Pittsylvania  1720,  Albermarle  county  was  made  from  Goochland  County  1744,  Fluvanna  1770  and 
Franklin  Co.  1785. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Thomas  Bybee(X) 

B  -  17  Nov  1689 

in  York  Co,  Virginia 

M  -             1706 

to  Elizabeth  Bybee 
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THOMAS  BYBEE  (about  1689  -  1729) 

and 

ELIZABETH  BYBEE  (about  1693) 

Thomas  Bybee,  son  of  John  Bybee,  mother  not  known,  was  born  17  November,  1689,  York  County, 
Virginia.   He  married  Elizabeth  Bybee  in  1706.   Thomas  Bybee  was  a  member  of  the  House  of  Delegates, 
October,  1778.   In  his  will,  dated  15  November,  Anno  Domini  1729,  and  will  proved,  Feb  17,  1730;  St. 
James  Parish,  Goochland  Co.,  Virginia,  it  lists  wife  Elizabeth  and  children:  John,  Thomas,  Elizabeth  and 
Judith. 

Elizabeth  Bybee,  born  in  1693,  Goochland  Co.,  Va.  and  died  in  1729.  (8,9) 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  John  Bybee  Jr.  (2nd)  (X)  B  -  about  1706  in  Fluvanna  Co.,  Virginia 

M  -  about  1732  to  Sarah  Judith  Jean  (or  Jane)  Giles 

(2)  -  Thomas  Bybee  B  -  about  1708 

(3)  -  Judith  Bybee  B  -  about  1710 

M  -  to  Jonathan  Webb 

(4)-  Elizabeth  Bybee  B  -  about  1712 


JOHN  BYBEE  (2nd)  (1706  - ) 
and 
SARAH  JUDITH  JANE  GILES  (JILES) 

John  Bybee  2nd  is  sometimes  referred  to  as  Jr. ,  the  son  of  Thomas  Bybee  and  Elizabeth.   He  was  born 
in  1706,  of  St.  James  Parish,  Fluvana  County,  Virginia.   He  married  Sarah  Judith  Jean  (or  Jane)  Giles 
(Jiles)  in  1736.   Research  has  proven  there  is  only  one  wife  for  John  Bybee  and  her  full  name  is  Sarah 
Judith  Jean  (or  Jane)  Giles.  In  some  documents,  she  is  referred  to  as  Sarah,  another  time  Jean  or  Jane  and 
another  time,  Judith. 

John  Bybee  has  a  deed  issued  in  Albermarle  County,  Virginia,  in  1758.  It  calls  him  a  man  with  a 
woman  named  Sarah,  who  is  living  in  1737.   Sarah  appears  to  be  the  mother  of  John  Bybee  Jr.,  who 
married  Betsy  McCann. 

Before  the  Revolutionary  war,  Kentucky  was  part  of  Virginia.  John  Bybee  Jr.,  entered  the  service  on 
June  1st,  1777,  and  was  listed  on  the  Muster  roll  of  Norristown.  He  served  in  the  15th  Virginia  Regiment 
under  Captain  William  Grimes.  He  also  served  under  Col.  Abraham  Buford.  Thus  the  name  Buford 
enters  the  Bybee  family.  He  first  appeared  on  the  payroll  December,  1779.  He  received  a  land  grant 
signed  by  Thomas  Jefferson,  September  1,  1780  consisting  of  82  acres  of  land  on  Daniels  Mill  Creek  of 
Blackwater  River  country  in  Henry  County  Virginia,  (later  part  of  Franklin  County). 

John  Bybee  owned  a  plantation  9  miles  from  Palmyra,  Fluvanna  County,  Virginia  on  Bybee  road  close 
to  the  town  of  Bybee.   1500  acres  of  land  were  on  the  other  side  of  Ballenger  Creek.  Their  home  was  1 
1/2  stories  and  was  destroyed  by  fire.  They  owned  slaves,  21  head  of  cattle,  4  feather  beds  and  50  lbs  of 
pewter. 

He  moved  to  Barren  County,  Kentucky,  prior  to  1799.   He  did  not  however  sell  his  land.   They  settled 
on  Glovers  Creek,  Barren  County  Kentucky,  (now  Metcalf  County)  near  Summer  Shade,  Kentucky.  The 
cemetery  and  the  church  where  they  are  buried  has  been  torn  down  and  the  land  has  been  cultivated. 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Thomas  By  bee 

B  -  24  Mar  1734  (6)  of  Goochland  Co.,  Virginia 

Chr  -  8  Sep  1761  (6)  St.  James,  Northampton,  Parish,  Goochland  Co.,  Virginia 

Editor's  Note:   A  Thomas  Bybee,  probably  a  son  of  John  and  Sarah  Judith  Jean  Giles  Bybee,  in  October, 
1778  was  made  a  member  of  the  House  of  Delegates,  Goochland  County,  Virginia. 

(2)  -  John  Bybee  (3rd)  (X)  (Revolutionary  War  June  1st,  1777) 

B  -  about  1735  in  Fluvanna  Co.,  Virginia  near  Ballingers  Creek 
M  -  1763  to  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  McCann  of  Fluvanna  Co.,  Virginia 
D-  1821 

(3)-  Cornelius  or  (Neilly)  Bybee  (11) 

B  -  1763  in  Fluvanna  Co.,  Virginia 

M  -  1784  to  Mary  Lee  Norman  (1) 

M  -  21  Aug  1837  to  Mildred  B.E.S.  Wright  (2)  in  Monroe  Co.,  Missouri 

D  -  Nov  1841 


JOHN  BYBEE  (3rd)  (1735  -  1821) 

and 
ELIZABETH  (BETSY)  MCCANN 

John  Bybee  (3rd)  was  born  about  1735,  the  son  of  John  Bybee  and  Sarah  Judith,  Jean  or  Jane,  Giles, 
or  Jiles,  probably  in  Fluvanna  County,  Virginia.  He  married  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  McCann,  daughter  of  Neal 
McCann.  She  was  born  about  1739,  probably  in  Fluvanna,  County,  Virginia.  John  and  Betsy  McCann 
were  married  about  1763,  with  a  possibility  they  were  married  in  Franklin  County,  Virginia,  or  Glasgow, 
Barren  County,  Kentucky. 

Curtis  Bybee,  a  descendant  living  in  Jefferson  City,  Missouri,  states,  "John  and  Betsy  McCann  Bybee 
lived  in  Fluvanna  County,  Virginia  at  the  time  of  the  Revolutionary  War.  We  find  them  with  a  family  of 
five  in  the  1783  census  of  Fluvanna  County.   There  is  no  1790  census  as  it  was  burned  when  the  English 
burned  Washington  in  the  war  of  1812.  He  states,  "I  have  a  communication  from  the  Adjutant  General's 
office  which  gives  the  Revolutionary  War  record  of  John  Bibby  which  alleges  that  he  is  the  one  and  the 
same  as  the  above  John  Bybee  who  is  my  ancestor.  I  find  a  land  transfer  where  John  Bybee  sold  his  land 
in  Fluvanna  County  in  1788,  which  indicates  that  he  migrated  from  this  County  at  this  time.  I  have  not 
been  able  to  find  the  marriage  record  of  John  Bybee  and  Elizabeth  McCann  in  Fluvanna  County,  so  I  am 
of  the  opinion  that  they  were  married  when  this  area  was  a  part  of  Albemarle  County,  which  was  divided 
in  1777,  although  this  has  not  been  confirmed  at  this  time.  I  do  find  records  in  Fluvanna  County  of 
George  Bybee,  Pleasant  Bybee,  Sherod  Bybee  and  Dorcia  Bybee,  who  all  could  be  his  brothers  and 
sisters". 

John  Bybee  (3rd),  moved  with  the  family  on  September  1st,  1780,  from  Fluvanna  County,  Virginia,  to 
Henry  County,  which  later  became  Franklin  County  in  Virginia,    He  married  Betsy  Kelly,  in  Franklin 
County  on  May  6,  1791 .   He  purchased  a  small  farm  on  Daniels  Creek  but  never  sold  it  when  he  moved  to 
Barren  County,  Kentucky  in  1799.  He  bought  447  acres  on  Glovers  Creek,  In  1806  he  established  a 
plantation. (Source  (1,3,8.)    Ethel  Bybee  Criddle  states,  "the  Bybee's  sold  their  land  in  Virginia  and  went 
over  the  mountains  on  horseback  and  pack  horses  to  Kentucky  with  many  of  the  other  Bybee  families". 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Allen  Bybee  B  -  about  1761  in  Fluvanne  County,  Virginia 

M  -13  Mar  1786  to  Sarah  Linkens  or  Lykens  in  Franklin  County,  Virginia 

(2)  -  Betsy  Bybee  B  -  about  1763  in  Fluvanne  County,  Virginia 

M  -  10  Feb  1781  to  John  Kelly  in  Henry  County,  Virginia 

(3)  -  Charity  Bybee  B  -  about  1765  in  Fluvanne  County,  Virginia 

M  -  04  Dec  1786  to  David  Allie  in  Franklin  County,  Virginia 
D  -  1823  in  Missouri 

(4)  -  John  Bybee  (4th)(X)    B  -  about  1766  in  Fluvanne  Co.,  Virginia 

M  -12  May  1791  to  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  Kelly  in  Franklin  Co.,  Virginia 
D  -  before  21  May  1819  in  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

(5)  -  Neal  McCann  Bybee     B  -  about  1767  in  Fluvanne  Co.,  Virginia 

M  -  15  Sep  1792  to  Mary  Evans  (1)  in  Franklin  Co.,  Virginia 
M  -  to  Mildred  (Millie)  Allie  (2) 
M  -  to  Anna  Perkins  (3) 

(6)  -  Polly  Bybee  B  -  about  1770  in  Franklin  Co.,  Virginia 

(7)  -  Ann  Bybee  B  -  about  1774  in  Franklin  Co.,  Virginia 

(8)  -  Sherrod  Bybee  B  -  1778  in  Fluvanne  Co.,  Virginia 

M  -  26  Feb  1803  to  Jemima  Mackey  in  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
D  -  28  Jan  1852  in  Warren  Co.,  Tennessee 

(9)  -  Lee  Allen  Bybee  B  -  14  Mar  1780  in  Franklin  Co.,  Virginia 

M  -  1800  to  Jerusha  Jane  Atkerson  (1) 
M  -  to  Lenora  Mcintosh  (2) 
D  -  28  Jan  1852  in  Ogden,  Weber,  Utah 
B  -  Ogden  Cemetery,  Ogden,  Utah 

(10)-  Susan  (Suckey)  Bybee  B  -  about  1781  in  Franklin  Co.  Virginia 

M  -  10  Nov  1802  to  William  Allie  in  Franklin  Co.  Virginia 


JOHN  BYBEE  (4th)  (1766  - 1819) 

and 

ELIZABETH  (BETSY)  KELLY  (1770  - ) 

John  Bybee  4th  (son  of  John  and  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  McCann),  was  born  abt  1766,  in  Fluvanna  County, 
Virginia  and  died  21  May,  1819,  in  Barren  County,  Kentucky.  He  married  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  Kelly  on  6 
May,  1791 ,  in  Franklin  County,  Kentucky.  She  was  born  in  1770,  the  4th  child  of  seven  children  born  to 
William  and  Mary  Byram  Kelly.   She  was  born  in  Franklin  County,  Kentucky. 

John's  father  sold  their  land  in  Fluvanna  County,  Virginia  and  moved  to  Bowling  Green,  Kentucky, 
about  1788.  John  Bybee  (4th)  and  Elizabeth  Kelly  were  married  May  6,  1791,  in  Franklin  County  West, 
Virginia,  (Recorded  Index  #  1,  1786-1853,  page  16).  He  was  married  by  Randolph  Hall.   Neal  McCann 
Bybee  was  married  to  Mary  Evans  on  September  15,  1792,  also  by  Randolph  Hall.   Charity  Bybee 
married  David  Allee,  another  Revolutionary  War  veteran  on  December  4,  1786.  This  is  recorded  in  the 
same  book,  page  #3.  I  find  a  purchase  of  land  by  John  Bybee  (and  Elizabeth  Kelly  Bybee)  in  Franklin 
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County,  Virginia  on  December  1,  1792.   (GS-  599-530),  Index  1,  pg.  16  -  Franklin  County,  Kentucky, 
Marriage  record  for  John  Bybee  and  Betsy  Kelly.   (F  VA  F7,  pg.  2;  Bk.  2,  pg.  8),  Wills,  Franklin 
County,  Virginia.   (Betsy  listed  in  will) 


CHILDREN: 
(l)-Buford  Bybee 


(2)  -  John  Bybee  (5th) 


B  -  about  1792  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

M  -  17  Jul  1817  to  Margaret  B.  Welsh  in  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

D  -  25  April  1824 

B  -  about  1797  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
M  -  25  Feb  1819  to  Catherine  Welsh 


(3)  -  Byram  Lee  Bybee  (X)  B  -  25  Feb  1799  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

M  -  05  Jan  1820  to  Elizabeth  Ann  (Betsy)  Lane  in  Kentucky 
D  -  27  Jun  1864  in  Grafton,  Washington,  Utah 

(4)  -  Neal  McCann  Bybee     B  -  about  1800  in  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

M-  1825  to  Charity  Hall 


(5)  -  Deliah  Bybee 


(6)  -  William  Bybee 


B  -  about  1802  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

M  -  22  Jul  1823  to  John  Lane  or  Layne  in  Barren  Co. , Kentucky 

B  -  about  1804  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
M-  1828  to  Sarah  Evans 


(7)  -  Nancy  Bybee 


(8)  -  Betsy  Bybee 


(9)  -  Mary  (Polly)  Bybee 


B  -  about  1805  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
M  -  1826  to  John  Bishop  in  Barren  Co.  Kentucky 

B  -  about  1807  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
M  -  17  Feb  1828  to  George  Neville  in  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

B  -  18  Jun  1808  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
M  -  15  Dec  1822  to  Steven  C.  in  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
D- 02  May  1822  (?) 


BYRAM  LEE  BYBEE  (1799  - 1864) 
and 
ELIZABETH  ANN  (BETSY)  LANE  (1801  - 1867) 


Editor's  Note:  Byram  Lee  Bybee  and  Elizabeth  Lane  are  the  parents  of  Polly  Chapman  Bybee,  who 
became  the  wife  of  Levi  Hammon.  They  became  the  parents  of  Heber  Chase  Hammon,  who  is  the  father 
of  Martha  Luann  Hammon  Murdoch.   The  following  is  their  history. 


Byram  Lee  Bybee  was  born  25  February, 
1799,  in  Barren  County,  Kentucky,  the  son  of 
John  Bybee  the  4th  and  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  Bybee. 
He  married  Elizabeth  Ann  (Betsy)  Lane,  5  Jan 
1820,  in  Barren  County,  Kentucky,  (GS-209, 
767;  Marriage  Vol.  1799-1842).  Marriage 
returns  solemnized  by  Reverent  John  R.  Kerr. 


He  died  on  the  27th  of  June,  1864,  in  Grafton, 
Washington  County,  Utah. 

Elizabeth  Ann  (Betsy)  Lane  was  born  25 
January,  1801,  Washington  County,  Tennessee, 
the  daughter  of  Robert  and  Polly  Chapman  Lane. 
She  died  on  the  7th  of  May,  1867  in  Smithfield, 
Cache  County,  Utah.   Notes  from  the  life  sketch 
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of  Elizabeth  Jane  Bybee  Smith,  (daughter  of 
By  ram  Bybee  and  Betsy  Lane  Bybee.) 

The  Bybee  family  had  originally  emigrated 
to  Virginia  from  the  British  Islands.  It  is  believed 
they  were  of  Scotch  Irish  decent.  Polly 
Chapman  Bybee  was  born  28  October,  1820,  in 
Bowling  Green,  Barren  County,  Kentucky,  to 
By  ram  and  Betsy  Lane  Bybee,  the  eldest  of  ten 
children.   She  grew  up  during  the  days  of 
slavery.  Her  father  was  very  much  against 
slavery  even  though  many  of  her  family  and 
relatives  owned  slaves.  With  some  of  the 
Bybee' s  being  slave  holders,  it  was  causing  some 
friction  between  the  brothers. 

About  1836,  when  the  slavery  question  was 
causing  much  concern  and  dark  clouds  of  war 
were  beginning  to  gather,  By  ram  Bybee  and  his 
wife  Elizabeth  Ann  (Betsy)  Lane  decided  to 
move  with  their  family  out  of  the  state  of 
Kentucky  and  went  to  Clay  County,  Indiana. 
Their  family  consisted  of  the  parents,  (Byram 
and  Betsy  Lane  Bybee,)  and  seven  children  as 
follows:  Polly  Chapman,  Rhoda  Byram, 
Elizabeth  Jane,  Luann  Bird,  John  McCann, 
Lucien  Bird,  David  Bowman,  Jonathan  Marion, 
who  died  in  Barren  County,  Kentucky  as  a  child 
and  two  children  who  died  at  birth  in  Kentucky. 
These  children  were  all  born  in  Bowling  Green, 
Barren  County,  Kentucky. 

The  father,  Byram  Bybee,  was  never  very 
well  most  of  his  life  and  couldn't  do  any 
strenuous  work.  He  depended  greatly  on  his 
children  and  with  the  family  not  being  in  the  best 
of  circumstances,  the  times  would  not  permit  him 
to  give  his  girls  a  good  education.  (When  the 
family  reached  Salt  lake,  some  of  the  girls  went 
to  school  to  learn  to  read  and  write,  even  though 
they  were  married  and  had  children.) 

When  Byram  Bybee  and  his  family  moved  to 
Clay  County,  Indiana,  he  with  the  help  of  his 
family  built  a  new  home  which  was  probably  a 
log  home.  They  had  no  conveniences,  not  even 
a  stove.  They  cooked  over  the  fireplace  in  the 
home  and  when  weather  permitted  they  cooked 
outside.  They  had  no  washboards  or  washers,  it 
was  all  done  by  hand.  They  often  had  to  sew  or 
knit  by  die  firelight  from  the  fireplace.  Each  of 
the  children  was  taught  to  work.  The  oldest 
children  were  girls  and  had  to  work  hard  to  help 
support  the  family.  In  those  days,  of  late  1700 
and  early  1800's,  they  didn't  have  electric  lights, 


only  what  light  the  tallow  candle  could  give  out 
or  a  rag  soaked  in  mutton  tallow.  The  mutton 
grease  made  the  best  candles.  They  made  their 
own  candles.  They  had  to  make  their  own  cloth 
for  their  clothes,  so  they  always  had  a  few  sheep 
and  grew  flax  and  cotton,  then  it  had  to  be  spun 
into  threads  to  be  woven  into  cloth.  The  rich 
people  had  to  follow  the  same  procedures.  The 
women  became  beautiful  seamstresses  and  made 
beautiful  clothing. 

The  place  they  lived  on  in  Clay  County, 
Indiana,  had  many  maple  trees  so  they  had 
plenty  of  sugar  and  molasses.   In  about  March, 
they  would  tap  the  maple  trees  and  collect  the 
sap  in  buckets  and  boil  it  down  to  make  sugar. 
They  would  then  make  the  sugar  into  cubes  to 
store.   There  were  nut  trees  that  grew  wild  and 
they  would  gather  the  nuts  and  store  them  for 
use.  They  planted  corn  and  made  molasses, 
hominy  and  corn  meal  from  the  corn. 
Johnnycakes  were  a  treat,  they  were  made  of 
corn  meal,  salt,  water  and  pork  cracklings. 

On  the  4th  of  May,  1838,   another  child 
was  born  to  Byram  Bybee  and  Betsy  Ann  Lane 
and  they  named  him  Robert  Lee,  since  he  was 
born  on  the  bank  of  the  Eel  River.   Three  years 
later  to  the  day,  May  4,  1841 ,  another  child 
blest  their  home.   This  child  was  stillborn  and  no 
name  was  given. 

Not  long  after  Byram  and  Betsy  were  in 
Indiana,  their  oldest  daughter,  Polly  Chapman, 
met  a  young  man  named  Levi  Hammon.   His 
parents,  Daniel  and  Mary  Magdelena  Hammon, 
and  their  family  had  recently  moved  to  that  area 
from  Holmes  County,  Ohio.   They  had  heard  of 
some  Indian  lands  being  opened  up  in  Indiana 
and  so  had  also  moved  to  Clay  County.  Little 
did  they  know  they  were  being  guided  by  an 
unseen  power  to  bring  two  special  spirits 
together  and  be  put  in  place  where  they  could 
both  hear  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Levi  Hammon  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee 
fell  in  love  and  were  married  on  the  10th  of 
September,  1840,  in  Clay  County,  Indiana.  In 
1840,  Alma  Babbit,  a  Mormon  Elder,  came  to 
the  Bybee  home  while  preaching  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-Day  Saints  in  the  area. 
Levi  and  Polly  were  introduced  to  the  gospel  at 
this  time.  The  Bybee  family  were  members  of 
the  Campbellite  Church  and  the  Hammon' s  had 
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been  Lutherans.   No  one  accepted  the  teachings 
of  the  missionaries  at  this  time. 

At  this  time,  Levi's  parents,  Daniel  and 
Mary  Magdalena  Hammon,  became  discouraged 
with  Clay  County,  Indiana  and  returned  back  to 
Knox  County,  Ohio.  Levi  and  his  wife,  Polly, 
also  went  back  to  Ohio  to  live  with  his  parents. 
In  1841,  two  more  Mormon  Elders  came  into 
Clay  County,  Indiana.   After  preaching  in  the 
area  for  about  three  weeks,  David  Bowman 
Bybee  was  the  first  one  to  accept  baptism  and  he 
was  baptized  on  his  9th  birthday,  the  28th  of 
February,  1841 .   Fifteen  other  people  were 
baptized,  including  some  others  of  the  Bybee 
family.   The  family  decided  to  move  to  Nauvoo 
in  1842.   The  rest  of  the  Bybee  family  that  were 
old  enough  to  be  baptized  were  baptized  in 
Nauvoo  . 

About  this  time,  Levi  and  Polly  Chapman 
Bybee  Hammon  became  more  interested  in  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-Day  Saints  and 
as  their  interest  grew,  his  family  and  friends 
became  more  bitter  toward  them.   Levi's  father 
in  particular  wasn't  very  happy  about  his  son 
joining  with  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter- 
Day  Saints.  When  they  were  to  one  of  Levi's 
relative's  wedding  one  evening,  their  home  was 
burned  and  they  lost  everything.   At  this  time, 
they  decided  to  cast  their  lot  with  the  Church, 
and  in  1844,  went  to  Nauvoo  to  join  her  parents, 
even  though  the  Saints  were  being  persecuted  to 
almost  extermination. 

The  Saints  had  first  been  driven  from  Ohio, 
to  Missouri,  then  to  Illinois.   The  influence  of 
Satan's  advocates  seemed  to  follow  them,  no 
matter  where  they  went,  to  try  to  destroy  the 
Lord's  work  from  progressing.  Each  time,  the 
persecutions  seemed  to  be  getting  worse  from 
one  place  to  the  other. 

Polly  Chapman's  parents  had  moved  to  the 
Nauvoo  area  in  1842,  to  a  place  about  two  or 
three  miles  from  town.  There  was  unrest  in  the 
area  and  mobsters  were  making  threats  against 
the  Mormons.   One  day,  Betsy  was  making  soap 
outside  when  five  mobsters  came  and  told  Byram 
and  Betsy  to  leave  immediately  for  Nauvoo. 
Grandmother  (Betsy)  was  stirring  the  soap  with  a 
stick.   She  shook  the  stick  at  the  leader  and  said, 
"We  will  not  leave  here  until  my  soap  is  done." 
They  laughed  at  Betsy  and  they  rode  away.  The 
next  morning,  Byram  was  standing  in  the  door 


yard  when  they  heard  a  report  of  a  rifle  and  the 
bullet  whizzed  over  Byram 's  head.  They  left  as 
soon  as  possible  and  returned  to  Nauvoo.  They 
had  been  gone  a  year.   For  the  first  time,  the 
children  were  able  to  go  to  school.   The  school 
house  stood  near  the  bank  of  the  Mississippi 
River.   They  lived  four  or  five  blocks  west  of  the 
temple,  on  the  banks  of  the  river. 

Not  long  after  the  Bybees  arrived  at  Nauvoo, 
Byram  was  baptized  on  August  4,  1845.   Polly, 
Levi  and  Levi's  mother,  Elizabeth  Ann,  were 
baptized  on  January  4,  1846.   Byram  and 
Elizabeth  Bybee  were  endowed  in  the  Nauvoo 
Temple  February  3,  1846.   (Levi  and  Polly 
weren't  endowed  until  they  were  in  Zion  [Salt 
Lake  City],  13  March,  1852,  in  the  Endowment 
House). 

As  the  Church  grew,  so  did  the  persecutions 
which  became  so  intolerable.   The  Prophet 
Joseph  Smith  was  murdered  on  June  27,  1844, 
by  mobs  who  had  been  seeking  his  life  for  a 
number  of  years.   Byram  and  Elizabeth's 
daughter,  Elizabeth  Jane  Bybee  Smith,  states, 
"The  Prophet's  enemies  were  now  after  his  life. 
He  started  across  the  river  to  go  to  Iowa  but 
some  of  his  friends  persuaded  him  to  go  back  to 
Carthage.   He  and  his  brother,  Hyrum,  were 
taken  to  the  Carthage  jail,  a  mob  was  soon  raised 
and  killed  them  both.  Joseph  had  fallen  from  the 
window  and  landed  near  the  well.   The  mob 
leaned  his  body  against  the  well  curb  and  were 
going  to  behead  him  when  a  flash  of  lightening 
from  heaven  paralyzed  the  man  that  was  going  to 
do  the  deed.  Everyone  fled  from  Carthage.  The 
two  bodies  were  brought  home  and  I  saw  them 
lying  side  by  side  in  their  coffins." 

Elizabeth  further  states,  "The  people  of 
Carthage  tried  many  ways,  without  success,  to 
get  the  blood  stains  from  the  floor  of  the 
Carthage  jail.  They  thought  that  if  a  Mormon 
girl  came  and  scrubbed  the  floor,  the  stains 
would  come  out.  They  came  for  me,  but  neither 
I  or  any  of  the  other  girls  would  go. " 

Robert  Lee  Bybee  relates  in  his 
autobiography,  "I  remember  well  the  sadness 
prevailing  among  the  Saints  when  the  report  of 
the  Prophet's  assassination  reached  Nauvoo.  I 
saw  the  bodies  of  both  the  Prophet  and  his 
brother  Hyrum  after  they  were  brought  to 
Nauvoo.  My  mother,  Elizabeth  (Betsy)  Lane 
Bybee,  took  us  boys  to  see  them,  father  not  being 
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able  to  go  because  of  ill  health.  I  saw  the 
prophet  and  his  brother  both  in  life  and  in 
death." 

The  people  left  Nauvoo  in  1846.  The 
Bybees  and  their  families  left  in  the  spring  of 
1846.  They  started  a  little  in  advance  of  the 
Saints  in  general.   This  was  because  of  the 
foresight  of  Byram  and  Levi.   Due  to  the  ill 
health  of  Byram,  they  felt  they  couldn't  keep  up 
with  the  main  company.   They  moved  to  a  little 
place  on  the  headwaters  of  the  Little  Pigeon,  (in 
Iowa),  near  Sugar  Creek  for  the  winter.  Here, 
there  was  plenty  of  wild  game  and  many  wild 
bees  from  which  they  prepared  honey  for  their 
own  use  as  well  as  preserving  some  for  their 
journey  to  Zion.  Quote  Robert  Lee  By  bee,  "The 
spring  we  left,  the  leaves  were  out  on  the  trees, 
the  flowers  were  beginning  to  bloom,  the  birds 
were  returning  from  the  south  and  their  cheerful 
song  rang  merrily  "thru"  the  woods.   It  was  a 
beautiful  spring." 

Here,  Byram  Bybee,  with  his  son-in-law, 
Levi  Hammon,  Daniel  Smith  (another  son-in- 
law)  and  the  boys  built  a  house.   They  arrived 
there  in  early  enough  to  spring  plow  and  plant 
four  or  five  acres  of  corn  and  plant  a  garden. 
They  planted  each  seed  so  far  apart  to  conserve 
and  not  waste  the  seed. 

The  Bybee  History  is  the  Hammon  history  as 
both  families  had  made  preparations  to  move 
westward  together.  At  the  various  places  they 
camped,  they  planted  gardens,  such  as  at  Garden 
Grove.  A  little  further  on,  the  people  camped  at 
Mt.  Pisgah  to  prepare  themselves  for  the  journey 
west. 

As  they  traveled  westward,  they  were 


making  roads  and  bridges  until  they  came  to 
Council  Bluffs,  Iowa.   Here  they  heard  that  on 
the  21st  of  May,  1846,  that  the  United  States  had 
declared  war  against  Mexico  over  the  Texas  - 
Mexico  boundary  question.  Texas  had  been 
invited  into  the  Union  as  the  twenty  eighth  state 
and  Mexico  had  protested  this  action.   Since 
they  were  unable  to  settle  mis  dispute  peaceably, 
the  two  nations  went  to  war.   The  government 
called  for  five  hundred  men  from  the  Mormons 
that  were  on  the  trail  headed  west  to  the  Great 
Basin,  to  march  to  California,  to  help  settle  the 
boundary  dispute.   Many  of  the  married  men  and 
the  older  young  men  were  asked  to  leave  their 
families  on  the  prairie  and  go  serve  the  nation 
they  were  being  driven  out  of.  They  answered 
the  call  without  complaint. 

Ever  since  Joseph  Smith  had  received  the 
vision  of  the  Father  and  the  Son  and  was  told 
none  of  the  churches  on  earth  were  approved  by 
our  Father  in  Heaven  and  the  Savior  and  that  he 
(Joseph),  would  be  called  to  organize  and 
restore  "The  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ",  under  the 
direction  of  the  Savior  himself  once  again  to  the 
earth,  they  had  been  persecuted  and  chased  from 
their  homes,  no  matter  where  they  went.  The 
government  hadn't  given  them  any  protection 
and  refused  to  do  so.  The  group  went  on  to  the 
Missouri  River,  where  they  prepared  to  stay  for 
the  winter.   It  was  known  as  Winter  Quarters, 
now  called  Omaha  City.   At  the  close  of  1852, 
almost  all  fifteen  thousand  Mormons  that  had 
been  driven  from  Nauvoo  in  1 846  had 
immigrated  to  the  Great  Basin.   Some  dropped 
out  and  remained  at  the  various  places  they  had 
stopped. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  (X) 


B  -  25  Oct  1820  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
M  -  10  Sep  1840  to  Levi  Hammon  in  Clay  Co.,  Indiana 
D  -  05  Aug  1902  in  Wilford,  Fremont  Co.,  Idaho 


(2)  -  Rhoda  Bird  Bybee 


B  -  19  Nov  1823  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 
M  -  to  David  Bair 
D  -  17  Nov  1908 


(3)  -  Elizabeth  Jane  Bybee 


B  -  23  Jan  1825  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co.,  Kentucky 

M  -  04  Jul  1844  to  Daniel  Smith  in  Nauvoo,  Hancock  Co.,  Illinois 

D  -  13  Nov  1908  in  Lewiston,  Cache,  Utah 

B  -  15  Nov  1908  in  Lewiston,  Cache,  Utah 
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(4)  -  Luann  Bird  Bybee 


B  -  03  Jan  1827  in  Bowling  Green,  Barren  Co,  Kentucky 

M  -  14  Feb  1847  to  Elias  Solomon  Hoffstater  at  Pleasant  Home, 

Missouri 

D  -  05  Nov  1883  in  Floris,  Davis,  Iowa 


(5)  -  John  McCann  Bybee 


(6)  -  Lucene  Bird  Bybee 


(7)  -  David  Bowman  Bybee 


B  -  17  Feb  1829  in  Monroe,  Hart,  Kentucky 
M  -  06  Jun  1849  to  Polly  Smith  (1) 
M  -  30  Oct  1856  to  Carol  Erickson  (2) 
D  -  21  Feb  1909  in  Uintah,  Weber,  Utah 

B  -  07  Feb  1831  in  Monroe,  Hart,  Kentucky 

M  -  06  Jun  1849  to  Henry  Beckstead  (1) 

M  -  24  Jan  1862  to  William  Henry  Harrison  Penrod  (2) 

D  -  26  Jan  1915  in  Layton,  Davis,  Utah 

B  -  17  Sep  1832  in  Nabob  Creek,  Barren,  Kentucky 

M  -  27  Aug  1854  to  Adelia  Higley  (1)  in  Uintah,  Weber,  Utah 

M  -  28  Feb  1856  to  Elizabeth  Penrod  (2)  in  Hooper,  Weber,  Utah 

M  -  16  Oct  1874  to  Elizabeth  Adelaid  Rice  (3) 

D  -  22  Feb  1893 


(8)  -  Stillborn  Child  Bybee 

(9)  -  Jonathan  Marion  Bybee 


(10)  -  Robert  Lee  Bybee 


B  -  28  Jul  1836  in  Clay  Co.,  Indiana 
D  -  28  Jul  1836  in  Clay  Co.,  Indiana 

B  -  04  May  1838  on  the  bank  of  the  Eel  River,  Clay  Co.,  Indiana 
M  -  20  Mar  1857  to  Jane  Miller  (1)  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  (E.H.) 
M  -  29  Oct  1868  to  Harriet  Raymond  (2) 
D- 05  Oct  1929 


(11) -Stillborn  Child  Bybee 
(12)  -  Byram  Levi  Bybee 


B  -  04  May  1841  in  Clay  Co.,  Indiana 
M  -  14  Jul  1865  to  Jane  Robinson 
D- 07  Jul  1905 


John  Bybee,  son  of  Byram  Bybee 


On  the  28th  of  June,  1848,  John  Bybee,  son 
of  Byram  Bybee,  joined  the  Mormon  Battalion, 
he  being  18  years  old.  The  government  asked 
the  Church  to  raise  a  battalion  of  500  men  to 
help  with  a  skirmish  with  Mexico  over  a  portion 
of  land  that  embraced  some  of  the  land  in  the 
west  that  belonged  to  Mexico  that  the  United 
States  wanted.  It  included  several  of  the  present 
states  of  the  Rocky  Mountain  region.  This  was 


such  a  trial  in  the  lives  of  the  pioneer  families,  as 
most  of  them  were  already  on  the  trek  west. 
Their  wives  and  children  had  no  one  to  see  to 
their  immediate  needs.  The  men  willingly 
responded,  in  spite  of  the  cruel  way  the 
government  treated  them.  When  they  were 
being  persecuted  and  mobbed  and  driven  from 
their  homes,  none  of  the  government  came  to 
their  rescue. 
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Sources  For  By  bee  History: 

(1)  -      Some  information  was  from  Ethel  Bybee  Criddle,  a  descendent  and  researcher  for  the  Bybee 

family  also. 

(2)  -      Virginia  Historical  Magazine  Vol.  21,  pg.  292.   Until  1786,  the  Episcopal  Church  was  the  state 

church  in  Virginia,  pg.  292.   On  15  Jan,  1624,  one  William  Bybee  (Biby)  was  in  Virginia  at  this 
early  date. 

(3)  -      Handy  Book  for  Genealogists,  pages  261,  262. 

(4)  -      History  of  Thirteen  original  Colonies,  Educators  Ass.,  Commercial  Publishers,  page  657. 

(5)  -       "History  of  the  Bybee's"  by  Luther  and  Curtis  Bybee. 

(6)  -      (Salt  Lake  Library)  -Douglas  Register,  Virginia  G-3  c,  (Pearl  Bybee  Rollins,  R.F.D  #1,  Morgan, 

Utah. 

(7)  -       #  13  Huganot-Mannikin,  Virginia  (Va.  Pub.  pg.  128.)  Sarah  Judith  Jane  Giles. 

(8)  -       Film  #  1,273,760,  Archive. 

(9)  -       Douglas  reg.,  of  Va.  G3c  (Thomas  and  Elizabeth),  Bybee  (Pearl  Bybee  Rollins,  R.F.D.  #1, 

Morgan,  Utah). 

(10)  -     Will  of  Thomas  Bybee,  Court  of  Goochland  County,  Virginia. 

(11)  -     Archive  Copy:  (Film  #  1,273,761.)  Corneilious  (Neilly)  Bybee,  Samuel  Bybee  and  Ann 

Cartwright,  sent  in  by  Grace  Kimble. 

(12)  -     Mrs.  George  Elliot,  171  Vogal  Avenue,  Ottumwa,  Ohio.  (A  short  history  she  has  written  about 

her  progenitors). 

(13)  -     Autobiography  of  Robert  Lee  Bybee. 

(14)  -     Marriage  records  of  Barren  County,  Kentucky,  Vol.  1  (1799-1842),  (film  #  209  767)  by 

Reverend  Robert  Leeper,  Jan  5,  1820. 

(15)  -     Quotes  from  "The  History  of  Elizabeth  Bybee  Smith,  Daughter  of  Byram  Bybee  and  Elizabeth 

(Betsy)  Lane  Bybee". 

(16)  -    Virginia  Historical  Magazine,  Vol.  21,  pg.  292,  15  Jan.  1624. 

(17)  -     Cavaliers  and  Pioneers  (Virginia  Vol.  53,  pages  43,  44:  Virginia  Historical  magazine  5:340). 

(18)  -     Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett,  a  2nd  great  granddaughter. 

Some  dates  may  be  off,  as  I  have  taken  this  information  from  many  family  records  as  well  as 
published  documents,  and  family  information  has  been  off  on  some  dates.   The  history  reported  is  what  is 
really  important,  but  I  realize  the  dates  are  important  also.   Someday,  when  there  is  more  time,  I  will 
recheck  the  printed  documents  and  compare  notes.   Most  of  this  information  has  been  taken  from  the 
records  my  mother,  Martha  Luann  Hammon  Murdoch,  accumulated  from  family  letters  and  the 
autobiography  of  Robert  Lee  Bybee,  and  the  "Levi  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon,  Early  Pioneers" 
book. 

Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett 
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CHAPTER  THREE 

HISTORY  OF  LEVI  HAMMON 

and 

POLLY  CHAPMAN  BYBEE 

Editor's  Note:   Levi  Hammon  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  were  the  parents  of  Heber  Chase  Hammon,  their 
eighth  child.   He  later  married  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen  and  they  were  the  parents  of  Martha  Luann 
Hammon,  the  second  wife  of  Brigham  Murdoch.   The  following  material  was  compiled  by  Tressa 
Murdoch  Garrett. 

Levi  Hammon 


Levi  Hammon  was  born  on  14  June,  1820  or 
1821,  at  Germantown,  Holmes  County,  Ohio. 
He  was  the  second  child  and  first  son  of  8 
children  born  to  Daniel  and  Mary  Magadelena 
Richards  (or  Richter)  Hammon.   Polly  Chapman 
Bybee  Hammon  was  born  on  28th  of  October, 
1820,  at  Bowling  Green,  Barren,  Kentucky.   She 
was  the  oldest  daughter  of  Byram  Lee  Bybee  and 
Elizabeth  Ann  (Betsy)  Lane. 

The  Church  hadn't  been  organized  at  this 
time  but  the  Lord  was  preparing  situations  in 
people's  lives  for  his  work  to  go  forward.   Levi 
and  Polly  were  destined  to  play  an  important  role 
in  the  building  up  of  the  kingdom  of  God  by 
following  the  promptings  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
This  will  be  evident  to  you  as  you  see  their 
journey  in  life  unfold. 

Early  court  records  of  Northampton  County, 
Pennsylvania,  and  Allegheny  County,  Maryland, 
had  land  records  that  were  recorded  in  German 
Gothic  and  were  translated  into  English.  This 
being  the  case,  we  would  presume  they  were  of 
German  origin.   Levi  could  speak  the  tongue, 
which  was  a  dialogue  called  Pennsylvania  Dutch. 
It  was  a  little  different  from  the  pure  German 
tongue.   Being  a  third  or  fourth  generation  from 
Germany,  I  would  think  he  could  speak  the 
English  language,  also. 

His  father,  Daniel  Hammon,  was  a  farmer 
and  millwright  and  moved  from  the  area  of 
Cumberland,  Allegheny  County,  Maryland, 
about  1820  to  German  Township,  Holmes 
County,  Ohio,  where  all  the  children  were  born. 
Levi  worked  with  his  father  on  the  farm  and 
helped  in  building  a  mill  on  a  stream  or  river 
near  their  home.  He  was  taught  the  trade  of  a 
millwright  and  also  a  wheelwright,  which  was  to 


his  advantage  in  his  future  years  ahead.  Levi 
grew  up  loving  the  land  and  good  horses. 

He  attended  school  and  learned  to  read  and 
write.  He  walked  the  distance  of  two  miles  and 
carried  his  Pennsylvania  Dutch  Bible,  (that  is  in 
possession  of  Wilford  Hammon  at  this  time). 
Books  were  scarce  at  mis  time.  The  Bible  was 
usually  the  only  book  people  had  and  they 
learned  to  read  from  it.   At  this  time  it  was  hard 
to  get  beyond  the  sixth  or  seventh  grade.  The 
only  thing  that  was  important  was  that  they  learn 
to  read,  write  and  do  figures. 

In  1825,  some  Indian  land  was  opened  up  in 
Indiana.   The  land  around  Holmes  and  Knox 
County,  Ohio,  was  becoming  quite  populated,  as 
many  people  were  moving  to  the  area  and  the 
Hammon' s  were  losing  their  privacy.   Daniel, 
learning  of  lands  being  offered  in  Indiana,  sold 
their  farm  and  the  family  moved  to  Clay  County, 
Indiana  on  19  October,  1839.   Levi  was  18  years 
old  at  this  time.  Soon  after  Levi  and  his  family 
moved  to  Indiana,  he  met  a  lovely  young  girl, 
Polly  Chapman  Bybee.  She  was  about  5 '3"  and 
was  a  slender  young  lady  with  blue  eyes,  a  dark 
complexion  and  black  hair.  Levi  was  of  large 
stature,  standing  about  six  feet  tall,  having  a 
ruddy  complexion,  brown  hair  and  blue  eyes. 
He  had  large  feet  and  hands,  later  wore  a  beard 
and  weighed  nearly  200  lbs.   He  was  a  good 
man,  rather  quiet  and  firm,  and  a  man  of  his 
word. 

About  1836,  her  parents,  Byram  and 
Elizabeth  Ann  Lane  Bybee,  had  moved  from 
Bowling  Green,  Barren  County,  Kentucky,  to 
Clay  County,  Indiana.   Levi  and  his  parents  had 
moved  to  the  same  locality  and  they  met,  fell  in 
love  and  were  married  on  the  10th  of  September, 
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1840.   They  were  both  about  20  years  old. 
[Bybee  family  records  say  they  were  married  10 
Sept.  1839,  Hammon  family  records  say  1840.] 
Both  family  records  say  they  were  married  in 
Clay  County,  Indiana,  but  no  record  of  their 
marriage  has  been  found  at  mis  time. 

While  the  H  amnions' and  the  By  bees' were 
still  living  in  Clay  County,  Isaac  Morely,  a 
Mormon  missionary,  came  into  the  area  and 
introduced  them  to  the  gospel.   Polly's  family 
had  previously  belonged  to  the  Campbellite 
Church  and  Levi's  family  had  been  Lutheran. 
The  Hammon  family  seemed  to  have  been  active 
in  their  religion,  according  to  Church  records 
found  in  Northampton  County,  Pennsylvania. 
When  they  moved  to  Allegheny  County, 
Maryland,  around  1800,  they  attended  church  in 
Sommerset  County,  Pennsylvania,  which  wasn't 
very  far  from  where  they  lived.   It  was  just 
across  the  Maryland  state  border. 

After  two  or  three  years,  Levi's  father, 
Daniel,  had  become  discouraged  with  Clay 
County  and  decided  to  go  back  to  Knox  County, 
Ohio.   Levi  and  Polly  returned  to  Knox  County 
with  his  parents.   Levi  built  a  home  on  his 
father's  farm  and  worked  with  his  father  and 
brother,  George.   Their  first  three  children  were 
born  on  die  farm,  namely  Elizabeth  Magdalena, 
born  31  July,  1841;  Rhoda  Ann,  born  31  August, 
1843;  Saloma  Leaner,  born  22  March,  1845. 
[Editors  Note:   Since  Levi,  Polly  and  their  three 
children  traveled  to  Nauvoo  in  the  spring  of 
1844,  it  appears  these  dates  may  be  in  error.] 

One  day,  Levi  and  his  wife,  Polly,  were 
attending  a  wedding  of  one  of  Levi's  family  and 
when  they  returned  home,  they  found  their 
home  had  been  burned  to  the  ground,  leaving 
them  with  only  their  clothes  they  wore  to  the 
wedding.  Levi  always  felt  that  his  home  was 
burned  because  of  his  interest  in  this  new 
religion.  They  were  beginning  to  be  persecuted 
by  their  family  and  friends.   He  finally  made  up 
his  mind  to  cast  his  lot  with  the  Saints,  and  join 
his  father  and  mother-in-law,  By  ram  and  Polly 
Chapman  Bybee,  in  Nauvoo,  Illinois. 

About  the  early  spring  of  1844,  Levi  and 
Polly  left  Millwood  with  their  three  children, 
Elizabeth  Magdalena,  Rhoda  Ann,  and  Saloma 
Leanna  (or  Leanner)  in  a  covered  wagon  to  go  to 
Nauvoo.   Daniel  followed  Levi  for  miles  trying 
to  convince  him  to  come  back.  Family  and 


friends  intervened  and  talked  him  out  of  trying  to 
bring  him  back.  They  arrived  in  Nauvoo  soon 
after  the  martyrdom  of  the  Prophet  Joseph  Smith 
on  27  June  1844.  At  this  time,  Levi  and  his 
family  joined  with  his  wife's  people. 

The  city  of  Nauvoo  "The  Beautiful"   is 
situated  on  the  east  bank  of  the  majestic 
Mississippi  River  in  Hancock  County,  Illinois, 
near  the  head  of  the  lower  rapids.   The  site  of 
Nauvoo  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  on  the  river. 
The  ground  rises  gradually  from  the  river  and 
presents  a  smooth  regular  surface  with  a  plain  at 
the  summit.   Many  trees  grow  along  the  river  to 
enhance  it's  beauty.   Nauvoo  was  first  settled  by 
the  Latter-Day  Saints  in  1838-1839,  following 
their  expulsion  from  Missouri.   At  first  the 
situation  was  extremely  unhealthy  from  the  many 
swamps  and  the  Saints,  having  suffered  much 
from  the  persecutions  of  being  driven  from  their 
homes  and  other  trials,  were  easy  victims  to 
illnesses  but  the  place  afterwards  became  more 
congenial  to  health.   A  beautiful  city  and  the 
beautiful  Nauvoo  Temple  were  built. 

The  following  is  a  quote  from  the 
autobiography  of  Robert  Lee  Bybee.  "When  Levi 
Hammon  came  west  to  Nauvoo,  he  brought  with 
him  a  team  of  horses  and  a  wagon.  One  day, 
Levi,  Father  (By ram  Bybee)  and  myself,  with 
my  younger  brother,  By  ram,  who  was  three 
years  younger  than  me,  went  up  to  watch  the 
work  on  the  temple.   As  we  were  returning  home 
in  Hammon's  wagon,  we  met  an  outfit  of  three 
or  four  mobbers,  all  armed  and  they  had  my 
brother-in-law,  Daniel  Smith,  prisoner.  When 
we  met  mem,  Levi  Hammon  stopped  mem  and 
father  spoke  to  Daniel.  One  of  the  mobbers, 
after  an  oath  of  profanity,  said,  "Don't  speak  to 
him,"  and  ordered  the  driver  to  drive  on.  Within 
a  few  days,  Daniel  returned  to  Nauvoo  having  in 
some  manner  secured  his  release.  We  never 
knew  how  he  gained  his  freedom." 

After  they  arrived  in  Nauvoo,  it  wasn't  long 
until  the  persecution  and  mobbing  started  again. 
There  was  no  justice  shown  to  those  being 
persecuted.  The  state  and  the  national 
government  refused  to  give  them  any  help  to 
bring  justice  and  peace. 

Mob  violence  continued  until  the  martyrdom 
of  their  beloved  Prophet,  on  June  27,1844.  He 
was  truly  a  prophet.   No  one  could  have  done 
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what  he  did  in  that  short  time  if  it  hadn't  been 
under  the  direction  of  the  Lord. 

Bryam,  the  father  of  Polly  Chapman  Bybee, 
was  baptized  on  Aug.  4,  1845.   However,  Levi 
and  his  wife,  Polly  Chapman  Bybee,  and  her 
mother,  Elizabeth  Ann  Lane  Bybee,  were  not 
baptized  until  the  4th  of  January,  1846,  by  Elder 
Hyde,  in  the  Mississippi  River.   A  hole  had  to  be 
cut  through  the  ice  for  them  to  be  baptized. 

The  Mormons  had  been  gathering  to  Nauvoo 
for  seven  years.   At  the  time  of  the  assassination 
of  the  Prophet  Joseph  Smith,  Nauvoo  had  a 
population  of  14,000  souls.  The  people  loved 
their  prophet  and  he  was  truly  a  prophet. 

The  Hammon's  and  Bybee' s  realized  that 
conditions  were  getting  worse  and  the  mobs  were 
becoming  more  dangerous.   Levi  and  By  ram 
planned  what  they  should  do  to  prepare  for  the 
great  exodus  West.  They  could  only  take  the 
things  really  useful  while  traveling  and  what  they 
could  use  in  their  new  homes.  The  wagons 
couldn't  hold  all  their  possessions  so  they  had  to 
choose  wisely  the  things  they  would  take. 
Brigham  Young  told  the  Saints  to  leave  their 
homes  clean  and  in  order.  Grandmother  Polly 
Chapman  Bybee  related  that  they  even  left  the 
clock  ticking  on  the  mantel.  It  isn't  known  what 
happened  to  their  home  and  property  after  they 
left. 

It  was  in  the  spring  of  the  year  when  all  the 
preparations  were  finally  completed.  The 
families  all  assembled  on  the  east  bank  of  the 
Mississippi,  waiting  their  turn  for  the  large  flat 
ferry  boat  which  would  accommodate  two  teams 
and  wagons  and  all  their  belongings.  The  boat 
was  a  very  sturdy  affair  and  was  constructed  to 
make  it  almost  impossible  to  sink  or  tip  over.  It 
was  powered  by  men  with  oars.  The  boat  was 
guided  by  a  man  at  the  helm  of  the  boat  using  a 
rudder.  At  this  point,  the  river  was  a  mile  across 
and  the  current  of  the  stream  made  it  necessary 
to  tow  the  boat  a  considerable  distance  upstream 
in  order  to  effect  the  proper  landing  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river. 

It  was  about  May  of  1846,  when  they  made 
their  trip  across  the  river  without  mishap.   All 
the  belongings  of  both  families  were  put  on  one 
flat  boat  and  they  landed  at  Montrose,  Iowa, 
directly  opposite  Nauvoo.   At  this  point,  the  river 
forms  the  boundary  between  present  state  of 
Illinois  and  Iowa. 


Previous  to  leaving  Nauvoo  and  crossing  the 
river,  Byram  Bybee  and  Levi  Hammon  had 
contracted  out  to  split  rails  from  trees  on  a  large 
tract  of  land,  not  far  from  Montrose,  Iowa, 
belonging  to  a  Dr.  Todd.   Dr.  Todd  wanted  the 
land  fenced.  The  kind  of  fence  he  wanted  made 
was  known  as  the  "worm  fence."   The  rails  and 
other  materials  for  the  fence  were  to  be  made 
from  trees  on  the  place.  The  rails  were 
distributed  by  loading  them  on  Levi's  wagon  and 
hauling  them  to  the  places  where  they  were  to  be 
used.  It  was  because  of  their  intention  of  doing 
this  work  that  they  settled  on  the  place,  about  the 
spring  of  1847.  They  made  the  trip  from 
Montrose  together  and  made  their  home 
together,  such  as  it  was. 

They  didn't  have  a  house  to  move  into  so 
things  were  arranged  as  best  they  could  which 
indeed  was  a  very  crude  affair.   There  were 
many  things  that  served  to  make  things  hard  for 
them.  The  presence  of  snakes  and  insects  made 
it  impossible  to  sleep  on  the  ground,  so  they  cut 
heavy  sticks  long  enough  to  stand  above  the 
ground  about  three  feet.  After  they  had  been 
driven  in  the  ground  far  enough  to  be  quite  solid, 
they  arranged  cross  sticks  on  them  so  that  they 
could  place  the  wagon  boxes  on  them,  which 
formed  their  sleeping  conveniences.   Levi  and 
his  family  lived  near  the  Bybee' s  in  a  tent 
protected  as  well  as  possible. 

Their  supplies,  particularly  corn  and  pork, 
were  furnished  by  Dr.  Todd  as  part  of  their  pay. 
They  finally  finished  the  fence,  sometime  about 
the  first  of  September.   In  addition  to  paying  for 
their  summer  supplies,  they  left  there  with  a 
good  wagon  and  a  good  yoke  of  young  cattle. 
Dr.  Todd  was  a  fine  friend  and  would  have  liked 
Byram  Bybee  to  make  his  home  with  him,  if  he 
so  desired,  but  Byram 's  aims  and  desires  were  to 
go  west  with  the  Saints  and  nothing  was 
permitted  to  interfere  with  the  plans. 

It  was  during  this  period  that  a  daughter  was 
born  to  Levi  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee 
Hammon,  21  June,  1847,  near  Council  Bluff, 
Pottawattamie  County,  Iowa.   Her  name  was 
Martha  Jane  Hammon. 

Byram  Bybee  was  never  very  well  most  of 
his  life,  couldn't  do  strenuous  work  and 
depended  greatly  on  his  children  and  Levi,  his 
son-in-law,  who  was  a  great  help  to  the  family. 
Sometimes,  he  was  unable  to  move  with  the 


633 


Saints  as  fast  as  they  would  be  traveling,  so  they 
would  stop  and  find  work  along  the  way. 

When  the  families  left  Dr.  Todd's  place, 
they  moved  to  Daniel  Smith's  place  somewhere 
in  the  vicinity  of  Kanesville,  Iowa.   They  were 
traveling  west  but  at  a  slow  pace  so  they  could 
get  as  much  work  as  they  could  to  secure  money 
and  supplies  to  help  them  on  their  journey  to 
Zion.  They  sometimes  helped  some  of  the 
settlers  harvest  their  crops  or,  in  fact,  do 
anything  they  could  do.  They  arrived  at 
Kanesville,  Iowa,  a  little  while  before  winter  set 
in.   Polly  Chapman  Bybee's  sister,  Elizabeth 
Jane  Bybee,  had  married  Daniel  Smith  in  1848 
and  he  and  their  family  had  moved  from  Nauvoo 
to  a  place  about  15  miles  from  Kanesville  known 
as  Little  Pigeon.   Daniel  and  Elizabeth  moved 
from  Nauvoo  about  one  year  ahead  of  the  Bybee 
and  Hammon  family.   Daniel  was  a  hard  worker 
and,  with  the  help  of  his  sons,  they  were  very 
comfortable  when  the  other  families  arrived 
there. 

Levi  Hammon  and  his  family  stayed  on 
Daniel  Smith's  place  and  the  Bybee  families 
settled  at  a  little  place  north  of  town  called  the 
"Little  Pigeon"  for  the  winter.   Levi  and  his 
family  joined  them  in  the  spring  of  the  year.   The 
Little  Pigeon  had  a  good  supply  of  wild  meat. 
They  found  many  wild  bees  and  prepared  the 
honey  for  their  own  use  and  some  for  their 
journey  west.  Little  Pigeon  was  on  a  large 
beautiful  spring.   In  the  spring,  Levi  and  Daniel, 
his  brother-in-law,  helped  Byram  and  the  boys 
build  a  house  for  Byram  and  helped  plant  the 
crops  and  garden. 

After  the  completion  of  the  spring  work, 
Levi  with  his  family  and  his  father-in-law, 
Byram,  and  Byram's  son,  David,  went  to  St. 
Joseph,  Missouri,  with  their  teams  to  find  work. 
They  stayed  there  during  the  winter  of  1 848  or 
1849. 

On  May  8th,  1848,  Levi  and  Polly's  second 
child,  Rhoda  Ann,  died  and  was  buried  while 
they  were  living  on  the  Catlet  place.  (Family 
records  say  her  death  was  from  swallowing  a 
pin).  It  was  on  27  August,  1849,  while  living  in 
St.  Joseph,  Levi  Byram  Hammon  was  born  to 
Levi  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon.  He 
was  their  first  son  and  fifth  child. 

In  1849  and  1850,  they  were  working  for  a 
Mr.  Palmer.  It  isn't  known  why  they  left  Mr. 


Palmer,  but  in  early  spring  they  moved  about 
three  miles  farther  up  the  Missouri  River  and 
worked  for  a  Mr.  Henry  Catlet.  Levi  and  his 
family  joined  the  Bybee  family  here.   Here  they 
worked  with  the  charcoal  pits  as  they  had  done 
at  Mr.  Palmer's.   They  were  able  to  plant  corn 
and  a  garden.  Levi  was  able  to  make  wagons 
during  much  of  the  summer  and  fall.   He  was  a 
first  class  wheelwright.  Things  had  so  arranged 
themselves  that  they  were  quite  sure  they  would 
be  able  to  get  away  the  following  year  (1851)  for 
the  West.   Practically,  the  very  first  necessity  in 
an  outfit  for  the  trip  was  a  very  good  wagon. 
Because  of  the  dry  excessive  heat  of  the  desert 
and  rough  roads,  usage  was  extremely  hard  on 
the  wagons.   Experiences  of  those  who  went 
ahead  proved  the  necessity  of  a  good  wagon. 
Levi  was  a  very  good  wheelwright  and  was  very 
useful  to  others  in  helping  to  build  their  wagons. 

It  was  September,  they  were  still  with  Mr. 
Catlet  and  they  had  burned  the  last  charcoal  pit. 
Levi  was  spending  his  entire  time  now  on  the 
wagons.   He  made  two  wagons,  one  for  his 
father-in-law  and  one  for  himself.   By  fall,  he 
had  them  both  made  and  during  the  winter  they 
were  taken  to  St.  Joseph  to  be  ironed,  which 
work  was  done  by  a  Mr.  Litz.   He  took  charcoal 
for  payment  for  his  work.   All  parts  for  these 
two  wagons,  except  the  iron  parts,  were  made  by 
Levi.   The  times  when  Levi  was  not  working  on 
the  wagons,  he  was  doing  carpenter  work  with 
Mr.  Litz  in  St.  Joseph.   Robert  Lee  Bybee 
states,"  When  we  moved  on  to  the  Catlet  place, 
we  moved  right  among  a  small  grove  of  maple 
trees.  These  trees  had  never  been  tapped  for  the 
sap.  The  Hammon  and  Bybee  families  asked  for 
permission  to  tap  the  trees. "  They  were  told  to 
do  as  little  harm  to  them  as  possible.  So  during 
the  month  of  March,  1851 ,  they  got  all  the  maple 
sugar  and  syrup  they  possibly  could.  March  is 
by  far  the  best  month  to  tap  the  trees,  so  that 
when  they  left,  they  had  considerable  sugar  and 
several  gallons  of  syrup.   Robert  Lee  Bybee 
recalls  that  they  had  a  race  with  Mr.  Catlets  pigs 
to  beat  them  to  the  sap  that  dripped  out  at  night. 

While  on  the  Catlet  place,  as  each  autumn 
approached,  they  would  gather  nuts  for  their  use. 
The  nuts  were  black  walnuts,  butternuts,  hickory 
nuts  and  hazelnuts.   No  winter  was  complete 
without  nuts.   All  efforts  were  now  toward 
getting  everything  ready  for  the  start  in  the 
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spring.   They  were  getting  supplies  and 
everything  they  could  and  every  penny  in  money 
was  saved.   Robert  Lee  said,  "We  were  surely 
good  at  it  and  it  was  a  very  good  thing  we  did." 

It  was  about  this  time  that  another  child, 
Polly  Chapman  Hammon,  the  sixth  child  of  Levi 
and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon,  was  born 
the  27th  of  March,  1851,  in  Missouri,  probably 
while  they  were  still  at  St.  Joseph  preparing  to 
cross  the  plains. 

Before  leaving  St.  Joseph,  they  sold  all  their 
young  stock.   The  only  thing  they  kept  was  the 
cows.   Levi  had  four  cows  and  four  oxen,  the 
Bybee 's  had  six  cows  and  four  oxen  and  each 
family  had  one  wagon.  The  cows  would  provide 
milk  for  the  families.  They  were  told  to  take  six 
months  supply  of  flour  and  some  other  non- 
perishable  items.   Clothing  and  bedding  had  to  be 
prepared.   Some  took  their  spinning  wheels  to 
spin  the  yarn  after  the  wool  was  washed  and 
carded.  They  also  brought  their  looms  on  which 
they  could  weave  the  yarn  into  cloth.  Fruits  and 
vegetables  had  been  dried.   They  brought  all 
kinds  of  seeds,  slips  of  trees  and  shrubs.  There 
was  a  trading  post  on  the  route  where  supplies 
could  be  purchased  for  a  price. 

The  last  few  days  before  the  departure  were 
spent  receiving  instructions.   The  men  folks  had 
to  learn  to  drive  the  oxen,  which  were  strong  and 
sturdy  cattle  and  were  hitched  to  the  wagons  by  a 
yoke  and  bow  that  fit  over  the  oxen's  neck  and 
fastened  to  the  wagon  tongue.   Then  the  animals 
were  driven  by  use  of  a  long  whip  and  were 
trained  to  turn  and  go  by  the  driver  calling  out  to 
the  animal,  "Gee"  or  "Haw."  The  teamster 
would  drive  with  the  team  to  the  right.  When  he 
cried  "Gee",  the  team  would  go  to  the  right  and 
when  he  cried  "Haw"  they  would  go  to  the  left. 
It  was  usual  with  a  lazy  team  to  let  them  feel  the 
whip  over  their  necks  with  a  "Haw"  and  "Gee," 
over  their  backs.   The  consequence  was  that 
whenever  a  piece  of  rough  and  difficult  road  was 
encountered,  the  shouts  and  cries  of  "Geeing" 
and  "Hawing"  and  cracking  the  whips  was  most 
terrific.   In  a  large  company,  voices  of  all  kinds 
and  modulations  are  mixed  up  in  the  most 
curious  manner.  When  the  roads  were  good  and 
a  slight  movement  to  the  right  or  left  was 
required,  the  command  to  "Gee"  and  "Haw"  was 
given  in  a  mild  tone,  but  when  there  was  danger 
of  running  against  a  rock  or  getting  a  wheel 


locked  in  a  tree,  the  command  was  sure  to  be 
given  with  the  full  volume  of  the  teamster's 
voice.  So  wisdom  in  driving  was  gained  by 
experience  and  both  teamster  and  teams  settled 
down  to  a  routine  pace. 

All  were  ready  to  leave,  on  Saturday,  14 
June,  1851.  The  weather  was  unfavorable,  with 
much  rain,  but  they  hoped  to  leave  soon.   Orders 
came  to  wait  in  camp  until  orders  came  to  leave, 
as  it  was  reported  the  Indians  would  not  let  the 
Saints  pass  the  Horn  River.   On  the  16th  of  June, 
a  company  of  armed  men  from  Kanesville  had 
gone  to  assist  the  Saints  at  Horn  River.   At  last, 
on  the  21st  of  June,  the  company  could  start  their 
journey.  Finally,  the  day  of  their  departure 
arrived  and  on  a  bright  and  early  beautiful 
morning  they  took  to  the  trail.   Levi  Hammon 
was  about  a  week  or  ten  days  later  in  leaving 
than  the  Bybee' s  were,  owing  to  some 
uncompleted  affairs  between  him  and  Mr.  Litz. 
He  was  to  join  the  Bybee' s,  at  the  ferry  on  the 
east  side  of  the  Missouri  River  at  Winter 
Quarters.  The  Bybee 's  proceeded  very  slowly, 
traveling  short  hours  and  taking  things  easy  and 
when  they  arrived  at  the  ferry,  they  had  a  very 
short  time  to  wait  for  Levi.   Immediately  upon 
his  arrival,  they  all  made  arrangements  to  cross 
on  the  ferry.   The  Bybee' s  made  the  trip  first, 
Levi  followed  immediately  after  and  they  went 
into  camp  in  Winter  Quarters.  They  were  there 
for  about  a  week,  while  the  arrangements  for  the 
train,  with  which  they  were  to  travel,  was 
completed. 

They  were  assigned  to  the  Alfred  Cordon 
Company.  He  had  charge  of  one  hundred 
wagons  and  these  were  split  in  two  groups,  fifty 
in  each.  Each  fifty  contained  five  units  of  ten 
wagons  with  a  captain  over  each  ten  wagons  and 
another  captain  over  each  fifty  wagons.  Captain 
Cordon  was  over  all  his  Company. 

Some  units  of  ten  had  more  than  ten  wagons 
in  them.  Levi  Hammon  was  made  captain  over 
the  third  ten,  in  the  second  fifty.  Captain  Levi 
Hammon  had  thirteen  wagons  in  his  ten. 

The  families  of  Levi  Hammon,  Byram 
Bybee  (his  father-in-law  and  family),  John 
Gallop,  William  Booth,  Edward  Trimmer, 
Nathaniel  Steward,  Frank  Madison,  John  Fisher 
and  James  Heath  made  up  Levi  Hammon' s 
Company.  Their  company  consisted  of  64 
souls,  50  oxen,  33  cows,  2  horses  and  3  swine. 
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There  was  a  two  week  span  between  the  two 
companies.  This  was  to  prevent  over  grazing 
because  with  so  many  buffalo  it  was  hard  to  keep 
grass  available  to  supply  feed  for  the  cattle.  In 
each  of  these  small  companies,  to  prevent  any 
dissatisfaction  with  their  position,  the  leading 
wagon  would  drop  to  the  rear  each  day  and  the 
others  would  move  ahead  one  position.  There 
was  one  appointed  hunter  in  each  company  of 
ten.  David  Bybee  was  chosen  as  the  hunter  of 
Captain  Levi  Hammon's  Company.   The  Levi 
Hammon  Company  left  Winter  Quarters,  (which 
borders  the  Iowa  Nebraska  boundaries),  on 
Saturday  the  21st  of  June,  1851.   It  was  a  very 
fine  morning  and  the  company  was  full  of  life  in 
getting  the  cattle  and  wagons  moving.  There 
was  always  men  on  guard  both  night  and  day, 
around  the  camp,  with  guards  for  the  horses  and 
cattle  as  well. 

They  got  as  far  as  the  Missouri  River  and 
had  to  be  ferried  over.   The  road  to  the  river  was 
very  bad  from  being  wet  and  muddy  and  the 
cattle  had  a  very  hard  time  to  get  through. 

(You  may  turn  to  the  journal  of  the  3rd 
Company  of  ten  under  the  presidency  of  Captain 
Levi  Hammon  and  read  of  the  journey  under  his 
command.   The  following  few  incidents  were 
taken  from  the  Autobiography  of  Robert  Lee 
Bybee:) 

"I  want  to  relate  incidents  of  our  travels. 
Post  Offices,  as  we  called  them,  were  a  one  way 
affair  in  that  the  only  information  they  furnished 
was  to  the  company  behind.  Very  frequently  we 
found  information  of  the  company  ahead  of  us. 
Nearly  any  place  on  the  roadside  we  could  find 
the  old  bleached  bones  of  the  buffalo  and  upon 
these  were  written  the  messages.  The  message 
consisted  of  dates  and  enough  information  to  let 
others  know  of  their  condition  at  this  point.   The 
bones  after  the  message  was  written  on  them 
were  placed  in  some  conspicuous  place  by  the 
road-side. 

Occasionally,  as  we  traveled  along,  we  were 
forced  to  make  unexpected  stops  on  account  of 
the  buffalo.   Buffalo,  in  their  in  search  of  food, 
always  had  a  leader  and  it  was  their  custom  to 
follow  the  leader.  Some  of  the  earlier  companies 
had  made  the  serious  mistake  of  trying  to  force 
their  way  through  a  herd  of  them  and  found  out 
mat  the  buffalo  would  not  give  up  their  right  of 
way.  Where  it  had  been  tried,  the  result  was 


usually  a  stampede  among  the  company's  stock 
that  they  were  trailing,  as  well  as  the  oxen 
pulling  the  wagons.   Now  and  then,  along  the 
Platte  River  where  they  were  drinking,  waits 
sometimes  lasted  three  or  four  hours. 

On  our  way  to  Fort  Laramie,  we  passed  a 
large  column  of  rock  extending  into  the  air  about 
500  feet  above  the  Platte  river.  They  called  it 
Chimney  Rock.   It  was  on  the  South  side  of  the 
river,  perhaps  two  or  three  miles  from  the  road, 
which  was  on  the  north  bank.   We  were  quite 
curious  about  it  when  we  passed,  as  we  had  been 
able  to  see  it  for  several  days  before  we  passed 
it.   It  was  possible  to  see  it  for  a  considerable 
distance,  coming  and  going.   It  was  the  only  rock 
formation  near  there  and  was  quite  a  freak  of 
nature  to  us. 

Outside  of  our  own  train  of  people,  we  saw 
only  one  white  man  from  the  time  we  left  Winter 
Quarters,  until  we  reached  Fort  Laramie  and  that 
was  the  man  who  ferried  us  over  the  Missouri 
River  to  Loop's  Fort.   Here  our  cattle  were 
forced  to  swim  across  the  stream.   We  did  not 
meet  a  single  outfit  or  did  we  pass  any,  on  that 
part  of  our  trip.   As  we  neared  Fort  Laramie,  we 
saw  many  Indians  who  had  their  tepees  pitched 
near  the  Fort.   They  were  a  mighty  fine  race  of 
people,  large  in  stature.   Fort  Laramie  was  just 
half  way  to  Salt  Lake.   We  had  planned  so  well, 
we  didn't  have  to  buy  any  supplies  at  the  Fort." 
(Fort  Laramie  is  located  near  the  North  Platte 
River.) 

"We  traveled  up  the  North  Platte  River  for 
about  a  week,  when  we  crossed  over  to  the 
North  side  of  the  River.  The  next  water  of  any 
importance  that  we  came  to  was  the  Sweetwater. 
Sometime  during  the  time  we  were  traveling 
between  these  two  streams,  we  came  to  the  place 
where  the  Oregon  Trail  left  the  Old  Mormon 
Trail. 

We  had  traveled  over  Iowa  wilderness  and 
some  of  Nebraska  without  incident  until  we 
reached  the  Sweetwater.   It  was  well  toward  the 
latter  part  of  August.  As  we  traveled  up  the 
Sweetwater,  we  came  to  one  of  a  few  natural 
wonders  called  Devil's  Gate.  In  all  the  travels 
of  the  pioneers,  Devil's  Gate  was  the  most 
conspicuous  land  mark.  The  water  of  the  river 
ran  through  the  Gate,  which  was  approximately 
300  feet  in  height,  almost  perpendicular  and  solid 
rock. 
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The  next  was  the  Alkali  Lake.   This  was  a 
place  of  concern.   The  supply  of  water  to  this 
seemed  independent  of  any  stream  as  there  were 
no  streams  running  into  it.   Possibly  the  high 
water  of  me  Sweetwater  and  local  rains  were  the 
source  of  supply.   The  lake  covered  25-30  acres 
of  ground.   During  the  summer,  the  lake  would 
entirely  evaporate.   Several  days  before  reaching 
the  lake,  we  noticed  indications  of  alkali  all  along 
the  road.  Practically  all  the  water  of  the  country 
around  the  lake  was  more  or  less  saturated  with 
alkali  and  this  was  particularly  true  of  the  lake 
itself.   The  extra  amount  of  alkali  found  through 
mis  country  made  it  necessary  to  use  precaution 
with  the  stock.  The  substance  that  formed  on  the 
surface  of  the  lake  was  known  as  saleratus,  the 
pioneers  used  this  the  same  as  we  now  use  soda. 
It  could  be  scooped  up  by  wagon  box  loads,  the 
pioneers  gathered  it  with  their  hands  and  put  it  in 
dry  containers  for  use  in  cooking  and  medicinal 
purposes  and  other  things.   There  was 
considerable  evidence  of  misfortunes  that  had 
over  taken  former  pioneers  who  had  preceded  us 
over  the  trail.   We  found  piles  of  wagon  irons 
lying  along  the  trail  and  always  somewhere  in  the 
vicinity  were  the  bones  of  stock  that  were  victims 
of  bad  water  and  poor  feed.  This  was  because  of 
so  much  alkali  in  the  ground. 

The  next,  known  as  Independent  Rock,  was 
a  strange  formation  a  little  ways  from  the  Sweet 
Water.  It  was  possibly  300  feet  high  and  perhaps 
covered  three  or  four  acres  of  ground.  It  sits 
clear  out  in  the  open  valley,  with  mainly  a  flat 
surface  for  quite  a  distance.  It  was  almost 
perpendicular  and  was  rounded  smooth,  almost 
like  a  large  loaf  of  bread.   It  was  solid  rock  and 
had  a  steel  grey  color.  It  is  named  rightly 
because  it  is  independent  of  any  range  of 
mountains  and  is  a  considerable  distance  from 
the  closest  mountains.  We  camped  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  Rock. 

We  proceeded  from  here  to  the  place  on  the 
Sweetwater  River  where  we  would  make  our  last 
crossing  before  we  would  start  across  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  This  was  somewhere  about  the  last 
of  August  or  the  first  part  of  September.  The 
last  crossing  of  the  Sweetwater  was  known  as  the 
"upper  crossing,"  and  it  was  estimated  we  were 
about  two  thirds  of  the  way  on  our  journey. 

Our  journey  across  the  mountains  was  very 
rough  with  rocks  to  avoid  or  drive  over,  trees  to 


block  our  way  and  gullies  and  ravines  to  avoid. 
Sometimes  the  roads  were  already  established 
by  those  who  went  before  us  and  some  were 
washed  away.  We  didn't  suffer  any  accidents, 
but  it  was  hard  on  the  wagons  and  the  oxen.  The 
drivers  were  well  seasoned  by  now  and  knew 
how  to  handle  each  situation. 

After  crossing  the  mountains,  we  came  to  a 
stream  called  the  Big  Sandy.  We  had  plenty  of 
water  and  the  feed  was  good  all  along  the  way. 
After  a  few  days,  we  left  the  Big  Sandy  and  the 
next  stream  was  the  Little  Sandy.   Next,  we 
came  to  the  Green  River  which  we  forded.   The 
next  settlement  of  any  importance  was  Ft. 
Bridger  where  we  camped  one  night.  The  next 
morning  we  were  up  early  and  on  our  way. 
Each  day  now  meant  much  to  us  as  we  neared 
the  goal  we  had  sought  for  and  were  anxious  to 
reach.   Soon  after  we  left  Fort  Bridger,  we  met 
Henry  Beckstead,  who,  acting  on  our 
understanding  of  the  previous  year  to  leave  in 
1851 ,  was  on  his  way  east  to  meet  us.   Our 
meeting  occurred  one  morning  early  just  as  we 
were  preparing  to  pull  out.   His  purpose  in 
meeting  us  was  to  shorten  the  trip  for  Mother 
(Elizabeth  Ann  Lane  Bybee)  and  Father  Byram 
Bybee.  Henry  took  them  with  him.  We  didn't 
see  them  again  until  we  arrived  at  the  Henry 
Beckstead  home  on  the  Weber  River  near 
Ogden. 

We  entered  Echo  Canyon  sometime  in  the 
forepart  of  the  day  and  were  forced  to  make 
camp  on  a  small  stream.  Echo  Canyon  afforded 
much  amusement.   It  was  a  strange  and  new 
thing  to  us.  The  dog  barked  all  night,  he  would 
bark  at  the  echo  of  his  bark.  We  broke  camp 
early  the  next  morning  and  went  down  through 
the  Canyon  until  we  came  to  the  Weber  River. 
Here  we  made  our  first  camp  after  leaving  Echo 
Canyon,  which  was  between  two  mountains 
called  the  Big  and  Little  Mountains.  Here  the 
mountains  were  much  larger. 

The  next  morning  we  had  to  ford  the  river. 
It  was  a  small  stream  here  so  we  had  no  trouble 
crossing.  The  roads  were  quite  steep  and  rocky 
in  some  places  and  our  progress  was  quite  slow. 
We  reached  the  summit  at  about  one  or  two 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  but  proceeded  down  the 
other  side  of  Big  Mountain  before  eating  our 
dinner.  We  camped  here  by  a  little  stream  of 
water.  Early  the  next  morning,  we  were  on  our 
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way  over  Little  Mountain,  (the  pioneers  named 
them  thus).   These  mountains  gave  us  little 
trouble.   At  the  foot  of  Little  Mountain  we 
emerged  into  Emigration  Canyon.   As  we 
emerged  from  the  Canyon,  we  had  our  first 
glimpse  of  Salt  Lake  City,  which  was  then  in  it's 
fourth  year.  Previous  to  this,  we  had  seen  part 
of  the  southern  end  of  the  valley  from  a  point  on 
Big  Mountain,  but  couldn't  see  Salt  Lake.   What 
a  sight  met  our  eyes,  the  land  was  covered  with 
sage  brush,  scrub  oak  and  the  grass  grew  more 
luxuriously  along  the  river  bottoms.  There  was 
evidence  of  some  ground  having  been  broken  up 
and  some  crops  were  being  harvested. 

On  the  21st  of  September,  1851 ,  we  drove 
into  Salt  Lake  City  and  stopped  on  the  road  in 
front  of  several  residence  buildings." 

The  reason  they  stopped  here  was  due  to 
Byram  wanting  to  see  Heber  C.  Kimball,  whom 
Byram  had  helped  move  to  the  Upper  Crossing 
of  the  Sweet  Water  River  on  his  move  westward. 
Heber  C.  Kimball  was  at  home  and  gave  Byram 
counsel  as  to  what  he  should  do. 

"Byram  and  Levi  went  on  up  to  East  Weber, 
(later  Uintah),  where  Byram  found  his  daughter, 
Lucien,  who  had  married  Henry  Beckstead,  and 
his  son,  John,  who  had  married  Polly  Smith,  and 
many  of  their  friends  from  Nauvoo  and  other 
places  they  had  lived  while  preparing  to  come 
West."  (End  of  Robert  Lee  Bybee's 
autobiography  regarding  Levi  Hammon  and 
Polly  Chapman  Hammon' s  journey  across  the 
plains). 


Can  you  realize  what  these  people  faced? 
Three  and  one  half  months  over  a  route 
unfamiliar  to  them,  not  knowing  what  the  next 
mile  or  day  would  bring.  This  was  the  plight  of 
Levi  Hammon  as  the  Captain  over  the  second 
company  of  50  with  sixty  four  people  plodding 
along,  each  with  his  own  worries.   Some  days 
were  good,  others  bad.   No  wonder  at  times 
there  may  have  been  some  murmuring.   Sickness 
would  overtake  some.  Women  gave  birth  to 
their  babies  with  hardly  a  break  in  the  journey 
and  some  of  these  babies  didn't  survive. 
Sometimes  death  overcame  some  of  their  loved 
ones  and  they  would  only  stop  long  enough  to 
bury  their  dead.  Sometimes,  the  lack  of  food 
and  water  made  them  weary  and  yet  on  they 
went,  grateful  for  their  blessings  and  the 


freedom  to  worship  and  follow  the  prophet  of 
God.   It  is  estimated  by  historians  of  Utah  that  as 
many  as  eighty  thousand  pioneers,  including 
men,  women  and  children,  Mormon  and  non 
Mormon,  came  to  Utah  before  the  coming  of  the 
railroad  in  the  early  spring  of  1869. 
Approximately  six  thousand  died  and  were 
buried  either  in  the  ocean  or  by  the  side  of  the 
trail.  Years  have  passed  and  we  need  to  preserve 
their  history  and  honor  and  revere  their 
sacrifices,  that  we  of  their  posterity  can  live 
during  this  period  of  time  to  help  usher  in  the 
coming  of  the  Savior,  the  choicest  time  in  all  the 
history  of  the  world. 

It  isn't  known  where  Levi  and  family  stayed 
the  first  winter  they  were  in  Uinta,  but  probably 
with  some  of  the  Bybee,  Smith  and  Beckstead 
families. 

Uintah  is  situated  about  five  miles  south  of 
Ogden.   Uintah  has  been  known  by  several 
names:  East  Weber,  Deseret,  Easton  and  finally, 
Uintah.   Uintah  was  settled  by  white  people  in 
1850  by  John  M.  Bybee,  Henry  Beckstead, 
Daniel  Smith,  John  L.  Smith,  Joseph  Kingsbury, 
Lewis  and  Joseph  Hardy,  John  Winward  and 
their  families  and  others.   Levi  Hammon  and 
Byram  Bybee  came  with  their  families  next,  the 
21st  of  September,  1851. 

All  of  what  was  Utah  territory  was  named 
Deseret.   In  September,  1850,  an  act  was  passed 
by  Congress  creating  not  a  "State  of  Deseret"  but 
the  "Territory  of  Utah."   Br igham  Young  was 
elected  governor  of  the  Territory  of  Utah  on  the 
3rd  of  February,  1851 ,  and  the  provisional  State 
of  Deseret  came  to  an  end. 

After  the  arrival  of  the  first  settlers  in  1850, 
everyone  began  to  obtain  land  and  to  start 
building  homes,  churches,  schools  and  started 
planting  crops.   As  soon  as  they  had  their  homes 
built,  they  built  fences  to  keep  their  cattle  from 
straying.   They  planted  crops  and  then  turned  to 
bringing  water  to  their  lands  so  the  seed  would 
grow. 

They  started  at  a  small  stream  called  Spring 
Creek  which  unites  with  the  Weber  River  at  the 
mouth  of  Echo  Canyon.   The  Pioneer  Canal  or 
ditch  was  constructed  by  Levi  Hammon  and  John 
Bybee,  son  of  Byram  Bybee  and  others  and  was 
completed  in  1853.   One  of  the  means  used  in 
digging  the  canal  was  using  a  large  tree  with  a 
prong  on  it,  which  was  pulled  by  oxen  and 
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rooted  the  dirt  out.   A  wooden  scraper  and  hand 
shovels  were  used  also. 

Levi  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon 
brought  with  them  a  family  of  five  children, 
having  had  to  leave  little  Rhoda  Ann  buried  at 
Winter  Quarters.   Eight  more  were  born  to  them 
after  they  arrived  in  the  State  of  Deseret:  Lucien 
Vilate,  Heber  Chase  (named  after  Heber  C. 
Kimball),  Betsy  Ann,  Luann  Bird,  Daniel 
Jedediah,  Matilda  Christena,  a  child  (buried  in 
Uintah),  Alice  Francis  and  Jonathan  Marion. 

The  pioneer  people  made  their  living  by 
planting  and  harvesting  their  crops,  raising 
enough  cattle,  sheep,  pigs,  chickens,  horses  and 
planting  gardens.   From  the  wool,  thrifty  women 
washed,  spun  yarn  and  corded  the  wool  and 
wove  it  into  cloth  for  clothing.   For  making 
shoes,  they  took  the  sheep  hides  and  turned  the 
wool  to  the  inside.   The  sheep  tallow  was  melted 
and  used  to  make  candles  and  to  cure  the  hides  to 
be  waterproof.   At  this  time,  the  candles  were 
their  only  source  of  light.   When  a  beef  was 
butchered,  the  hide  would  find  many  uses.  The 
leather  was  tanned  and  used  for  pants  for  men, 
jackets,  gloves,  harnesses  and  many  other  items. 
The  wood  ashes  were  saved  to  make  lye.   Soap 
was  made  from  the  grease  of  the  animal  fat  and 
the  lye  from  the  wood  ashes.   Necessity  became 
the  means  of  learning  many  arts,  which  today  we 
do  not  know.  They  made  friends  with  the 
Indians,  but  had  to  fight  them,  also.  They 
braved  the  wild  animals  and  shared  with  the 
poor.  They  learned  to  do  without  or  substitute 
for  things  they  were  unable  to  procure.   Matches 
were  scarce  so  the  women  banked  their  live  coals 
with  ashes  to  keep  their  fires  overnight.   If  their 
fire  went  out,  they  borrowed  coals  from  their 
neighbors. 

The  pioneers  didn't  have  a  stove  to  cook  on. 
The  cooking  was  done  over  open  fire  in  the 
fireplaces  that  were  also  used  to  heat  the  house. 
No  sewing  machines  were  available  and  there 
were  no  stores  to  go  buy  things  for  a  while,  until 
a  place  could  be  built  for  a  supply  house,  which 
now  would  be  called  a  grocery  store. 

In  the  spring  of  1852,  Brigham  Young  called 
Levi  and  Polly,  his  wife,  to  get  their 
endowments.   This  was  done  on  March  13,  in 
his  office. 

Lucien  Vilate  was  their  first  child  to  be  born 
in  Uintah  on  the  28th  of  December,  1852. 


During  the  spring  of  1853,  Abeah 
Wadsworth,  Henry  Beckstead  and  Nelsen  Arve 
had  erected  as  best  they  could  a  saw  mill  in  East 
Weber.  The  water  of  the  river  was  used  for 
power  for  the  "Muley  Saw"  which  was  a  saw 
with  an  upright  blade.  The  blade  of  the  saw  was 
in  a  frame  moving  up  and  down.   It's  efficiency 
can  be  guessed  from  the  remarks  of  an  old 
pioneer  who  wished,  "He  had  a  lease  on  life  until 
it  could  saw  enough  wood  for  his  coffin." 

On  the  18th  of  March,  1854,  Heber  Chase 
Hammon  was  born,  the  eighth  child  of  Levi  and 
Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon  and  the  second 
son.  They  were  happy  for  another  son  with  five 
girls  older.   They  were  living  in  Uintah  at  this 
time. 

In  1854,  there  was  an  Indian  uprising  known 
as  the  Walker  War  and  it  caused  the  people  of 
East  Weber  (now  known  as  "Uintah"),  to  build  a 
fort.   The  fort  was  about  one  fourtji  of  a  mile 
east  to  west  and  perhaps  500  feet  north  to  south. 
The  walls  were  constructed  of  mud.  At  that 
date,  William  Chandless  described  the  fort  "as  a 
village  by  the  name  of  'East  Weber'  with  a  single 
street  of  cottages  for  some  three  hundred  yards 
in  length,  with  their  gardens  behind  and  the 
whole  enclosed  by  an  earthen  wall,  with  a 
gateway  at  each  end  of  the  oblong.  The  wall 
gave  rather  a  snug  look  to  the  place  and  was 
against  the  Indians,  "effectual."  When  the 
Indians  quieted  down,  the  fort  lost  its  usefulness. 

During  the  summer  of  1854,  the  crickets 
were  real  bad.  The  Pioneers  hadn't  noticed  the 
black  crickets  in  the  foothills  as  they  came  into 
the  valley.  At  first  it  was  only  a  few  and  then 
there  were  hoards  and  hoards  of  them.   They 
came  in  countless  numbers,  at  times  it  seemed 
they  actually  dimmed  the  sun.  They  came  flying 
across  the  country  and  it  seems  as  if  by 
command  or  understanding  they  would  light  all  at 
the  same  time  and  proceed  with  their  destruction. 
They  made  short  work  of  the  patches  of  green 
grain,  gardens,  or  any  thing  that  was  green. 
Almost  invariably  after  they  lit,  they  would  stay 
until  the  following  morning  and  then  fly  away  in 
a  southwesterly  direction  and  never  return.  The 
following  ones  always  came  from  the  Northeast. 

The  northern  shore  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake 
was  literally  covered  six  or  seven  inches  deep 
with  hoppers.   Men  women  and  children  fought 
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with  anything  they  could  find  to  drive  them  into 
ditches  and  burn  them  or  try  to  kill  them. 

The  men  and  women  were  thinking  of  the 
famine  ahead  and  their  long  search  for  another 
home.  The  privation  of  their  loved  ones,  the 
toil,  hard  work  and  shear  exhaustion  they  had 
experienced  brought  despair.  Women,  men  and 
children  prayed.   Then  came  the  gulls,  those 
great  big  birds  with  their  eerie  cry,  they  came  in 
twos,  threes  and  hundreds,  in  thousands-in  great 
flocks  as  they  came.   It  darkened  the  fields  as 
they  devoured  the  crickets,  they  ate  and  gorged 
until  they  could  eat  no  more  and  then  they  would 
disgorge  them  into  the  lake  and  go  and  eat  and 
disgorge  again.  The  lake  shore  was  lined  with 
dead  crickets.   This  procedure  went  on  for  about 
three  weeks.   It  was  called  the  "Miracle  of  the 
Gulls." 

It  was  a  scanty  harvest  that  the  gulls  had 
saved  for  the  Saints  and  it  led  to  another  winter 
with  insufficient  food,  another  winter  of  rations, 
with  all  distinctions  of  rich  and  poor  forgotten. 
If  one  colony  could  survive  in  that  barren  land, 
others  could  be  established.  For  the  next  couple 
of  years,  their  survival  was  unsure.   Only  with  a 
mighty  faith  in  a  Divine  Providence  and  wise 
leadership  could  they  survive.   Sugar  was  one 
dollar  a  pound  and  flour  was  fifty  dollars  a 
pound. 

Even  though  the  Church  had  come  so  far 
west,  so  far  away  from  any  populated  areas  so 
they  wouldn't  be  persecuted  and  could  live  and 
worship  God  and  Jesus  Christ,  build  their  homes 
and  establish  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  in 
peace,  the  adversaries  were  still  at  work.   After 
all  they  had  gone  through  and  were  still  going 
through,  certain  adversaries  were  still  filling  the 
minds  of  the  people  in  the  Washington 
Government  full  of  lies. 

1857  -  The  Utah  War 

Because  the  Territory  of  Deseret  was  still 
under  the  jurisdiction  of  the  United  States 
government,  the  government  sent  appointees  to 
federal  offices  in  the  Territory.  Things  didn't  go 
well  between  the  church  leaders  and  the  federal 
people.  The  federal  officers  left  their  offices  and 
went  back  to  Washington  D.C.,  stating  the 
territory  was  in  a  state  of  rebellion  and  they  had 
been  forced  to  leave  because  of  the  lawlessness 


and  seditious  acts  of  the  governor,  Brigham 
Young,  that  Governor  Young  was  wasting 
federal  funds  allotted  to  the  Territory  and  many 
more  untruths.   President  Buchanan,  the 
president  of  the  United  States,  didn't  take  time  to 
investigate  the  accusations  and  on  28  May,  1857, 
a  part  of  the  Federal  Army  was  ordered  to  Utah 
under  the  direction  of  General  Albert  Sidney 
Johnston. 

The  Utah  Militia  now  took  the  initiative.   A 
council  of  war  was  held  at  Fort  Bridger  on 
October  3.   It  was  decided  to  begin  operations 
against  the  Army  that  was  approaching. 

The  methods  of  defensive  war  to  be  used  had 
been  taught  to  the  Saints  by  the  Prophet  Joseph 
Smith  during  their  struggle  for  existence  in 
Nauvoo  and  was  used  in  their  struggles  crossing 
the  plains  with  the  Indians.   These  methods  were 
more  effective  than  rifle  fire  or  cannons. 

The  people  of  the  Territory  were  ready  to  do 
their  part  in  stopping  Johnston's  Army  from 
coming  into  their  territory.  The  Saints  had 
moved  into  the  mountains  and  some  to  the  south, 
with  their  families  and  had  taken  everything  they 
owned,  including  their  cattle  and  all,  and  were 
ready  to  burn  their  homes  if  necessary  if  the 
army  came  into  the  area.   The  Saints  had  barely 
started  building  the  temple,  so  they  covered  it 
over  and  buried  it  so  it  didn't  look  like  anything 
was  ever  there.  The  place  looked  deserted. 

Fort  Bridger  and  Fort  Supply,  then  owned  by 
the  Church,  were  burned  to  the  ground.  They 
burned  all  the  grass  and  sage  brush  for  a  great 
distance  around  the  area.  This  was  to  prevent 
them  from  being  used  by  the  United  States  for  an 
Army  Post  and  so  the  oncoming  army  wouldn't 
have  any  feed  for  their  animals.   Men  were  sent 
to  meet  up  with  a  United  States  supply  trains  to 
drive  them  back  or  burn  them  and  drive  off  their 
cattle  from  their  army  encampment.  From  these 
successive  raids,  1 ,000  head  of  cattle  were  sent 
to  Salt  Lake. 

The  winter  was  so  intense,  Colonel  Johnson 
went  back  with  his  men  to  one  of  their 
encampments.  Before  the  winter  was  over,  the 
administration  was  ready  to  withdraw  peaceably 
and  all  armed  bodies  were  ordered  to  disband 
without  any  use  of  fire  arms. 

On  the  25th  of  February,  1858,  when 
Colonel  Thomas  L.  Kane,  a  very  influential  man 
in  the  United  States  Army,  a  non  Mormon,  but  a 
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very  good  friend  of  Brigham  Young  and  the 
Saints  and  in  great  sympathy  with  them  because 
of  the  way  they  had  been  treated,  heard  of  what 
was  happening.   He  left  his  sick  bed  in  New 
York  and  traveled  by  way  of  the  Isthmus  of 
Panama  to  Los  Angeles  and  thence  by  the 
southern  overland  route,  to  come  to  their  aid. 

Brigham  Young  asked  Colonel  Kane  to  be 
the  negotiator  between  the  Government  and  the 
Mormons.  Colonel  Kane  left  Salt  Lake  City  on 
March  8,  1858,  with  a  letter  from  Brigham 
Young,  "accrediting  him  as  a  negotiator  in  the 
existing  difficulties."   On  March  12,  he  arrived 
at  Camp  Scott,  where  he  was  entertained  by 
Governor  Cumming.  General  Johnson  opposed 
his  interference  in  affairs  and  attempted  to  arrest 
him  as  a  spy.  The  incident  nearly  resulted  in  a 
duel  between  General  Johnson  and  Colonel 
Kane.   (History  of  Brigham  Young,  Ms.   Entry 
for  August  15,  1858,  page  927;  Utah  Expedition, 
Atlantic  Monthly,  April,  1859). 

The  result  of  Colonel  Kane's  visit  of  some 
three  weeks  with  Governor  Cummings  was  the 
convincing  of  the  Governor  that  he  should 
accompany  Kane  to  Salt  Lake  City.   The 
Governor  was  assured  he  would  receive  a  royal 
reception.  Governor  Cumming  reported  to 
Washington  D.C. ,  the  true  state  of  affairs  and 
the  deliberate  falseness  of  Drummond's  charges. 
Even  before  news  of  Colonel  Kane's 
accomplishments  and  Governor  Cummings 
report  reached  the  East,  a  storm  of  protest  was 
raging  against  President  Buchanan  and  his 
course  in  sending  out  the  Utah  expedition. 
Senators  Henry  Wilson  of  Massachusetts  and 
Sam  Houston  of  Texas  and  Representatives 
Warren  from  Arkansas  and  Zollicoffer  of 
Tennessee,  openly  demanded  an  investigation. 
The  important  newspapers  of  the  east,  especially 
the  New  York  Times,  New  York  Tribune  and 
the  Herald  took  up  the  fight.   In  April,  President 
Buchanan  appointed  a  peace  commission, 
composed  of  L.W.  Powell,  a  former  governor  of 
Kentucky  and  Major  Ben  McCullock,  of  Texas. 
The  commission  carried  with  mem  a 
proclamation  of  pardon,  under  the  date  April  6, 
1858.   The  proclamation  declared  the  Church 
leader  to  be  in  a  state  of  "rebellion"  and 
"treason" ,  yet  in  order  to  prevent  the  shedding 
of  blood,  granted  a  pardon  to  all  who  would 


submit  to  the  authority  of  the  Federal 
Government. 

The  peace  commission  reached  Salt  Lake 
City  on  June  7th  and  were  astonished  to  find  so 
large  a  city  with  it's  inhabitants  fled.   Even  the 
church  leaders  had  joined  in  the  move  south. 
Brigham  Young  declared  that  the  Church  leaders 
were  not  guilty  of  treason  or  of  rebellion,  but 
would  accept  the  pardon.   It  was  agreed  that  the 
army  would  be  allowed  to  pass  through  the  City 
unmolested,  provided  they  would  not  stop  and 
would  camp  at  least  forty  miles  away.  On  June 
26,  1858,  the  army  entered  Salt  Lake  City  and 
camped  on  the  Jordan  River.   Three  days  later 
they  marched  southward  and  established  a 
permanent  camp  in  Cedar  Valley.  The  camp  was 
called  "Camp  Floyd"  until  the  outbreak  of  the 
Civil  War,  when  the  camp  was  abandoned.   The 
course  taken  by  the  Saints  in  the  "Utah  War" 
was  vindicated  in  the  eyes  of  the  nation.  It  will 
ever  remain  one  of  the  outstanding  examples  of 
the  faith  of  a  people  in  the  power  of  the 
Almighty  God  to  protect  them.   The  unwavering 
position  of  Brigham  Young,  with  the  help  of  the 
Lord  and  the  Saints  withstanding  the  entire  Army 
of  the  United  States,  won  the  respect  and 
admiration  of  the  world.  It  will  forever  cause 
him  to  rank  with  the  great  spiritual  leaders  of 
mankind.  (House  Executive  Documents,  35th 
Congress,  2nd  session,  Vol  2,  pt.2,  page  72-73) 
1857:   (Source:  Excerpts  from  the  book,  "The 
Restored  Church",  author:  William  Edwin 
Bennett,  compiled  for  the  use  of  teaching  Church 
History  as  a  course  of  study  in  the  L.D.S. 
Seminary  course  of  study,  chapter  heading  "  The 
Utah  War"  pages  321-334). 

The  Utah  Militia  had  placed  guards  in  every 
position  that  the  army  might  come  through  to 
enter  the  valley  and  were  ready  if  they  came 
their  way.  Levi  Hammon  spent  three  months  on 
duty  at  Echo  Canyon.   During  this  time,  his  wife 
Polly  lay  ill  with  Milk  Fever,  contracted 
following  the  birth  of  a  daughter  named  Luann 
Bird,  she  being  born  on  21  November,  1857,  in 
East  Weber,  Weber  County,  Utah.   Not  being 
able  to  nurse  her  baby,  Saloma,  being  13  years 
old  and  Martha  Jane,  being  1 1  years  old,  took 
turns  carrying  the  baby  to  neighbors  who  had 
small  babies  of  their  own  and  the  women  took 
turns  nursing  the  baby  until  she  was  old  enough 
to  be  fed  with  a  spoon. 
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Life  went  on  and  things  were  progressing 
fairly  well.   They  had  suffered  through  crop 
failures  from  the  frost,  the  battle  with  the 
crickets  and  grasshoppers,  with  both  insects 
devastating  to  their  crops.   Often-times  they 
relied  on  the  roots  of  the  beautiful  sego  lily, 
which  adorned  the  country  side.  They  also  ate 
water  cress  that  grew  among  the  springs,  thistle 
stalks  and  pig  weeds.   Some  had  beef  and  shared 
what  they  had  with  others.   They  also  needed 
vegetables  and  greens  but  the  crickets  and 
grasshoppers  kept  them  cleaned  up.   Settlements 
were  being  made  in  surrounding  areas  and  things 
were  looking  better.   They  had  moved  from  the 
Hooper  herd  house.   Another  child,  Daniel 
Jedediah,  was  born  14  October,  1859.  They 
were  living  in  South  Weber,  Weber  county,  at 
this  time.  Owing  to  the  high  elevation  and  rather 
rigid  climate,  no  attempt  was  made  to  settle  Bear 
Lake  Valley  until  the  fall  of  1863,  when  Apostle 
Charles  C.  Rich  and  others  were  called  by 
President  Brigham  Young  to  settle  Bear  Lake 
country.  There  were  so  many  immigrants 
coming  into  Salt  Lake  Valley,  that  other 
settlements  had  to  be  organized  to  accommodate 
the  influx  of  people. 

Can  you  imagine  what  feelings  Grandmother 
Polly  Chapman  Hammon  must  have  had  when 
her  faithful  husband,  Levi  Hammon,  brought 
word  he  had  been  called  to  take  his  family  and 
go  with  Apostle  C.  C.  Rich  into  the  bleak  cold 
country  of  Bear  Lake  Valley  and  help  in  building 
up  this  part  of  Zion?  Grandfather  and 
Grandmother  Hammon  were  now  forty  two 
years  old.  I  think  they  had  planted  their  roots 
fairly  deep  in  the  Uintah  area.  They  had  about 
10  children  still  at  home.   Four  of  their  children 
had  died,  which  brought  them  much  sorrow. 
They  would  have  to  leave  all  their  friends. 

The  company  entered  the  valley  from  the 
west,  crossing  the  mountains  which  separate 
Bear  Lake  and  Cache  Valley.  They  followed  the 
head  waters  of  Mink  Creek  over  to  the  head 
waters  of  Emigration  Creek,  which  they 
followed  down  to  the  open  valley.   Looking 
around  for  a  place  to  locate,  their  first 
settlement  was  located  on  the  north  side  of  the 
creek,  where  Paris  now  stands.  They  arrived  on 
26  September,  1863.  The  company  consisted  of 
nine  wagons.  The  day  after  the  arrival  of  the  first 


nine  wagons,  other  settlers  entered  the  valley  and 
continued  to  arrive  during  the  rest  of  October. 

Soon  after  their  arrival,  a  survey  was  made 
which  consisted  of  two  blocks.  There  were 
about  twenty  log  cabins  built  that  fall.  They 
were  erected  of  quaking  aspen  logs  and  all  had 
dirt  roofs  and  dirt  floors.  Roads  were  made  to 
the  timber  that  fall  and  several  bridges  were 
built.   "Considerable  wild  hay  was  cut  and  stored 
to  feed  the  animals  during  the  winter,  which 
happened  to  be  very  mild."  (Encyclopedic 
History  of  the  Church  by  Andrew  Jensen.) 

"Liberty  Ward,  Bear  Lake  Stake,  Bear 
Lake,  Idaho,  consisted  of  Latter-Day  Saints 
residing  in  or  near  the  village  of  Liberty,  which 
is  situated  at  the  forks  of  Liberty  Creek  and 
North  Creek,  about  eight  miles  northwest  of 
Paris  and  three  and  one-half  miles  west  of  Ovid. 

Liberty  was  first  settled  in  the  spring  of  1864 
by  a  group  led  by  Levi  Hammon,  who  had  been 
called  and  set  apart  as  Presiding  Elder  of  the  new 
colony.   He  built  the  first  house  in  Liberty  in 
October  of  1864.  He  was  succeeded  by  Edwin 
N.  Austin,  who  took  charge  until  the  26th  of 
August,  1877,  when  the  Liberty  Branch  was 
organized  as  a  ward  with  Edwin  N.  Austin  as 
Bishop."  (Encyclopedic  History  of  the  church.) 

This  is  the  writing  of  the  D.U.P.  Monument 
no.  238  erected  in  1957,  at  Liberty,  Bear  Lake 
Valley,  Idaho  : 

"In  1863,  Charles  C.  Rich  with  others 
explored  this  valley.  In  1864,  a  group  of  settlers 
in  eleven  wagons  traveled  through  the  Canyon  in 
September  and  founded  Paris.  Log  huts  with  dirt 
floors  and  roofs  sheltered  48  men  and  40 
women  and  30  children  during  the  winter. 
Church  services  were  held  in  homes  until  a  log 
building  was  erected.   Next  year,  700  pioneers 
entered  the  valley  and  established  other 
settlements.  Fish  and  wild  game  was  their  main 
food.  Communications  between  settlements  was 
had  by  men  on  snow  shoes.  A  treaty  of  peace 
and  friendship  with  the  Indians  was  made  by  C. 
C.  Rich  and  has  been  faithfully  kept  in  Bear 
Lake  County." 

The  Levi  Hammon  Company  left  the  1st  of 
March,  1864,  in  covered  wagons.  There  was 
Levi  and  his  wife,  Polly  Chapman  Bybee,  Aunt 
Elizabeth  Hammon,  who  had  married  George 
Davis,  Aunt  Saloma  who  married  John  Prescott 
and  others.  I  do  not  know  who  or  how  many 
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wagons  there  were.   They  built  log  houses, 
Levi's  being  the  first  log  house  erected  in 
Liberty  and  in  this  house  Saloma  gave  birth  to 
her  first  child  born  in  Liberty. 

The  winter  of  1864  was  especially  severe. 
The  grain  crop  planted  during  the  spring  froze 
before  it  was  mature.  That  winter  the  pioneers 
were  forced  to  grind  the  immature  grain  with  a 
coffee  grinder  in  order  to  make  flour.   The  bread 
made  from  this  wheat  was  of  very  poor  quality 
and  was  sticky  and  unpalatable.   The  snow  was 
very  deep  and  cold.   Many  of  the  stock  died 
because  of  intense  cold  and  scarce  feed.  The 
Indians  gave  them  much  concern,  drove  their 
cattle  away  and  harassed  them  in  many  ways.  It 
was  necessary  for  the  group  to  move  into  Paris 
for  the  winter  of  1864.   In  the  spring  of  1865, 
they  went  back  again  and  planted  crops.  At  age 
45,  Grandmother  Polly  Chapman  gave  birth  to 
her  last  child,  Alice  Frances,  on  the  5th  of  April, 
1865,  in  Liberty,  Bear  Lake,  Idaho. 

Again  the  frost  took  their  crops  and  most  of 
their  food  was  boiled  wheat  and  whatever  wild 
game  they  could  procure.   Grandfather  moved 
his  family  to  Franklin  for  the  winter  of  1865 
where  he  could  obtain  work  to  provide  his  family 
with  food.  He  remained  in  Franklin  during  the 
summer  of  1866  and  worked  at  various  jobs  to 
provide  food  for  his  family.   He  had  a  large 
family  of  nine  children,  the  eldest  being  sixteen 
years  of  age  at  home. 

When  Levi  moved  to  Franklin,  he  left  some 
of  his  belongings  at  his  house  in  Liberty.   Some 
of  these  things  were  needed  as  winter  was 
approaching,  so  Grandfather  Levi  sent  his  son 
Levi  Byram,  who  was  now  a  lad  of  sixteen,  on 
horseback  to  bring  some  of  these  things  back. 
His  horse  was  a  colt,  not  too  well  broken  and  as 
he  rode  along,  having  gone  by  Mink  Creek,  his 
trail  was  through  the  mountains  and  there  was 
about  twelve  inches  of  snow  on  the  ground. 
Suddenly  the  horse  began  jumping  and  bucking 
and  Levi  Byram  went  off  of  his  horse.  He 
managed  to  keep  his  hold  on  the  reins,  but  his  leg 
was  broken  in  two  places.   There  he  was,  with  a 
broken  leg,  helpless  and  alone,  by  the  side  of  the 
road.   Soon  the  hours  passed  and  not  a  soul  came 
along.  Finally,  Levi  Byram  decided  this  might 
be  his  last  as  he  was  getting  numb  with  cold  and 
pain.   So  he  took  his  knife  and  scratched  on  top 
of  his  leather  boot  what  had  happened  and  tied 


himself  with  the  reins  to  the  horse,  thinking  if 
worse  came  to  worse,  the  horse  might  drag  him 
home. 

As  night  approached,  Charley  Warner  came 
along  with  a  load  of  logs  on  the  running  gears  of 
his  wagon.   As  he  came  nearer,  Levi  Byram' s 
horse  whinnied  and  Warner's  horses  answered 
the  whinny,  and  so  Warner  stopped  to 
investigate.   He  found  Levi  Byram  in  a  very  bad 
way.   Some  how,  he  got  Levi  Byram  on  the  load 
of  logs  and  after  quite  some  time  reached  help. 
They  got  Levi  Byram  revived  and  warm,  got  him 
home,  and  somehow  got  his  leg  set.  It  gave  him 
much  trouble  and  pain.  He  favored  that  leg  all 
the  rest  of  his  life. 

This  was  hard  on  his  father  as  his  father 
wasn't  very  well  at  this  time.   He  had  a  very  bad 
cough,  the  rigorous  climate  was  very  hard  to 
take,  his  responsibilities  were  beginning  to  tell  on 
him  and  he  needed  help. 

Levi,  having  been  honorably  released  earlier 
in  1866,  decided  to  return  to  Utah  where  the 
weather  and  Indians  were  not  quite  so  bad.  They 
moved  back  in  the  fall  of  1866.  His  son-in-law, 
George  Davis  and  family,  also  returned,  but  Levi 
and  Polly's  daughter  Saloma,  her  family  and  son 
Jonathan,  stayed  in  Liberty.   Others  followed 
Levi  Hammon  and  his  family  to  Hooper. 

Grandfather  Levi  and  Grandmother  Polly 
moved  to  Hooper,  which  was  situated  on  a  delta 
of  the  Weber  River  about  three  miles  east  of  the 
shores  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake  and  about  twelve 
miles  west  of  Ogden  and  Weber  Canyons.   It  lies 
in  the  extreme  western  part  of  Weber  County 
and  the  northwestern  part  of  Davis  county.   In 
1877  the  town  was  divided  by  the  county  line, 
leaving  Hooper  in  both  counties.   This  accounts 
for  it  being  called  North  and  South  Hooper  (this 
area  was  first  known  as  Muskrat  Springs). 

The  Hooper  herd  house  was  built  of  adobe 
and  had  four  rooms  on  the  main  floor,  two 
rooms  upstairs  and  had  a  two  room  lean-to  on  the 
north  side  with  a  porch  on  the  south.   The  house 
had  a  dirt  roof  and  was  used  as  a  shelter  for 
Captain  Hooper's  herders.   The  honorable 
William  H.  Hooper  was  Utah's  Territorial 
Delegate  to  Congress.   He  ran  his  cattle  from 
Clearfield  on  the  south  to  Weber  River  on  the 
north,  but  as  settlers  built  homes,  Hooper  moved 
his  cattle  to  Skull  Valley,  west  of  Grantsville. 
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It  was  in  this  house  that  Levi  and  his  family, 
and  Uncle  George  Davis  and  his  family,  found 
shelter.  Aunt  Alice  Hanny  says  the  families  of 
Ed  Cherry  and  Tom  Smith  lived  there  also.   At 
that  time  everyone  shared  with  one  another,  so 
maybe  they  did. 

In  the  spring  of  1867,  Uncle  George  and 
Levi  Hammon  plowed  and  planted  gardens  and 
grain.   This  was  the  first  land  plowed  in  South 
Hooper.  They  continued  to  live  in  the  herd 
house. 

On  the  17th  of  June,  1868,  Gilbert  Belnap 
was  set  apart  as  Presiding  Elder,  Levi  Hammon 
as  first  counselor  and  Arvil  Attwood  as  second 
counselor  of  the  Hooper  Branch,  this  being  the 
first  organization  of  the  church  branches  in  the 
Hooper  area. 

On  the  17th  of  June,  1869,  the  Hooper 
School  District  was  organized;  the  trustees 
elected  were  Gilbert  Belnap,  Levi  Hammon  and 
James  Hale.  Levi  helped  build  the  adobe  school 
house.  Levi  Hammon  had  also  helped  build  the 
Union  Pacific  Railroad  through  Weber  Canyon. 
This  was  before  the  year  of  1869. 

James  Hale  came  to  Hooper  in  1 863 .   He 
constructed  two  dugouts  on  the  shore  of  Great 
Salt  Lake  about  one  and  one-half  miles  west  of 
Hooper  herd  house. 

On  May  18,  1864,  Howard  Hale  was  born 
the  first  child  born  in  Hooper.  James  Hale  made 
a  living  by  gathering  salt  for  commercial 
purposes.  West  winds  blew  the  salt  water  into 
sloughs  and  the  sun  evaporated  it,  leaving  salt  on 
the  ground.   Later,  water  was  pumped  into 
sloughs  from  the  lake  and  salt  was  obtained  on  a 
larger  scale.  It  was  scooped  up  and  stored  in  dry 
boxes. 

Other  settlers  followed  Levi  Hammon  and 
George  Davis  into  this  area  and  the  town  became 
a  thriving  community. 

According  to  Uncle  "Reuben  Belnap' s 
Family  History  Book" ,  he  states  that  he  met  his 
wife,  Lucien  Vilate  Hammon  in  the  spring  of 
1 869  when  he  and  two  of  his  brothers  were 
working  with  a  surveying  party,  surveying  the 
land  into  sections  for  the  government. 

He  states,  "About  the  third  day  they  had 
moved  down  the  canyon  and  out  on  the  flat  near 
the  old  adobe  Hooper  Herd  House  where  they 
decided  to  stop  for  dinner.  They  were  welcomed 
and  it  was  while  they  were  waiting  for  dinner 


that  Reuben  met  Lucien,  his  future  wife,  who 
was  helping  her  mother  prepare  dinner.   He  was 
impressed  with  her  shining  red  hair  and  made  a 
good  point  to  see  her  the  following  Sunday."  It 
seems  another  romance  began  with  the  Belnap 
family.  Reuben's  sister,  Martha  Jane,  became 
acquainted  with  Lucien" s  brother,  Levi  Byram. 
These  two  romances  blossomed  and  on  the  1 1  th 
of  January,  1870,  Reuben  and  Lucien  were 
married  in  the  Endowment  House  in  Salt  Lake 
City,  Utah. 

In  1875,  five  thousand  acres  of  land  was  put 
under  irrigation  with  the  Hooper  Canal. 
Grandfather  Levi  Hammon  and  his  boys  helped 
dig  this  canal.   It  was  seventeen  and  one  half 
miles  long  and  cost  $75,420  to  build.   At  this 
time,  the  water  was  used  for  culinary  use.   They 
used  the  small  plows  of  that  day  and  could  only 
plow  one  furrow  at  a  time.   They  also  used 
wooden  scrapers,  picks  and  shovels.  This  was 
quite  an  accomplishment  at  this  time,  with  the 
crude  implements  of  that  day.   The  cost  was 
overwhelming,  when  looking  at  the  conditions  of 
that  day  when  money  was  so  scarce. 

In  1878,  a  branch  of  the  Z.C.M.I.  was 
formed  and  was  called  the  Hooper  Co-op  with 
Henry  B.  Gwilliams  as  Superintendent.   In  1880, 
the  Ogden-Syracuse  Railroad  Company  was 
incorporated  with  a  capitol  stock  of  two  hundred 
thousand  dollars.   It's  purpose  was  to  construct  a 
railway  to  the  famous  bathing  resort,  on  the 
shores  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake.  The  railroad  also 
hauled  salt  from  the  salt  works  on  the  shores  of 
the  lake. 

Because  of  the  good  bathing  beach  on  the 
lake  shore  at  Hooper,  D.  C.  Adams  of  Salt  Lake 
City  and  Fred  J.  Kiesel  of  Ogden  built  the  largest 
dance  pavilion,  bathing  resort  and  recreational 
resort  in  the  state  of  Utah.   It  was  an  open  air 
pavilion  with  coal  oil  lamps  that  lit  the  ballroom 
at  night.  The  music  was  furnished  by  Salt  Lake, 
Ogden  and  local  talent.  The  bathers  were  taken 
back  and  forth  to  the  bath  houses  by  a  streetcar 
drawn  by  two  mules.   Later  the  lake  receded  so 
the  water  was  too  low  for  good  bathing  and  so 
the  pavilion  was  used  for  other  purposes. 

Grandfather  Levi  Hammon  built  a  hewn  log 
house  on  his  land  and  moved  his  family  into  a 
more  home-like  place.  The  house  was  a  story 
and  a  half  high  -  the  loft  was  floored  to  use  as 
bedrooms  for  his  children.   On  the  ground  floor 
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was  a  large  front  room  with  a  porch  on  the  east 
and  a  small  room  on  the  west,  with  a  customary 
lean-to  on  the  south  side  which  was  a  long  room 
with  a  room  on  the  west  end  to  be  used  as  a  store 
room  or  a  pantry. 

They  planted  shade  trees,  fruit  trees,  berries, 
grape  vines,  native  currents  and  gooseberry 
bushes  and  had  good  gardens.   They  drove  pipes 
in  the  ground  and  got  a  good  flows  of  water  to 
use  for  their  culinary  uses  and  to  water  their 
flowers  and  gardens.   They  lived  quite 
comfortably.   The  children  took  advantage  of  the 
meager  schools  of  that  day  and  some  even  went 
to  school  after  they  were  married,  so  they  could 
learn  the  art  of  reading  and  writing.  They  also 
worked  in  different  organizations  of  the  Church 
of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-Day  Saints  and  all  were 
active  in  community  affairs.   Grandfather  Levi 
served  as  Constable  and  Justice  of  the  Peace  and 
performed  many  marriages,  some  being  his  own 
children. 

Life  drifted  on  in  the  usual  way  in  Hooper; 
the  town  was  growing  larger  and  Grandfather 
Levi's  children  all  were  married  except  Uncle 
Jonathan  Marion  (Daunt)  and  Aunt  Alice  still 
remained  at  home.   Grandfather  Levi's  health 
never  improved  very  much.   Grandmother  Polly 
and  Grandfather  Levi  were  growing  older. 
Through  all  of  the  trials  they  experienced  during 
their  live's,  their  testimony  of  the  gospel  hadn't 
dimmed  and  they  would  continue  in  following  the 
teachings  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ.  They 
were  happy  and  satisfied  with  their  lives  and 
happy  to  be  in  Utah. 

Homesteading  in  Idaho  in  1884 

Uncle  George  Davis  was  never  satisfied  at 
their  failure  to  establish  a  white  settlement  in 
Idaho  Territory  and  kept  wanting  to  come  back 
and  try  again.  They  learned  of  some  Indian  lands 
in  the  Snake  River  Valley  being  opened  up  for 
homesteading.  Uncle  George  and  his  son-in-law, 
Riley  Howard,  went  on  a  scouting  trip.  They 
went  on  horse  back  up  the  Snake  River  Valley 
and  liked  what  they  saw.   There  were  a  few 
homesteaders  there  and  they  were  building  a 
church  and  also  building  a  canal  to  bring  water 
onto  the  Wilford  flat,  as  they  called  it.  They 
were  trying  to  bring  the  water  from  the  Teton 
River.  George  Davis  and  Riley  Howard  filed  on 


homesteads  on  Wilford  Flat  and  helped  work  on 
the  church  and  the  canal  until  late  fall  and  then 
returned  to  Utah  for  the  winter. 

The  next  spring,  Uncle  George  Davis  and 
Riley  Howard,  accompanied  by  James  Meservy 
and  his  family,  returned  to  Wilford  Flat.   They 
finished  the  church,  built  three  log  homes  and 
finished  the  canal  but  found  the  Teton  River  was 
too  low.   Uncle  George  Davis  got  some  men 
together  and  had  a  survey  made  to  see  if  the 
water  from  the  Fall  River  would  work  and  found 
it  would  be  successful,  it  being  a  distance  of 
seventeen  miles  from  the  river.    "They  started 
work  on  the  canal  on  or  before  June  5,  1885  and 
it  took  them  three  years  to  finish  the  canal." 
(Pioneer  Irrigation  page  270). 

That  fall,  they  returned  to  Utah  and  in  April 
of  1886,  they  started  moving  their  families  to 
Idaho.  The  caravan  consisted  of  the  following 
families;  George  Davis  and  family,- Riley 
Howard  and  family,  Hobert  Thompson  and 
family,  George  Albert  Davis  (son  of  George 
Davis)  and  family,  William  Davis  and  family, 
James  Meservy  and  family,  Reubin  Belnap  and 
family,  Jonathan  Marion  Hammon  (single), 
William  S.  Jones  (single)  and  probably  a 
relative,  David  Bybee,  a  brother  of  Polly 
Chapman  Bybee  Hammon,  Dave  Bybee  and 
family  (probably  another  relative)  who  dropped 
off  at  Eagle  Rock,  Idaho  and  made  their  home  in 
that  area. 

All  the  above  mentioned  were  descendants  of 
Levi  Hammon  with  the  exceptions  of  the  Bybee 
family  and  they  were  related  to  grandmother 
Hammon's  side  of  the  family  and  William  Davis, 
a  brother  to  uncle  George  Davis.  These  families 
and  people  were  all  family  or  relations  of 
Grandfather  and  Grandmother  Levi  and  Polly 
Chapman  Bybee  Hammon's  family.   In  as  much 
as  most  of  their  families  were  moving  to  Wilford 
Idaho,  they  decided  to  go  also.   I  think  Grandpa 
Levi  found  excitement  in  helping  to  build  a  new 
settlement,  so  the  gospel  might  be  shared  in  this 
part  of  the  vineyard. 

After  having  lived  in  Hooper  for  about  19 
years,  Grandfather  and  Grandmother  Hammon 
were  leaving  their  home  at  Hooper  to  go  to 
Idaho.  They  were  both  65  years  old.  It  would 
be  a  hard  time  for  them  again.  Grandfather  Levi 
and  Grandmother  Polly  and  the  family  decided  to 
go  by  way  of  Logan  and  do  some  unfinished 
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temple  work  that  needed  to  be  done. 
Grandfather  and  Grandmother  Hammon  and 
their  daughter  Martha  Prescott  and  son  Levi 
Byram  Hammon  took  the  train  to  Logan.   The 
six  older  children  were  sealed  to  their  parents  on 
14  October,  1886.  The  parents  had  been 
endowed  and  sealed  in  President  Brigham 
Young's  office  on  13  March,  1852,  which  had 
been  dedicated  and  set  apart  for  this  sacred 
ordinance. 

The  next  morning,  Grandfather  Levi  and 
Grandmother  Polly  left  by  train  to  go  to  Idaho  to 
make  their  home.  Their  daughter,  Martha 
Hammon  Prescott,  went  back  to  Bountiful  to  her 
family  and  their  son,  Levi  Byram  Hammon, 
went  back  to  the  home  he  had  bought  from  his 
parents  in  Hooper.  They  all  felt  at  peace  that 
these  ordinances  had  been  completed  and  now 
their  whole  family  was  sealed  for  time  and 
throughout  eternity.   Grandfather  Levi  and 
Grandmother  Polly  had  finally  fulfilled  the 
dream  they  had  carried  with  them  since  they  had 
joined  the  church  in  Nauvoo. 

When  they  arrived  at  Market  Lake,  their 
son-in-law,  James  Meservy  met  the  train  and 
took  them  to  his  home  that  he  had  built  the 
summer  before.  The  journey  to  Idaho  by  the 
other  members  of  the  family  was  not  so  easy. 
The  fall  weather  was  cold  and  rainy  and  the 
roads  were  poor  and  very  muddy.   Uncle 
Jonathan  Marion  (Daunt)  tried  to  drive  six  horses 
and  trail  one  wagon,  but  had  much  trouble,  and 
finally  they  talked  him  into  letting  Aunt  Alice 
drive  one  wagon  and  this  proved  more 
successful. 

Charlie  Mason  was  the  son  of  Rebecca  Smith 
and  Andrew  Martin  Mason.   His  mother  died 
when  Charlie  was  young.  His  aunt  Polly 
Chapman  Bybee  Hammon  raised  him.  His 
Grandmother,  Elizabeth  Jane  Bybee,  was  a  sister 
to  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon.   Charlie 
helped  drive  the  loose  cattle  to  Idaho.   The  first 
winter,  Uncle  Heber's  family,  grandfather, 
grandmother,  Uncle  Jonathan  Marion  (Daunt), 
Aunt  Alice  and  Charlie  Mason  lived  in  a  three 
room  house.  Grandmother  had  two  rooms  and 
Uncle  Heber's  family  one  room.   Charlie  and 
Uncle  Daunt  slept  in  the  sheep  wagon  all  winter. 

The  next  spring,  1887,  Grandfather  Levi 
filed  on  land  and  built  a  sawed  log  house  on  it. 
Betsy  Ann  contracted  erysipelas  and  since  there 
were  no  doctors  around  or  serum  to  treat  this 
dreadful  infection,  she  passed  away,  leaving 


young  children.  Grandmother  took  the  three 
younger  ones  to  raise  and  with  Aunt  Alice  to 
help,  they  tried  very  hard  to  care  for  them.  Lee, 
the  eldest  boy,  stayed  with  his  father  and  one 
year  later  "little  Jimmie"  died  so  Lee  came  and 
lived  with  grandmother  too.   Alice  married  in 
1889,  but  she  was  close  enough  to  help  some  and 
Annie  was  getting  old  enough  to  do  some  chores. 

The  death  of  Betsy  Ann  was  indeed  a  severe 
blow  to  grandfather  and  grandmother,  who  were 
getting  old  and  it  seemed  they  had  endured  so 
much.  It  was  with  much  sorrow  they  laid  her  to 
rest.  The  three  children  have  grown  up  and  have 
been  shining  stars  in  the  long  line  of  their 
descendants. 

"In  1894,  Aunt  Alice  says  the  folks'  home 
burned  down  and  Father  (Levi),  Mother  (Polly), 
Charlie  Mason  (a  nephew  who's  mother  was  a 
sister  to  Polly  and  she  raised  him),  came  and 
stayed  with  us  and  Polly  Davis  (a  daughter  of 
Levi  and  Polly)."    Uncle  Heber  moved  to  Twin 
Groves  (Fall  River  Country).   Later, 
Grandfather  Levi  and  Grandmother  Polly  and 
those  of  his  household  moved  into  their  home. 
Grandfather  Levi  went  to  visit  Aunt  Polly  Davis 
and  died  at  her  home  on  the  8th  of  November, 
1894.  His  beloved  wife,  Polly  Chapman  Bybee 
Hammon,  died  on  the  5th  of  August,  1902,  in 
Wilford,  Fremont  Co.,  Idaho.  They  are  both 
buried  in  the  Wilford  Cemetery. 

He  had  spent  his  life  in  the  services  of  his 
God,  his  Church  and  his  fellow  men  and  had 
served  as  Captain  over  the  3rd  Company  of  ten 
under  Captain  Alfred  Cordon,  while  crossing  the 
plains  in  a  covered  wagon.   He  acted  as  a  scout 
for  his  brethren  during  the  invasion  of  Johnston's 
army.  He  was  a  leader  in  the  colonization  of 
different  parts  of  Utah  and  Idaho  and  cared  for 
the  homeless  and  orphans.   He  stands  as 
Patriarch  with  his  noble  wife,  over  a  great 
posterity  which  is  in  the  thousands  by  now  and 
which  has  spread  here  and  there  over  the  world. 

Many  of  his  posterity  have,  or  are  now 
serving  missions  for  his  beloved  church,  here 
and  there  over  the  world  taking  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ  to  all  who  will  listen.  Grandmother 
Polly  went  to  Preston  to  live  for  a  while  and 
lived  with  Uncle  Jed  and  Uncle  Daunt  for  a 
while.  They  sold  out  and  moved  back  to 
Wilford,  where  she  died. 
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OBITUARY  OF  LEVI  HAMMON 
from  a  Newspaper  clipping 


Levi  Hammon,  an  old  and  respected  citizen 
of  Fremont  County,  departed  this  life  at  Wilford, 
November  8th,  1894,  at  the  advanced  age  of  74 
years.   He  came  to  Weber  County,  Utah,  in 
September,  1851,  where  he  remained  until  1887, 
when  owing  to  ill  health  decided  to  move  to  a 
higher  altitude  and  located  at  Wilford,  in  this 
county,  where  he  has  since  resided.  Besides  his 


wife,  he  leaves  to  mourn  his  loss  four  sons  and 
seven  daughters  in  Idaho  and  Utah,  all  of  whom 
but  one  were  present  at  his  last  sickness.  He  was 
the  father  of  thirteen  children  and  had  to  his 
credit  91  grandchildren  and  50  great 
grandchildren.   A  large  concourse  of  family  and 
friends  followed  the  remains  to  his  last  resting 
place  until  the  resurrection. 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Elizabeth  Magdalena 


(2)  -  Rhoda  Ann  (child) 


(3)  -  Saloma  Leaner 


(4)  -  Martha  Jane 


(5)  -  Levi  Byram 


(6)  -  Polly  Chapman 


(7)  -  Lucien  Vilate 


B  -  31  Jul  1841  in  Washington  Twp.,  Knox,  Ohio 

M  -  to  Maynard  Parker  (1) 

M  -  05  Feb  1859  to  George  Davis  (2) 

D  -  02  Jan  191 1  in  Thomas,  Bingham,  Idaho 

B  -  31  Aug  1843  in  Knoxville,  Knox,  Ohio 

D  -  08  May  1848  in  Winter  Quarters,  Florence,  Nebraska* 

B  -  08  Aug  1848  while  crossing  the  plains  in  Nebraska 

B  -  22  Mar  1845  in  South  Hawks  Creek,  Knoxville,  Knox,  Ohio 

M  -  06  Jul  1864  to  John  Prescott  Sr.  (1) 

M  -  1874  to  William  Alfred  Hymas  (2) 

D  -  06  Sep  1913  in  Thomas,  Bingham,  Idaho 

B  -  Sep  1913  at  Liberty,  Bear  Lake,  Idaho 

B  -  21  Jun  1847  near  Omaha,  Pottawatamie,  Iowa 
M  -  10  Jan  1863  to  William  Prescott  Sr. 
D  -  10  Aug  1917  at  Francis,  Summit,  Utah 
B  -  21  Aug  1917  at  Bountiful,  Davis,  Utah 

B  -  27  Aug  1849  at  St  Joseph,  Buchanan,  Missouri 

M  -  1 1  Jun  1 870  to  Martha  Jane  Belnap 

D  -  02  Mar  1915  at  Roy,  Weber,  Utah 

B  -  07  Mar  1915  at  Roy  Cem.  Roy,  Weber,  Utah 

B  -  07  Mar  1851  at  Andrew  County,  Missouri 

M  -  08  Mar  1869  to  William  Davis  Jr. 

D  -  24  Mar  1914  at  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 

B  -  27  Mar  1914  in  Wilford  Cem.,  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 

B  -  28  Dec  1852  at  Uintah,  Weber,  Utah 
M  -  1 1  Jan  1870  to  Reuban  Belnap 
D  -  13  Jan  1937  at  Ogden,  Weber,  Utah 
B  -  16  Jan  1937  in  Hooper,  Weber,  Utah 
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(8)  -  Heber  Chase  (X) 


(9)  -  Betsy  Ann 


B  -  18  Mar  1854  at  E.  Weber,  Weber,  Utah 
M  -  20  Jan  1877  to  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen 
D  -  04  Aug  1895  at  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 
B  -  07  Aug  1895  at  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 

B  -  1 1  Feb  1856  at  E.  Weber,  Weber,  Utah 

M  -  15  Mar  1875  to  James  Meservy 

D  -  30  Sep  1887  at  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 

B  -  Oct  1887  in  Wilford  Cem.,  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 


(lO)-LuannBird 


B  -  21  Nov  1857  at  Uintah,  Weber,  Utah 
M  -  08  Dec  1881  to  Henry  Manning 
D  -  22  Aug  1936  at  Burley,  Cassia,  Idaho 
B  -  Aug  1936  at  Burley,  Cassia,  Idaho 


(11)-  Daniel  Jedediah 


B  -  14  Aug  1859  at  S.   Weber,  Weber,  Utah 

M  -  17  Nov  1887  to  Annie  Hansen 

D  -  25  Jul  1931  at  Roy,  Weber,  Utah 

B  -  28  Jul  1931  in  Roy  City  Cem.,  Roy,  Weber,  Utah 


(12)-  Matilda  Christena  (child) 


B  -  07  May  1861  in  Uinta,  Davis,  Utah 
D  -  07  May  1861  in  Uinta,  Davis,  Utah 
B  -       May  1861  in  Uinta,  Davis,  Utah 


(13)-  Jonathan  Marion 


(14)-  Alice  Frances 


B  -  03  Aug  1862  at  Uintah,  Davis,  Utah 
M  -  05  Sep  1894  to  Lodema  Amelia  Williams  (1) 
D  -  17  Apr  1940  at  Idaho  Falls,  Bonneville,  Idaho 
B  -  Apr  1940  in  Roy  City,  Cem.,  Roy,  Weber  Utah 

B  -  05  Apr  1865  at  Liberty,  Bear  Lake,  Idaho 

M  -  24  Apr  1889  to  Albert  Hanny 

D  -  15  Oct  1939  at  St  Anthony,  Fremont,  Idaho 

B  -  Oct  1939  in  Hillcrest  Cem.,  Shelley,  Bonneville,  Idaho 


(15)- Joseph  (twin) 
(16)-  Hyrum  (twin) 


B  -  Stillborn 
B  -  Stillborn 


[Editor's  Note:  The  record  of  the  twins  was  mentioned  in  the  family  records  of  Jonathan  Marion 
(Daunt)  Hammon  and  in  the  book,  "Levi  Hammon  and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  Hammon,  Early  Utah 
Pioneers".  He  indicated  that  they  were  born  while  their  parents  lived  in  Bear  Lake  Valley.  Another  report 
indicated  they  were  born  in  Wyoming  and  lived  just  a  few  hours.  We  feel  that  the  twins  were  born  but  we 
cannot  verify  the  date  or  the  location  of  their  birth] . 
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Levi  and  Polly  Chapman  (Bybee)  Hammon 
Martha  Luann  (Hammon)  Murdoch's  paternal  grandparents 
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CHAPTER  FOUR 

HISTORIES  OF  HEBER  CHASE  HAMMON 

and 
MARTHA  PRISCILLA  CHRISTENSEN 


Heber  Chase  Hammon  was  born  1 8  March 
1854  at  Uintah  Utah.  His  parents  Levi  Hammon 
and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee  were  pioneers.  They 
cast  their  lot  with  the  Latter-Day  Saints  along  with 
Polly's  Parents  Byram  Bybee  and  her  brothers  and 
sisters.  Grandfather  Hammon  gave  his  all. 
Parents,  brothers  and  sisters  and  with  his  small 
family  moved  to  Illinois  to  be  with  the  Saints. 
There  they  made  a  new  home  and  went  through 
the  persecutions  along  with  the  other  saints.  After 
the  martyrdom  of  the  prophet  Joseph,  they  left 
their  homes  leaving  the  clock  ticking  on  the  wall. 

They  crossed  the  Mississippi  and  moved 
along  with  the  saints.  They  were  at  Council 
Bluffs  for  a  while.  Grandmother's  brother,  John 
Bybee  went  with  the  Mormon  Battalion. 
Grandfather  found  employment  in  a  wagon 
factory.  He  worked  there  for  some  time  earning 
money  to  continue  across  the  plains.  He  made  his 
own  wagon  and  again  they  were  on  the  march. 
This  time  to  Zion  in  the  Salt  Lake  Valley. 

They  lived  and  helped  pioneer  a  number  of 
settlements.  My  father  Heber  was  born  in  Uintah 
Utah  as  said  18  March  1854.  He  was  the  8th 
child,  with  1  brother  and  6  sisters  being  older  than 
he.  As  the  sisters  were  the  eldest  in  the  family, 
they  shared  the  labors  on  the  farm  and  worked  for 
others  when  needed. 

Some  of  their  farm  was  across  a  creek  and 
they  had  poles  across  the  creek  for  a  bridge.  One 
day  Heber  followed  his  sisters  to  work.  (He  was  2 
years  old)  and  they  didn't  know  it.  When  he  tried 
to  cross  the  bridge  he  fell  into  the  stream.  The 
creek  was  deep  and  he  was  carried  a  long  ways 
down  the  creek.  Grandmother  discovered  he  was 
missing  and  a  search  began.  They  found  his  little 
body  more  than  2  miles  down  the  stream.  They 
thought  him  dead  but  they  would  not  give  him  up 
and  gave  him  artificial  treatment,  rolling  him  in  a 
barrel  for  about  2  hours.  Finally,  life  came  back 
to  his  body  and  they  were  all  very  happy  to  have 
this  miracle  happen  to  him,  for  their  faith  and 
prayers  had  saved  his  life.  Heber  grew  up  a 
pioneer  by  working  and  helping  his  parents. 


He  only  had  three  months  schooling  and  he 
always  took  advantage  of  any  learning  he  could 
get.  One  time  when  they  brought  the  cows  home, 
a  little  faun  (deer)  followed  them  and  stayed  with 
the  cows  and  came  home  every  night. 
Grandmother  put  a  little  bell  on  the  deer  so  it 
wouldn't  get  lost.  The  bell  is  in  the  possession  of 
the  Marion  Byram  Hammon  family. 

When  Heber  was  young,  while  playing  with 
some  Indians,  one  hit  him  on  the  head  with  a 
hatchet  and  cut  a  deep  place.  Heber  carried  the 
scar  to  his  grave.  Heber  grew  to  manhood  and 
worked  for  his  father  Levi  until  he  was  24  years  of 
age.  There  were  12  brothers  and  sisters  living, 
and  3  children  had  died.  Heber  fell  in  love  with 
Martha  Priscilla  Christensen.  They  both  lived  in 
the  same  community  where  she  taught  school. 
Heber  and  Martha  were  married  28  January  1877 
in  Hooper  Utah  by  Heber's  father,  Levi  Hammon 
who  was  Justice  of  the  Peace.  They  were  later 
sealed  in  the  old  endowment  house  in  Salt  Lake 
City  on  25  October  1878.  They  had  a  little  son 
Heber  Levi  born  in  April.  They  worked  hard  and 
were  thrifty.  Martha  had  taught  school  one  year 
after  their  marriage. 

They  soon  had  a  nice  little  house.  They  had  a 
few  sheep  and  cows,  hens,  chickens,  and  ducks. 
They  planted  fruit  trees,  grapes,  and  berries.  They 
always  had  a  lovely  garden.  They  had  a  nice 
flowing  well  to  help  water  their  land  and  it's  still 
running  in  1 962  at  Hooper.  They  were  active  in 
church.  Martha  worked  in  Primary  and  MIA 
organization. 

Levi  Hammon,  father  of  Heber  Chase  was  a 
real  pioneer.  He  helped  to  settle  the  Bear  Lake 
Valley  (Liberty)  and  he  decided  to  go  to  the  Snake 
River  valley  that  he  heard  so  much  about,  so  most 
of  his  family  decided  to  go  with  him.  Land  was 
more  plentiful  there  and  theres  was  lots  of  water. 
Heber  and  Martha  had  four  children  now:  Heber 
Levi,  Laura,  Daniel,  and  Martha  Luann  who  was 
one  year  old  the  day  they  left  Hooper. 

The  children  of  Grandpa  Levi  that  went  with 
him  each  had  large  families.  There  was  Elizabeth 
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Davis,  Polley  Davis,  Betsy  Misserng,  Lucine 
Belnap  (all  wed  there),  Heber  and  Martha,  and 
Families.  Daunt  and  Alice  who  were  single 
married  later.  They  all  came  in  covered  wagons  in 
October  1886  to  Wilford,  Idaho.  Wilford  was  a 
nice  little  town  and  a  good  ward.  Rexburg  was  the 
closest  town.  They  all  bought  lots  in  Wilford 
township  and  built  homes.  Aunt  Elizabeth  and 
Aunt  Polly's  family  had  farms  on  the  edge  of 
town.  It  was  hard  for  Martha  to  leave  her  parents 
and  brothers  and  sisters,  but  she  worked  hard  to 
help  Heber  make  a  new  home  planting  berries, 
shrubs,  trees,  and  flowers.  They  always  had  a 
good  garden. 

Martha  was  a  good  pioneer  wife  and  mother. 
She  helped  her  husband  in  many  ways.  She  was  a 
good  dress  maker  and  made  many  beautiful 
dresses  for  the  ladies  in  our  town.  Heber  was  a 
lover  of  fine  horses,  also  his  brother  Jonathan 
Daunt  and  his  father  Levi  had  fine  horses.  Heber 
took  up  a  piece  of  land  under  the  deseret  act.  He 
had  to  get  water  on  the  land  and  plant  so  many 
trees  which  he  did  during  these  hard  years  of 
work.  Three  more  children  were  born.  Christina, 
David,  and  Wallace  Ruben,  and  all  died  in 
infancy. 

There  was  lots  of  hard  work  for  those 
pioneers.  Their  cemetery  had  to  be  moved  to  a 
higher  location  on  account  of  subbing,  and  Heber 
helped  to  move  the  dead.  Christina's  grave  had  to 
be  moved,  too,  in  the  new  cemetery.  The  people 
kept  spreading  our  into  new  farms  into  the  valley. 
Heber  sold  his  Deseret  land  to  Brig  Maycock  from 
Salt  Lake  and  he  homesteaded  6  miles  east  of 
Wilford  one  half  mile  from  the  Teton  river.  There 
was  a  hollow  ring  through  the  area  for  several 
miles  and  it  was  called  Hog  Hollow. 

The  church  branch  we  belonged  to  was  called 
East  Wilford.  Father  and  mother  worked  in  the 
church.  Father  was  a  Seventy  in  the  priesthood. 
Our  land  here  joined  cousin  Milt  Andrews'  on  the. 
south  and  his  cousin  Dotty  Andrews  on  the  west. 
They  had  arranged  for  their  farms  to  join  that  way. 
These  cousins  were  the  children  of  Levi 
Hammon's  sister  Matilda.  She  had  died  and  they 
came  west  so  they  could  be  near  their  relatives. 
There  was  a  very  close  bond  between  these 
cousins. 

There  was  lots  of  hard  work  again,  but  there 
was  good  fishing  and  hunting  close  and  these 
cousins  enjoyed  living  close  together.  They  would 


exchange  work  to  help  each  other.  Father  had 
made  us  a  comfortable  log  house  and  mother 
always  had  it  neat  and  attractive.  They  always 
had  a  beautiful  yard,  trees,  flowers,  roses,  and 
always  a  good  garden. 

Father  was  getting  this  place  into  a  nice  farm 
when  he  lost  his  life  by  drowning.  Mother's  folks 
hadn't  been  to  visit  her  here  in  Idaho.  Her  mother 
(Priscilla  Victoria  Mitchell)  had  died  the  year 
before.  Grandpa  (Rasmus  Christensen)  and  Aunt 
Sarah  (Grandma  Priscilla's  sister)  and  Uncle  Joe 
Phillip  and  four  children  came  to  visit  us  and  fish. 
They  had  planned  a  fishing  trip  for  years  if  they 
ever  came.  It  was  the  last  of  July  and  a  very  busy 
season.  Father  had  contracted  a  field  of  hay  at 
Wilford  to  cut  and  haul,  and  he  felt  obligated  to 
get  the  hay  up.  So  they  all  worked  hard  all  week 
and  got  it  completed  on  Saturday.  In  the  mean 
time,  a  letter  had  come  from  the  stake  president 
for  father  to  be  in  Rexburg  for  a  stake  meeting. 
He  never  missed  these  meetings  and  he  never  went 
fishing  on  Sunday,  but  he  felt  like  he  owed  Uncle 
Joe  one  day  fishing,  and  as  Uncle  Joe  and  family 
had  to  go  back  on  Monday,  they  decided  to  fish  on 
Sunday.  Mother  was  expecting  her  9th  child  in 
October. 

Father  thought  he  would  make  it  up  the  next 
month  to  his  stake  meeting.  They  had  invited  old 
friends,  Riley  and  Karl  Howard  and  families  who 
had  lived  in  Hooper  and  had  moved  to  Chester 
Idaho,  to  all  come  to  our  home  to  dinner.  Father 
and  Uncle  Joe  were  to  be  back  in  time  to  cook  the 
fish  for  dinner.  They  left  real  early  in  the  morning 
to  go  up  the  Teton  river  to  fish.  Mother  had  the 
dinner  ready  except  frying  fish  and  they  didn't 
come  so  they  finally  had  dinner.  We  could  see 
people  driving  up  the  river  all  day.  Finally  Aunt 
Elizabeth  Davis  came  and  talked  to  Aunt  Sarah 
and  told  her  some  one  had  been  drowned  and  they 
[thought]  that  it  was  father  (Heber  Chase). 

By  this  time,  a  crowd  had  gathered  to  our 
place,  but  wouldn't  go  inside.  Finally  here  came 
Uncle  Ruben  Belnap  and  others  were  with  him  but 
he  had  father  lying  on  a  quilt  covered  with  a  quilt. 
I  met  them  at  the  gate  (I  was  nine  years  old)  and 
when  they  opened  the  gate  I  climbed  in  the  wagon 
and  had  my  arms  around  Father.  They  drove  to 
the  house.  Some  man  picked  me  up  and  took  me 
in  the  house. 

It  was  a  terrible  day,  4  Aug  1895.  It  was 
Father's  custom  to  ride  his  horse  while  fishing, 
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which  he  apparently  did  at  this  time.  He  threw  out 
his  line  and  the  horse  stepped  into  a  deep  hole  and 
got  his  feet  tangled  in  the  line  and  was 
floundering  around  and  threw  father  from  the 
horse  into  the  Teton  river.  This  was  early  in  the 
morning.  They  got  boats  and  divers  and 
swimmers  but  it  was  3  o'clock  in  the  afternoon 
before  his  body  was  found.  They  worked  over 
him  and  said  there  was  scarcely  any  water  in 
Father's  lungs.  A  dark  spot  like  a  hit  from  the 
horse  was  on  his  head.  The  Dr.  said  the  strike 
from  the  horse  hoof  could  have  killed  Father  and 
he  sank  right  down.   Uncle  Joe  came  near  to 
losing  his  life  also.  Father  had  on  a  black  shirt 
and  it  had  pearl  buttons  on.  The  sun  light  in  the 
water  of  the  deep  hole  made  sun  beams  on  the 
water  and  they  made  a  drag  and  caught  Father's 
clothes. 

People  go  on  living  and  heartaches  get  a  little 
less  when  one  has  so  much  to  do.  Mother's  baby, 
Marion  Byrum  was  born  2  Oct  1895,  2  months 
after  father  died.  It  was  a  struggle  for  mother  with 
six  children  to  care  for  Heber  17,  Laura  15, 


Daniel  12,  Louannie  (Luann)  nearly  10,  and 
Delbert  was  6. 

Mother  was  a  fine  seamstress  and  did 
dressmaking.  Mr  and  Mrs  Whorrell,  neighbors 
and  such  good  friends  gave  mother  a  carpet  loom 
and  taught  her  to  use  it.  As  soon  as  she  was  able 
she  began  using  these  talents  to  provide  for  her 
family.  She  was  father  and  mother  both.  We  had 
a  good  garden.  The  boys  raised  wheat  enough  for 
flour  and  chicken  feed,  and  hay  for  the  cows.  We 
kept  pigs  enough  to  eat.  Mother  had  to  work  for 
the  rest  to  keep  us.  What  courage  she  had.  No 
one  ever  did  a  favor  for  her  except  the  Worrell's. 
They  were  kind  neighbors.  My  father  could  be 
proud  of  a  wife  so  faithful  and  true. 

Father  had  been  called  on  a  foreign  mission 
the  day  he  was  drowned.  President  Ricks  told 
mother.  He  went  on  his  foreign  mission  and  had 
fulfilled  his  mission  here  on  earth.  We  had 
honest,  kind  parents  that  taught  us  the  gospel  and 
the  golden  rule.  May  we  the  descendants  be 
worthy  of  such  a  heritage. 

Written  by  daughter  Martha  (Louannie) 
Hammon  Murdoch,  Ashton  Idaho. 


CHILDREN: 


(1)  -  Heber  Levi 


B  -  02  Apr  1878  in  Hooper,  Davis,  Utah 

M  -  12  Jun  1902  to  Sarah  Ann  Waters,  in  Blackfoot,  Bingham,  Idaho 


(2)  -  Laura  Priscilla 


B  -  21  Oct  1880  in  Hooper,  Davis,  Utah 

M  -  27  Apr  1898  to  Melvin  Alonzo  Alfred  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 


(3)  -  Daniel  Rasmus 


B  -  10  Mar  1883  in  Hooper,  Davis,  Utah 

M  -  20  Oct  1904  to  Sarah  Ann  Waters,  in  Logan,  Cache,  Utah 


(4)  -  Martha  Luann  (X) 


B  -  1 1  Oct  1885  in  Hooper,  Davis,  Utah 

M  -  08  Apr  1903  to  Brigham  Murdoch  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Salt  Lake,  Utah 

D- 30  June  1962 


(5)  -  Chestina 


B  -  19  Apr  1888  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 
D  -  01  May  1888  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 


(6)  -  Delbert  Chase 


B  -  23  Mar  1889  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 

M  -  02  Mar  1910  to  Pearl  Elnora  Allgood  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 


(7)  -  George  David 


B  -  07  Jul  1892  in  Wilford,  Fremont  Idaho 
D  -  15  Jul  1892  in  Wilford,  Fremont  Idaho 
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(8)  -  Wallace  Ruben 


B  -  01  Aug  1893  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 
D  -  01  Aug  1893  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 


(9)  -  Marion  Byram 


B  -  20  Oct  1895  in  Wilford,  Fremont,  Idaho 

M  -  16  Nov  1921  to  Sarah  Rhea  Thurgood  in  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 


v 


________________ 


■■,.'•■..■ 


Heber  Chase  and  Martha  Priscilla  (Christensen)  Hammon 
Martha  Louannie  (Hammon)  Murdoch's  parents 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

HISTORIES  OF  HEZIAKIAH  MITCHELL 

and 
SARAH  MALLINSON 

Editor's  Note:   This  chapter  contains  the  biography  of  Heziakiah  Mitchell  and  his  wife,  Sarah  Mallinson. 
They  are  the  parents  of  Priscilla  Victoria  Mitchell  who  married  Rasmus  Christensen.  Rasmus  and  Priscilla 
became  the  parents  of  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen.  She  married  Heber  Chase  Hammon  and  they  were 
the  parents  of  Martha  Luann  Hammon,  the  second  wife  of  Brigham  Murdoch. 


Heziakiah  Mitchell  was  born  May  31,  1810, 
at  Simmondly  Parish,  Glossop  Derbyshire, 
England,  son  of  Thomas  and  Martha  Haigh 
Mitchell  (November  4,  1804). 

Heziakiah  Mitchell  did  not  keep  a  journal 
until  1845;  consequently,  little  is  known  of  his 
childhood  except  from  bits  of  information  told  by 
his  children.   From  his  writing  and  activities  we 
have  come  to  know  that  he  was  a  man  of 
sincerity,  honesty  and  great  pride  and  that  he 
must  have  been  an  upright  youth,  striving  always 
to  do  good  to  others.   He  also  had  an  artistic 
talent. 

The  earliest  evidence  of  his  art  was 
demonstrated  when  he  was  ten  years  old.   At  this 
time,  his  father  broke  his  leg.   The  first  day  he 
was  able  to  come  downstairs  and  rest  on  a  couch, 
Heziakiah  was  told  by  his  mother  to  sit  on  a 
chair  and  be  quiet  and  not  disturb  his  father.  I 
imagine  this  would  be  punishment  to  the  boy,  so 
to  amuse  himself  he  found  a  piece  of  wrapping 
paper,  pen  and  ink,  and  sketched  his  father  as  he 
lay  resting. 

What  a  story  this  valuable  sketching  could 
tell.   His  mother,  like  any  proud  mother,  would 
have  praised  him  for  his  talent  and  kept  the 
drawing.   I  imagine  the  boy  forgot  ever  doing  it 
until  the  day  he  was  married.   Then  his  mother 
gave  the  drawing  to  him  and  his  wife.   This  was 
carefully  guarded  during  their  stay  in  England 
and  was  brought  to  America  on  the  sailing 
vessel.  This  choice  drawing  finally  traveled 
across  the  plains  in  a  wagon  and  was  protected 
during  moves.   When  Heziakiah  died,  his  wife 
gave  it  to  my  mother  who  treasured  it,  not  even 
exhibiting  it,  until  a  few  years  before  her  death. 
She  then  had  it  framed  and  wrote  on  the  back  of 
it  that  it  was  for  me.   There  is  no  etching  I  could 
cherish  as  highly  as  I  do  this  drawing.   If  things 


work  out  as  I  plan,  I  will  have  it  photographed 
and  copies  will  be  available.  It  is  now  140  years 
old.  As  I  said  before,  this  was  the  first  evidence 
of  his  artistic  temperament,  which  was  developed 
later  in  life  because  he  studied  etching  and 
worked  at  that  trade  part  of  the  time  as  a  young 
man. 

I  am  told  he  attended  Oxford' University. 
For  how  long  I  do  not  know,  but  at  one  time  he 
was  a  school  teacher.   I  have  the  ruler  he 
used... not  a  measuring  ruler,  but  a  hardwood, 
round  ruler  about  14  inches  long. 

His  parents  were  fairly  well  to  do  and 
Heziakiah  himself  was  capable  of  making  a  very 
good  living.  I  am  not  sure  of  the  date  of  his 
marriage  to  Sarah  Mallinson,  who  was  the 
daughter  of  John  Mallinson  and  Mary  Shaw. 
Sarah  was  born  November  16,  1810,  in 
Sheffield,  Yorkshire,  England.   All  went  well 
until  Heziakiah  joined  the  church.  At  this  time, 
they  had  five  children, one  son  and  four  living 
daughters.  The  son  had  died  as  a  child.  We  had 
no  record  of  Grandfather  joining  the  church, 
until  just  last  night  I  was  reading  his  journal 
written  in  1849  while  on  the  boat.   He  says, 
"November  16,  1849.   It  is  five  years  today 
since  I  was  baptized  into  mis  church.   A  very 
beautiful  day,  about  1000  miles  from  Liverpool. 
Very  pleasant  on  deck."  So  I  date  his  baptism  as 
November  16,  1844.   He  received  the  priesthood 
in  1845. 

More  will  be  written  about  the  ocean  voyage 
later.   From  time  to  time  I  will  quote  his  own 
words  from  his  journal  so  you  will  feel  his  spirit 
as  I  have. 

Grandmother  did  not  accept  the  gospel  at  the 
time  of  Grandfather's  baptism.   I  have  heard 
Mother  say  she  (Grandmother)  was  baptized 
about  two  months  before  my  mother,  Elizabeth, 
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was  born,  which  was  April  14,  1846.   I  imagine 
the  baptism  would  be  about  February,  1846. 

At  the  time  Heziakiah  accepted  the  gospel, 
his  family  and  friends  turned  against  him.   His 
father  told  him  never  to  come  to  his  home  again. 
He  was  unable  to  get  employment,  his  family 
suffered  in  many  ways,  but  nothing  shattered 
their  faith.   Grandmother  was  compelled  to  do 
dressmaking  to  help  support  the  family. 
Grandfather  was  told  repeatedly,  "If  you  will 
denounce  Joe  Smith,  you  can  work  for  us  at  any 
time."  He  was  compelled  to  write  his  father  and 
brother  for  money,  but  only  once  in  his  journal  is 
there  a  record  of  him  going  to  the  post  office  and 
receiving  a  small  amount  of  money  from  Ruben, 
his  brother. 

A  notation  of  baptismal  records:  He  baptized 
his  son,  F.A.H.F.   Mitchell  into  the  church,  age 
10  years.   (I  make  these  notes  as  I  come  to  them, 
thinking  they  might  help  some  of  you.) 

Soon  after  Grandfather's  baptism,  he  was 
called  to  act  as  clerk  of  the  Sheffield 
Conference,  which  convened  every  three  months 
and  each  conference  thereafter,  until  he  left 
England,  he  was  appointed  clerk  of  the 
conference.  This  continued,  I  believe,  sixteen  or 
seventeen  times,  until  he  resigned  to  come  to 
America. 

On  December  27,  1846,  he  was  called  to 
preside  over  the  Darnell  Branch  of  Sheffield 
Conference.  This  branch  had  just  been 
organized.  This  is  when  his  journals  start. 
There  aren't  many  personal  items  unless  they 
pertained  to  church  affairs. 

"Sunday,  4  July   1847  -  Baptized  daughter 
Lavina.  Confirmed  Monday,  5,  1847.    10  years 
old." 

Often  Grandfather  had  the  gift  of  tongues, 
also  the  interpretation  of  same.   He  tells  often  in 
his  journal  of  the  message  given  to  people  or 
branches.  He  also  tells  of  what  tongue  he  speaks 
on  different  occasions.   Always  after  a  testimony 
that  he  bore  or  laid  hands  on  an  individual  to 
bless  them,  he  acknowledged  God  as  the  giver  of 
all  things  and  blessed  His  name. 

He  tells  of  one  occasion  when  he  and  two 
other  brethren  journeyed  to  Catcliff  to  preach. 
They  stopped  at  the  square,  knelt  down,  had 
prayer  and  sang,   "How  Firm  a  Foundation."    A 
good  crowd  gathered  to  hear  them  and  the 
principles  of  the  gospel  were  unfolded  to  them. 


While  there  was  no  outward  disturbance  seen, 
"there  was  a  feeling  of  danger  felt  by  me  as  I 
was  talking  on  repentance  and  baptism;  I  felt 
impressed  to  make  this  condition  known.  I  told 
the  group  there  were  some  persons  there  that  had 
evil  in  their  souls  and  were  there  for  no  good  and 
asked  them  to  not  disturb  those  who  wanted  to 
hear  the  truth.  There  were  about  eight 
individuals  who  sneaked  out  like  they  didn't  want 
to  be  seen.   Others  listened  to  the  sermon.  I 
bore  a  strong  testimony,  telling  them  I  knew 
what  this  gospel  meant,  for  before  I  heard  this 
truth  I  was  a  Methodist  preacher  for  eight  years. 
I  know  what  I  am  talking  about.   Several  came  to 
us  after  the  meeting  and  wanted  to  hear  more. 
To  God  be  all  praise." 

A  note  in  his  journal  gives  his  address  in 
Sheffield  as  106  Matilda  Street.   I  would  love  to 
go  to  Sheffield  and  see  if  I  could  find  the 
location. 

Grandfather  did  have  a  strong  testimony  of 
the  truthfulness  of  this  gospel.   As  the  story 
progresses,  you  will  feel  the  strength  of  his 
spirituality.   It  was  a  surprise  to  me  to  learn  from 
his  journal  that  he  was  called  to  a  home  mission 
in  the  branch.   I  will  quote  his  words:  "Thought 
much  on  the  greatness  and  surprising  sublimity 
of  the  work  of  God  established  in  these  last  days; 
but  more  especially  to  be  a  partaker  of  the 
blessings  of  the  same  and  to  be  counted  worthy 
of  being  called  and  ordained  by  the  holy 
priesthood  to  preach  the  glorious  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ.  My  desire  is,  that  I  may  ever  keep 
myself  humble  and  teachable,  that  I  may  make 
full  proof  of  my  ministry  and  rightly  divide  the 
word  of  God  to  all  as  the  spirit  will."  In  reading 
this,  I  can't  help  but  feel  his  goodness,  his 
strength  and  his  humility.   Truly,  he  was  a 
sincere  man. 

About  this  time  he  begins  to  feel  the  spirit  of 
coming  to  Zion  and  mentions  it  often.   It  seems 
to  me  that  in  the  early  years  of  the  church,  Satan 
was  trying  hard  to  destroy  the  church  and  all  its 
members.  I  would  like  to  quote  another 
experience  as  written  in  his  journal. 

"Thursday,  14th,  1848.   Opened  meeting, 
made  some  remarks  on  the  power  of  the  gospel, 
which  will  be  heard  in  all  nations.  While  Elder 
Shephard  was  testifying  of  the  work,  Sister 
Gallimore  was  seized  by  the  devil  in  such  a 
manner  as  you  never  witnessed  before,  whose 
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influence  was  felt  more  or  less  in  the  meeting. 
In  the  name  of  Jesus,  we  Elders  went  and  laid 
hands  on  her.   They  obeyed  and  left.   We 
resumed  our  seats  and  the  meeting  went  on  as 
usual.   Again  they  returned,  again  we  rebuked 
them,  but  they  did  not  entirely  leave.   I 
perceived  mem  returning  and  laid  my  hands  on 
her  head  and  asked  the  other  brethren  to  assist 
me.   Elder  Buston  was  mouth.   The  devils  fled, 
feeling  the  power  of  the  priesthood.  The  people 
were  amazed  at  the  power  of  God,  having  heard 
the  unpleasant  murmurs  or  more  like  the  barking 
of  dogs  and  seeing  them  rebuked.  I  had  the  gift 
of  tongues  and  interpretations  just  before  I  closed 
the  meeting  which  was,  that  we  should  rebuke 
the  devils  from  the  room.   At  my  request  Elder 
Whitely  opened  the  door  and  in  solemn  prayer 
and  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus  rebuked  the 
devils  from  the  room.   There  were  about  twenty 
in  number.  The  name  of  the  head  or  president  as 
given  me  in  the  tongue  was  called  PUEBLO." 

He  worked  diligently  as  President  of  Darnell 
Branch,  which  was  small.  It  seemed  that  all  the 
work  was  done  there  that  could  be  done.   Many 
had  joined  the  church  and  the  branch  was  active. 
Two  new  branches  in  the  Sheffield  Conference 
were  organized,  namely  Pilley  and  Strombol. 
Heziakiah  Mitchell  was  made  President  of  these 
two  new  branches  and  the  work  continues. 
Grandfather  walked  from  8  to  20  miles  per  day, 
attending  to  the  duties  of  Branch  President. 

On  March  11,  1848,  he  baptized  his 
daughter,  Priscilla  Victoria. 

"On  Wednesday,  May  9,  1849,  my  wife 
delivered  of  a  lovely  healthy  baby  boy.  I  named 
him  Ebenezer  Israel."   On  Wednesday,  June  6, 
1849,  when  about  1 1  miles  from  home  he  was 
told  there  was  sickness  at  home.  He  hurried  as 
fast  as  possible  to  the  family  and  found  his  baby 
son  had  died.  He  was  overcome  with  grief,  but 
"The  Lord's  will  be  done."  It  took  courage  to 
carry  on  his  missionary  work  the  next  two  days, 
but  he  did  it  and  visited  his  branches  as  usual. 

Then  on  Sunday,  June  10,  1849,  between 
afternoon  and  evening  services,  the  child  was 
interred  in  St.  Mary's.   "The  minister  used  some 
very  strange  expressions  that  are  not  found  in  the 
Bible  or  anywhere  else  in  the  religion  of  Jesus 
Christ,  but  found  in  Mystery  Babylon."    (This 
seems  strange  for  a  minister  to  conduct  services 
for  the  baby,  but  maybe  this  was  necessary  to  do 


so  in  order  for  church  burial.  The  Latter-day 
Saint  Church  was  not  recognized  at  that  time.) 

His  father  and  brothers  still  remained  bitter 
toward  Grandfather  and  the  church.   On 
Wednesday,  April  24,  1848,  the  following  was 
recorded: 

"Was  called  upon  to  perform  some  baptisms 
and  administered  to  some  members  for  their 
health.   We  felt  the  spirit  of  God  resting  on  us 
and  blessings  received.   Our  prayers  were 
answered.  The  praise  and  glory  be  to  our  God. 
After  which  I  write  a  letter  to  my  father,  of 
which  the  following  is  a  part:. "..You  say  that 
Joseph  Smith  was  murdered,  yes  he  was,  but  not 
for  whoredom  and  thieving  as  you  say,  hut  for 
the  word  of  God  and  the  testimony  of  Jesus. 
You  say  he  deserved  it,  but  I  say  he  did  not.    He 
was  the  best  man  that  has  been  on  the  earth  since 
the  days  of  Christ  and  I  know  he  was  a  true 
prophet  of  the  Lord.   I  would  advise  you  to  be 
careful  what  you  say  with  reference  to  Joseph 
Smith  for  he  was  one  of  the  Lord's  anointed. 
You  say  if  you  was  with  me  you  could  read  me  a 
lesson.  I  suppose  it  would  be  false  as  all  the  rest 
are,  for  the  devil  is  never  fast  to  make  use  of 
apostates  to  believe  the  truth.  You  say  you  are 
astonished  that  any  of  your  children  are  Latter- 
day  Saints,  but  I  rejoice  in  being  one  and  you 
will  never  get  into  the  kingdom  of  God  until  you 
are  born  of  the  water  and  spirit  and  then  you  will 
be  a  Latter-day  Saint.  I  have  read  Galatians  1 :8- 
9,  Second  Epistle  of  John  9,  10,  11.   The  truth 
always  makes  people  uneasy,  obey  the  truth  and 
it  will  make  you  free. 

You  ask  if  my  religion  teaches  me  to  turn  my 
back  on  my  wife  and  children.   No,  but  on  the 
contrary  it  says.   'Husbands  love  your  wives, 
even  as  Christ  loved  the  church  and  gave  himself 
for  it.'   It  says  also  'Wives,  submit  yourselves 
unto  your  own  husbands  as  unto  the  Lord,  for  the 
husband  is  the  head  of  the  wife,  even  as  Christ  is 
the  head  of  the  church  and  he  is  the  savior  of  the 
body.'  Now,  my  dear  Father,  I  testify  unto  you 
that  Joseph  Smith  is  a  true  prophet  of  the  Lord, 
that  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  is  the  only  true 
church  upon  the  face  of  the  earth.   I  mean  that  of 
the  Latter-Day  Saints  and  out  of  it  there  is  no 
salvation  in  the  Celestial  Kingdom  of  God.  The 
saints  of  God  have  had  persecution  with  the  rest 
and  I  rejoice  in  it,  to  be  counted  worthy  to  suffer 
for  Christ's  sake.  Before  I  will  part  with  my 
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religion,  even  that  from  heaven,  I  will  lay  down 
my  life  as  Joseph  Smith  did,  for  it  is  of  God  and 
all  hell  and  wicked  men  are  against  the  truth. 
Let  them  kick,  the  Kingdom  will  never  be 
destroyed,  but  it  shall  progress.  We  intend  going 
to  America  as  soon  as  we  can.   Do  you  ask  why? 
. . .  because  the  Lord  has  commanded  us  to 
gather.   If  you  loved  Christ,  you  would  keep  his 
commandments. 

Father,  it  is  not  with  any  ill  feelings  which 
make  me  talk  so  plain,  but  it  is  with  a  sincere 
desire  for  your  salvation.  Read  these  passages 
which  I  mentioned  in  my  first  letter.   Go  and 
hear  the  saints  for  yourself  and  prove  them  by 
the  word  of  God." 
I  remain  your  loving  son  Hez.  Mitchell 

"P.S.  Brother  George  is  not  a  saint  yet,  but 
I  wish  I  could  say  you  are  such  an  one  as  myself, 
then  I  know  you  would  be  heirs  of  the  salvation 
and  sons  of  God. "  H.M. 

(I  record  these  incidents  in  detail  that  you  will 
feel  his  strength  in  the  faith  as  I  have  done  and 
that  your  testimony  will  be  strengthened  for  his 
courage  and  testimony). 

Another  quote:  "Thursday,  June  15,  1848. 
For  two  days  I  have  felt  sick  in  body.  This 
morning,  no  better.   Have  been  administered  to 
twice,  but  seems  the  power  of  hell  were  let  loose 
upon  me,  but  firm  in  the  gospel.   I  began  to  think 
I  was  going  to  die.   I  thought,  the  Lord  wants 
me,  I  will  have  to  go  and  was  willing.  I 
considered  in  my  mind.  Why?  I  had  served 
mankind  faithfully,  I  had  prayed  that  I  might 
always  labor  for  the  church  and  win  souls  that 
their  lives  might  be  saved  in  the  Kingdom  of 
God.   I  have  upheld  the  authorities  and  teachings 
of  the  gospel  amongst  all  opposition.  I  have  been 
ever  faithful.  While  these  thoughts  were  passing 
through  my  mind,  another  strong  sentence  came 
to  my  mind.    'My  word  shall  never  fail.' 

Presently  a  form  was  before  my  mind.   I 
examined  it  and  found  it  could  never  be  a 
celestial  being.   I  rose  up  in  bed  to  get  a  clearer 
view  and  found  it  was  the  devil.   I  rebuked  him 
in  the  name  of  the  Lord  and  presently  a  number 
of  heavenly  messengers  were  sent  from  the 
region  of  bliss.   All  came  within  10  yards  of  me. 
The  foremost  came  up  to  my  bedside  and  said, 
'Heziakiah,  thou  shalt  not  die.   Satan  desires  to 
have  thee  because  you  are  doing  his  kingdom 


much  harm.  Fear  not,  thou  shalt  be  great  and  do 
a  great  work  amongst  the  nations  of  the  earth. 
Thou  shalt  gather  to  Zion.   Fear  not,  be  of  good 
comfort. '    The  messenger  bade  me  farewell  and 
they  all  looked  upon  me  so  loving  and  pleasant 
and  all  moved  to  me  as  they  departed  and  left 
such  a  pleasant  feeling  and  calmness  of  mind  as  I 
have  never  before  enjoyed.   I  sent  for  Elders 
Handgan  and  Barker,  who  administered  to  me. 
Much  better  of  the  disease  and  thank  God  for  it. " 

His  activities  continue  faithfully.  Stating  his 
work  with  his  ministry  strengthens  his  testimony 
each  day. 

On  July  10,  1848,   "My  youngest  daughter 
Elizabeth  was  ill  of  the  measles  and  they  came 
out  pretty  well  and  we  thought  she  would  soon 
recover.  Having  retired  to  bed  as  usual  I  placed 
a  table  by  the  bedside;  we  went  to  sleep.  About 
1 : 00  or  2:00  o'clock  we  were  awakened  up  by 
the  table  being  thrown  over;  when  I  instantly 
jumped  out  of  bed,  set  the  table  on  its  legs,  then 
found  matches  as  soon  as  I  could  to  get  a  light 
and  behold!!!  To  our  astonishment  the  child  was 
dead  to  all  appearances,  for  she  was  stretched 
out,  eyes  set,  her  face  very  much  discolored,  as 
well  as  other  parts  of  her  body.   All  the  measles 
had  entirely  gone  in.  My  wife  said.   'She  is 
dead.'  I  told  her  to  be  still  for  I  was  enabled  by 
the  spirit  to  possess  myself.   I  examined  her 
carefully  to  see  if  the  spirit  had  left  the  body  and 
when  I  found  that  she  did  not  breathe  and  there 
was  no  motion  of  the  pulse,  nor  movement  in  the 
jugular  vein.  I  gave  the  child  a  gentle  shake  and 
then  said  to  my  wife,   'she  is  dead,  but  be  still 
and  I  will  lay  hands  on  her  and  see  what  the  Lord 
will  do  for  us  according  to  the  order  of  God's 
house'. 

I  laid  my  hands  on  her  and  in  the  name  of 
Jesus  commanded  her  to  rise  and  come  to 
herself,  but  no  movement  whatever  occurred.  I 
still  had  faith  in  the  ordinance,  and  I  knew  that 
faith  like  mine  must  prevail;  consequently  I  laid 
hands  on  her  again  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
and  the  spirit  of  the  child  returned  and  she 
gasped  a  few  times,  then  she  returned  to  her 
natural  color  and  was  in  appearance  one  of  the 
most  lovely  little  girls  that  I  ever  saw,  for  the 
measles  were  rebuked  from  her  system  too.  We 
thanked  God  for  such  power,  then  laid  down  and 
slept  comfortable  till  morning.  To  God  be  the 
glory."  This  incident  is  recorded  in  the 
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Millennial  Star,  Vol.   II.   I  have  the  volume. 

On  Wednesday,  October  18,  1848,  an 
interesting  account  is  recorded  of  a  letter  to  a 
minister,  Rev.   Mr.   Hand,  in  which  he  explains 
and  defends  the  principles  of  the  gospel,  but, 
although  it  is  interesting,  it  is  lengthy  and  I  will 
not  copy  it  here. 

Grandfather,  among  other  things,  was  a  poet 
and  often  several  verses  are  given  in  the  journal. 
He  also  wrote  and  taught  shorthand.  He  states  it 
is  the  Pitman  system;  however  methods  must 
have  changed  because,  although  it  is  written 
beautifully,  it  is  much  different  than  Pitman  is 
written  today  and  is  difficult  to  read.   He  speaks 
of  visits  from  Orson  Hyde,  P.P.   Pratt,  John 
Taylor  and  others;  feels  blessed  to  have  them  in 
his  home. 

Sunday,  October  14,  1849,  attended  his 
branch  meetings,  talked  about  faithfulness  to  the 
true  principles  and  advised  all  to  hold  fast,  to 
overcome  temptation  and  do  their  part  in  the 
progress  of  the  church.   He  was  leaving  soon 
with  his  family;  he  would  go  to  America.  He 
was  sad  at  leaving  them,  but  it  is  something  he 
has  hoped  and  prayed  for  some  time.   At  this 
meeting  he  resigned  his  position  as  clerk  of  the 
Sheffield  Conference  and  as  Branch  President. 
He  held  this  position  from  February  17,  1845  to 
October  30,  1849. 

I  wish  Grandfather  had  written  more  of  the 
details  about  the  preparation  for  the  trip.   It 
would  have  been  interesting,  but  all  he  records 
is:  "Saturday,  October  27,  1849,  made  ready  to 
go  to  Liverpool  to  sail  for  America  on  the  first  of 
November.   I  have  written  for  my  family  to 
come  to  see  us  off  for  America.   We  will  never 
see  each  other  again. 

The  family  left  Sheffield  on  Tuesday, 
October  30,  for  Liverpool  by  railway.   Many 
saints  and  friends  were  there  to  bid  them 
goodbye.   At  Liverpool  station,  he  was 
disappointed  at  not  seeing  his  family.   A  sadness 
overcame  him;  however,  President  Dunn  met 
him  and  assisted  him  in  finding  a  comfortable 
place  for  the  family  to  sleep.   Next  day  they 
received  their  clearance  to  enter  the  sailing 
vessel,  Zetland  and  sail  for  America.   It  was 
rather  crowded,  but  they  were  thankful  for  the 
occasion.   Because  of  weather  conditions,  the 
vessel  could  not  leave  for  six  days,  then  at  3:00 
o'clock  they  left  "Handy  Dock"  and  sailed  into 


the  river.   Members  were  chosen  in  groups  with 
a  leader  over  each  group.   Elder  Hawkins  was 
chosen  as  President  over  the  entire  group,  with 
Grandfather  as  first  assistant.   A  group  of  Irish 
men  caused  occasional  roughness  and 
disturbance. 

It  was  Saturday,  November  10,  1849,  that 
anchor  was  set  and  the  steamer  tugged  them  for 
fourteen  miles  into  the  open  waters  and  they 
were  finally  on  their  way  to  New  Orleans.   Only 
a  few  hours  after,  several  were  seasick,  himself 
included. 

Each  day  he  reports  conditions  and  activities, 
giving  distance  traveled,  longitude  and  latitude  of 
the  vessel.   The  route  could  be  traced  from  his 
notations. 

Each  day,  morning  services  were  held, 
opening  and  closing  with  prayers  and  singing. 
He  makes  record  of  ships  or  vessels,  large  or 
small,  that  passes  them;  also  reports  seeing 
different  types  of  fish.   One  day  a  whale 
followed  the  boat  for  some  time.   There  were 
also  flying  fish,  tortoises  and  many  others. 

A  marriage  was  performed  on  the  boat. 
Thomas  Maycock  and  Selina  R.   Peaton  were 
married  by  President  Hawkins.   This  was  the 
first  marriage  he  had  ever  witnessed  by  the 
authority  of  heaven.  This  day  they  were  120 
miles  off  the  Madeira  Island.  It  was  not  visible, 
but  he  had  studied  about  this  island  and  he 
describes  the  people  and  activities. 

Grandfather  shows  his  culture  by  the  books 
he  reads  and  the  books  he  brought  with  him, 
such  as  History  of  Russian  War.  World  History. 
Works  of  John  Milton  and  many  others.   He 
spent  his  day  studying  and  reading  Civil 
Engineering.   He  also  had  studied  astronomy  and 
each  night,  both  on  the  ocean  and  the  plains,  a 
group  would  gather  around  him  to  hear  about  the 
stars,  moon,  and  the  heavens. 

An  item  noteworthy:  "Monday,  December  3, 
1 849.   Spent  part  of  the  day  reading  Dr. 
Kalton's  work,  The  People  of  Persia.   Also  saw 
a  small  vessel  pass,  heading  for  California, 
called  'Sam  &  Ben'.   Our  captain  spoke  to  their 
captain.   This  boat  was  in  the  route  traveled  by 
some,  in  reaching  San  Francisco,  which  went 
around  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  at  the  tip  of 
South  America,  requiring  over  four  months 
enroute."   (Now  the  trip  is  made  in  a  few  hours). 
I  am  reminded  of  the  trip  sponsored  by  Sam 
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Brennan,  a  convert,  who  took  a  shipload  of  saints 
from  New  York  to  San  Francisco  in  1846  over 
this  route.  An  interesting  story  and  an 
interesting  bit  of  history.  If  you  are  not  familiar 
with  this  incident,  I  advise  you  to  read  it.   The 
vessel  was  called,  'Brooklyn'. 

On  Wednesday  the  12th,  1849,  they  came  in 
sight  of  St.   Domingo  Island  and  came  near  to 
the  Rock  Alto  Vela  Beta.   He  describes  it  as 
being  very  high  with  no  vegetation  on  it,  no  life 
of  any  sort  except  large  birds.  They  also  see  the 
Jamaican  Islands. 

Grandfather  here  displays  his  artistic  talent; 
also  his  love  of  the  beauties  of  nature.  In  the 
journal  he  sketches  the  rock;  also  the  Island  of 
Jamaica  and  the  Dominican  Islands,  which  he 
records,  were  discovered  by  Columbus  in  1492. 
The  sketches  show  a  mountainous  country  with 
three  levels  of  mountains  with  trees.  On  the 
lower  level,  there  were  green  fields  which 
reminded  him  of  England.   Also  plantations  of 
vast  gardens  with  ."..some  small  white  houses 
with  green  doors  with  shutters.  We  could  see 
movable  objects  but  could  not  perceive  what  they 
were.  That  part  which  we  were  nearest  to  was 
very  pleasing  to  the  eye.   The  larger  mountain  in 
the  distance,  whose  tops  were  now  and  again 
encircled  in  clouds  gave  an  imposing  effect  to  the 
whole  view.   Smoke  ascended  now  and  then 
from  a  chimney  which  told  us  there  must  be  a 
house  or  sugar  refinery,  at  least  there  must  be  a 
cause  before  there  can  be  an  effect. " 

December  14,  1849.   A  death  on  board. 
Elder  Liggts'  son  passed  away.  His  body  was 
cast  overboard.  I  saw  his  body  sink  in  the  water 
at  north  latitude  18"  20'  west.   Longitude  66" 
20'. 

A  small  boat  with  its  white  sails  was  coasting 
along,  then  presently  it  was  wafted  beautifully  on 
the  smooth  surface  of  the  Caribbean  Sea, 
probably  taking  a  trip  to  a  neighboring  island  or 
otherwise  a  view  of  the  splendid  ship,  Zetland. 
But  little  did  they  know  what  her  cargo  was  or 
where  bound. 

On  December  18,  they  were  in  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  not  too  long  before  they  reached  the 
sand  bar  which  was  the  dread  of  all  vessels.  The 
committee  members  passed  resolutions  thanking 
first,  Captain  Brown  (Captain  of  the  Zetland), 
then  in  turn,  all  who  had  served  the  passengers 
and  made  conditions  pleasant  for  them  and  last,  a 


vote  of  thanks  to  Heziakiah  Mitchell  for  him 
acting  as  clerk  of  the  trip  on  the  ship,  Zetland. 

An  interesting,  but  sad  note  followed. 
"Move  that  a  contribution  be  taken  up  for  John 
Martin,  to  furnish  him  with  a  pair  of  trousers, 
etc.  A  clear  vote." 

On  the  20th  of  December,  the  vessel  struck 
the  sand  bar  and  was  lodged  there  for  three  days, 
necessitating  larger  ships  to  release  it.  They 
continued  up  the  river  to  New  Orleans.  The  bar 
is  at  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi  River.  The 
plantations  along  the  river  were  beautiful. 
Grandfather  describes  the  'Black  Sons  of 
Canaan*  as  not  being  overworked.   Isn't  that 
characteristic  of  the  Negro  people. 

The  vessel  arrived  in  New  Orleans 
December  24.   All  deck  hands  were  given  a 
holiday,  but  all  were  anxious  to  get  their  luggage 
transferred  to  'Ben  West'  the  river  boat... a  very 
miserable  boat  for  passengers.  Very  crowded 
and  uncomfortable. 

At  this  point,  Grandfather  complains  of 
feeling  miserable,  which  continued  the  entire 
river  trip.  He  was  unable  to  keep  his  journal, 
was  weak  and  compelled  to  stay  in  his  berth.  A 
child  died  on  the  river  and  was  buried  in  the  side 
of  the  river  bed.   Mississippi  River  traveling  was 
very  dangerous... loose  logs  on  the  river  and 
fallen  trees  are  a  menace  to  the  water  paddles  of 
the  boat.  He  offers  a  prayer  for  the  safety  of  the 
saints  that  follow. 

The  party  arrived  at  St.   Louis  on  Friday, 
January  1 1 ,  1850.   Grandfather  fainted  as  he  was 
trying  to  leave  the  boat.  He  was  carried  from 
the  boat  and  was  believed  to  be  dead.  Several 
had  suffered  cholera  and  we  have  reason  to 
believe  this  was  his  trouble.   When  the  family 
arrived  in  St.  Louis,  he  had  35  cents  in  his 
pocket.   From  his  journal  I  quote: 

"Members  of  the  church  have  attended  to  my 
temporal  wants  as  far  as  they  could,  for  which  I 
am  truly  thankful,  then  they  laid  my  case  before 
the  Ladies  of  the  Benevolent  Society.   They  have 
done  much  for  me  and  my  family  in 
administering  to  our  wants.  They  have  paid  the 
expenses  of  a  doctor,  wood  for  fire,  sugar,  tea, 
some  bedding,  clothing  and  other  necessary 
things  and  with  all,  recommending  us  to  the  City 
Hotel  where  we  should  have  vitals  for  time;  that 
is  till  I  might  get  employment  and  also  taking  a 
great  interest  in  finding  our  Fredrick  work  in 


660 


tching.   God  bless  them  all."   He  continued  to 
jel  miserable  for  some  time.   In  spite  of  ailing, 
e  attended  church  when  possible,  attending  to 
is  duties.   Being  administered  to  often  seemed 
)  give  him  a  spiritual  uplift.  It  is  said  that 
Irandfather  never  fully  recovered  from  this 
lness. 

In  August,  in  St.  Louis,  he  makes  a  note  of 
'..opened  a  school  today."  This  is  the  only 
lention  of  the  school  and  I  have  heard  no 
lention  of  it  from  Mother.   He  probably  tried  to 
lake  a  living  at  his  profession. 

Daughter,  Lavinia,  left  to  go  up  the  Missouri 
iver  with  Mrs.   Barnard  to  work.   Grandfather 
;els  upset  about  her  leaving  the  family  and 
ffers  a  sincere  prayer  for  her  safety  and  prays 
irnestly  that  the  people  will  protect  her  as  their 
wn  and  that  she  will  return  to  them  unharmed, 
think  she  would  be  only  12  years  of  age,  but  I 
lppose  financial  aid  was  necessary. 

In  his  journal  dated  October  7,  1850,  he 
rites.   "This  day,  18  years  ago  I  married  my 
sar  wife,  Sarah.  Time  flies  away  and  waits  for 
3ne."  This  sets  the  marriage  date  as  October  7, 
332. 

As  soon  as  possible  after  arriving  in  St. 
ouis,  Grandfather  opened  a  small  store, 
randmother  assisting  with  her  sewing.   Uncle 
red  was  employed  by  McClelland  &  Scruggs 
ompany  as  a  bookkeeper.  All  did  their  share  in 
wiping  the  family  get  along. 

"Monday  the  17th,  1851,  Jenny  Lind,  the 
nger,  arrived  in  St.   Louis.   Thankful  to  be  this 
ir  on  the  way  to  the  valley  of  the  mountains. " 

On  Monday,  March  31 ,  1851 ,  a  female  child 
as  born  to  Heziakiah  and  Sarah  Mitchell, 
amed  Sarah  Ann. 

May  15,  1851,  he  ordained  his  son, 
rederick  A.H.F.   Mitchell,  a  Deacon. 

Grandfather's  health  is  still  bad.   He  feels 
iscouragement  and  feels  that  Satan  is  trying  to 
astray  his  being,  but  prays  earnestly  that  he  will 
5  preserved  and  blessed. 

Friday,  October  3,  1851,  the  family  moved 
n  a  farm  in  Jersey  County,  Illinois,  to  obtain 
leans  to  travel  to  the  mountains.   Still  not  well; 
as  chills  and  fever.   He  traded  for  a  yoke  of 
xen  about  8  or  9  miles  from  this  place,  but  one 
f  them  died,  which  was  a  great  loss  to  him. 

When  the  family  moved  to  Illinois, 
rederick,  the  only  son,  remained  in  St.   Louis. 


It  was  advisable  because  with  his  good  position 
he  could  help  the  family  financially. 

Quoting  from  his  journal:  "On  the  3 
February,  1852,  went  to  the  mill  with  one  ox  on 
the  wagon,  about  4  miles,  exceedingly  bad  road 
through  the  woods.  In  crossing  Otter  Creek  the 
third  time,  my  wagon  was  turned  on  one  side  and 
the  box  turned  upside  down  and  my  wife  under  it 
in  the  mud.  She  was  not  hurt  in  the  least,  not 
even  her  bonnet  crushed.   I  jumped  out  into  the 
mud  on  the  edge  of  the  water,  lifted  the  box  up 
and  set  my  wife  at  liberty  and  told  her  to  get  out 
of  the  way.   Poor  Turk  was  almost  throttled  in 
the  water,  with  the  wagon  being  on  one  side.  I 
set  the  wagon  right,  got  on  the  ox's  back  to 
liberate  him,  but  could  not,  consequently  had  to 
jump  off  his  back  into  the  water,  then  with 
difficulty  I  got  him  out.   Thank  God  for  his  care 
over  us  that  we  were  not  hurt.   To  Him  be  the 
glory." 

He  speaks  of  tapping  maple  trees  to  make 
sugar.   One  point  in  going  to  Jersey  County, 
Illinois  was  to  prepare  for  the  trip  West.   This  is 
near  the  wooded  country  and  Grandfather 
intended  to  make  the  wagon  to  carry  his  family 
west. 

Saturday,  February  1,  1852,  he  writes: 
"Prepared  some  parts  for  a  new  wagon.   A  very 
strong  desire  to  go  to  California."  (All  western 
territory  was  considered  to  be  California.)  "Oh! 
Lord,  open  up  my  way  for  me  and  my  family. 
Oh!  How  I  long  to  be  there  and  be  instructed  in 
the  truth." 

He  engaged  in  any  work  to  further  his  plans 
to  join  the  saints  in  Zion,  as  you  can  see: 
"Saturday,  February  14,  1852.   Split  a  number 
of  rails.  Whatever  I  do,  the  uppermost  thought 
is  on  the  work  of  God  and  the  valley  of  the 
mountains  and  my  increasing  desire  to  go  there. 
Oh!  Lord  open  my  way  before  me.  Thought  on 
the  science  of  astronomy.   How  beautiful  are  the 
order  of  the  heavens;  have  a  great  desire  to 
increase  my  study  in  the  same;  read  a 
considerable  portion  of  the  work  on  that 
subject. " 

"February  19,  1852  -  Committed  to  memory 
a  number  of  words  pertaining  to  astronomy 
connected  with  the  twelve  signs  of  the  Zodiac." 

"February  20,  1852  -  Commenced  to  read 
and  study  a  portion  of  a  work  on  'Natural 
Philosophy.'  Delighted  with  it.   Orson  Pratt  has 
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written  well  on  some  parts  of  the  same  subject. " 

"February  26,  1852  -  Engaged  to  make  about 
two  thousand  rails  for  Mr.   Nobel  at  80  cents  per 
hundred.  He  advanced  me  two  dollars  for 
present  use.   Had  the  subjects  of  natural 
philosophy  and  astronomy  in  mind.   How 
wonderful  are  the  works  of  God." 

A  few  days  following,  he  split  rails,  100 
each  day.  Imagine,  his  daily  work  would  net 
him  80  cents.  One  day  he  says  he  cut  the  wood 
and  split  26  rails.  What  a  pity  it  was  for  a  man 
with  his  education,  also  broken  in  health,  to  have 
to  resort  to  such  hard  labor  to  support  his  family. 

He  bought  another  ox  for  $17.00.   Now  he 
has  two  and  traveling  will  be  easier.  Within  the 
next  few  days  he  bought  a  cow  and  calf  for 
$11.00. 

While  in  this  county,  it  was  necessary  to  call 
his  family  together  in  meetings  and  administer 
the  sacrament,  sing  hymns  and  have  prayers.  He 
was  very  grateful  to  the  neighbors  who  were  not 
members  of  the  church,  but  who  had  charity  and 
kindness  in  their  hearts  and  who  recognized  their 
situation  and  need  and  brought  them  food,  such 
as  bacon,  vegetables,  beef,  corn  and  many  other 
necessities  that  filled  their  needs. 

This  is  an  interesting  item.   Grandfather 
gave  this  recipe:  "Recipe  for  making  cistern 
cement:  Ashes,  two  parts;  three  parts  of  clay; 
one  part  sand;  mix  with  oil.  Will  make  a  cement 
as  hard  as  marble  and  impenetrable  by  water 
forever."  (I  would  like  to  try  it  sometime.) 

The  spring  was  beautiful  in  Illinois  and  it 
was  time  to  plant  for  the  future.  While  tilling 
and  planting,  Grandfather  always  offers  a  prayer 
that  the  crops  will  be  a  success  and  will  aid  them 
in  their  preparation  for  the  trip  West  to  join  the 
saints  and  help  build  the  temple. 

One  day  while  he  was  on  his  way  to  split  a 
few  rails,  he  heard  a  rattlesnake,  measured  more 
than  three  feet,  got  a  stick  and  killed  it.  Then  he 
took  it  home  to  show  his  family  because  its 
markings  were  so  beautiful.   (Now  I  know  where 
I  get  some  of  my  ideas  and  foolishness  for  we 
see  the  beauty  in  most  of  nature's  workings.) 

The  next  few  weeks  recorded  work  in  the 
field,  reading  very  good  books,  working  for  the 
interest  of  the  family  and  praying  for  departure 
in  the  spring  to  join  the  saints  and  go  West. 

He  worked  often  on  his  wagon,  but  makes  no 
mention  of  it,  just  like  it  was  an  unimportant  job. 


But  to  me  it  was  mighty  important.   Mother 
spoke  a  lot  about  it.  She  watched  the  wagon 
'grow' .  She  told  about  going  with  her  father  to 
cut  the  wood  for  the  wagon,  watched  him  season 
the  wood  and  remembers  how  he  would  turn  the 
wood  regularly  to  the  heat  so  it  would  season 
evenly  and  how  she  stood  on  the  wheel  rims 
while  he  set  the  metal  tires.  She  watched  every 
move  he  made  in  constructing  the  wagon.  To 
her  it  was  a  wonder.  I  think  it  was  too. 
Grandfather  brought  parts  to  repair  the  wagon  on 
the  journey  West,  but  used  them  all  to  repair 
other  wagons. 

"Monday,  January  3,  1853  -  Talked  to  my 
family  about  the  possibility  of  trying,  if  we 
could,  to  get  to  California  next  spring.   If  we  can 
get  three  yoke  of  cattle  and  two  cows  and  my 
wagon  finished,  we  think  we  may  try  to  get  a 
start.   Read  President  Fillmore's  message  to 
Congress.  Was  pleased  with  it.  He  is  a  very 
fine  man.   Also  read  an  interesting  tract  to  my 
family,  the  subject,  "The  Gold  Makers  Village" 
from  German  of  Hunruch  Zachokke.   Bought  a 
little  male  hog  today  for  $2.50.   A  high  price. 

"August  skies  displayed  a  beautiful  comet." 
It  is  seen  for  several  nights  and  he  describes  the 
difference  in  its  appearance  and  length  of  tail  as 
the  time  passes.  In  September,  he  sees  the 
Northern  Lights  and  takes  the  family  out  to 
watch  them,  describing  the  cause  and  effects. 
Comments  on  their  beauty. 

For  days  the  family  cut  and  dried  peaches 
that  they  might  enjoy  them  later.    "Spent  evening 
reading  Hadley's  'Life  of  Napoleon  Bonapart 
and  his  Marshals." 

He  must  have  given  private  schooling  to 
several.  Often  he  records,  "Heard  Mr.  Morgan 
or  others  in  their  lessons."  He  has  made  converts 
of  a  few  who  live  in  this  farming  area.   Many, 
many  pages  are  devoted  to  daily  activities  as  I 
have  mentioned,  but  I  will  not  take  the  time  to 
account  them  all. 

An  interesting  drawing  is  made  in  the  journal 
which  illustrates  his  art  and  knowledge  of 
mechanical  art.  He  draws  a  perfect  and  accurate 
picture  of  a  locomotive  steam  whistle.  What 
makes  it  whistle  is  shown  by  parts  being 
numbered  and  described  in  detail. 

Now,  we  read  between  the  lines  and  feel 
preparations  are  being  made  to  leave.   "Put 
wagon  together,  tried  it  out.   Everything  seems 
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okay.  Took  parts  apart  and  painted. . .Traded 
with  J.   Samson  for  a  sorrel  mare,  let  him  have 
one  steer,  my  old  wagon  and  gave  him  $10.00. 
Traded  my  old  yoke  of  cattle  with  Dr.   Parry  for 
a  gray  mare... Bought  a  harness.   Dr.   Parry 
loaned  me  $4. 25... returned  home  with  my 
wagon  and  horses.   And  so,  on  Tuesday,  May 
23,  1854,  they  left  Jersey  County  for  Utah,  first 
to  join  the  company  in  Missouri.   Uncle  Fred  had 
given  up  his  work  in  St.  Louis  and  joined  the 
family  in  Jersey  County  to  come  West  with 
them.   They  hadn't  traveled  five  miles  before 
trouble  started.   Another  test  of  their  faith.  They 
were  caught  in  a  gully  in  the  mud.  The  horses 
balked  and  the  cows  got  stuck  in  the  mud.  They 
had  to  stand  in  the  mud  all  night  in  a  heavy  rain. 
Soon  a  man  passed  with  a  team  who  helped  them 
out. 

He  went  to  see  a  Mr.  Watson  to  see  if  he 
would  trade  for  cattle.   "He  wanted  my  new 
wagon,  horses,  harness  for  two  yoke  of  his  cattle 
and  his  old  wagon,  very  unreasonable... Traded 
my  sorrel  pony  for  one  yoke  of  cattle... Traded 
our  gray  mare  for  a  yoke  of  cattle  with  a  man 
living  near  Carr  place... We  rejoiced  at  our 
prosperity."  But  Satan  had  certainly  tried  to 
hinder  their  progress. 

Trouble  continued.   They  broke  the  wagon 
tongue  and  had  to  stop  and  repair  it.   It  rained 
constantly  and  they  were  all  soaked.   The  roads 
were  bad  and  traveling  was  slow.  The  young 
yoke  of  cattle  were  showing  signs  of  fatigue.  He 
tried  to  trade  but  was  not  successful.  In  spite  of 
all  this,  they  continued  on,  overcoming  every 
possible  obstacle.  Each  evening,  they  always 
looked  for  a  comfortable  place  for  the  cattle 
where  there  was  good  food  and  water.  They 
stopped  and  purchased  new  supplies  at  each 
town.   Grandfather  tells  of  crossing  the  rivers 
and  comments  on  the  bad  condition  of  bridges 
that  need  to  be  repaired.  One  new  bridge  was 
built  in  a  poor  manner;  it  should  be  torn  down 
and  be  rebuilt  properly.   He  tells  just  the  proper 
way  of  building  it  so  it  would  be  safe. 

From  the  mention  of  towns  or  cities  they 
pass  through  or  near,  I  have  traced  the  trip  on 
the  map. 

It  was  necessary  to  ford  small  streams  and 
ferry  over  the  larger  ones.  When  they  neared 
Brunswick,  which  is  located  on  the  Missouri 
River,  they  were  stopped  by  a  man  who  told 


them  there  was  an  epidemic  of  cholera  there  and 
wished  to  warn  them.   They  said  they  would  take 
a  chance.  They  came  to  the  ferry  on  Grand 
River  and  crossed  over  into  Carroll  County  and 
camped  on  the  banks  of  the  Grand  River.  They 
laid  down  and  watched  the  heavens  which  were 
beautiful  to  behold,  went  to  sleep  and  woke  up 
and  found  it  had  rained  a  good  bit  and  that  the 
yoke  of  cows  had  strayed  off.  Grandfather  and 
son  Fred,  dressed  hurriedly  and  searched  for  the 
cattle.  They  found  them  and  returned  at 
daybreak  in  time  to  have  breakfast  and  start 
again  on  their  journey.   It  was  about  3:00  p.m. 
Thursday,  June  22,  that  they  arrived  in 
Richmond,  after  crossing  more  bridges  that 
creaked  as  they  crossed  and  Grandfather  said, 
"His  heart  was  sick  with  fear." 

The  family  continued  on  until  [month  not 
given]  23  1854,  when  Grandfather  ends  his 
journal  for  that  book.  There  were  more  pages  in 
the  book,  but  he  just  stopped  writing.  I'm  sorry. 
I  would  like  to  have  followed  them  until  they 
meet  the  saints.   His  journal  is  not  picked  up 
until  after  they  are  in  the  Valley.  What  a  pity  to 
lose  this  wonderful,  detailed  description  of  the 
trip.  However,  Uncle  Fred  kept  a  journal  in  a 
very  small  notebook.  It  is  written  in  pencil  and 
is  hard  to  read.  It  started  the  day  they  left  Jersey 
County,  Illinois,  on  the  trip  West.   I  will 
continue  from  his  journal. 

"On  25th  June,  passed  through  Liberty,  Clay 
County,  Missouri.  Saddened  by  the  fact  that  it 
was  here  the  leaders  of  the  church  had  been 
persecuted  and  suffered.  We  journeyed  on 
toward  Platte  City  and  crossed  the  Platte  River." 

They  are  always  concerned  about  the  welfare 
of  the  cattle  in  finding  good  food  for  them.  They 
crossed  the  Missouri  River  on  the  ferry  at  1:00 
o'clock  p.m.   After  crossing,  they  met  Brother 
Farr  and  several  of  the  brethren,  after  which 
they  traveled  about  four  miles  to  Williams 
Camp.  Here  they  met  the  saints  and  rejoiced 
they  were  on  time. 

Later,  they  met  a  company  of  Swedish  and 
English  saints.   They  also  met  Orson  Pratt,  who 
was  on  his  way  to  the  valley,  which  was  thrilling 
and  Brother  Fielding,  whom  he  had  known  in 
England.   That,  too,  was  a  wonderful 
experience.  Their  wagon  was  placed  next  to 
Grandfathers.  They  spent  the  evening  rejoicing. 
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Interferences  continued.   On  July  3,  1854, 
they  prepared  to  start  about  8:00  a.m.,  but  one 
of  the  cattle  refused  to  be  yoked.  It  was  1 1 :00 
a.m.  before  they  got  on  their  way.  Then  all 
went  well.  The  Kansas  Camp  started  a  few 
hours  before  them;  hence  they  were  ahead. 
They  traveled  until  sundown.  By  the  order  of 
Brother  Orson  Pratt,  two  yoke  of  cattle  were 
there  to  help  them  over. 

"Tuesday,  July  4,  1854  -  This  morning  all 
the  camp  was  awakened  to  gather  around  the 
Liberty  Pole  on  which  was  heisted  the  glorious 
stars  and  stripes.   A  couple  of  guns  were  fired 
over  it.   Our  Captain  Brown  delivered  a  brief, 
but  very  appropriate  speech  and  solicited 
volunteers  with  tame  cattle  to  go  to  the  last 
camping  place  for  the  wagons  which  were  left 
there.  Those  that  had  teams  went  willingly.   I 
spent  the  day  doing  odd  jobs  to  help  those  here." 

On  Wednesday,  July  18,  1854,  Uncle  Fred 
was  appointed  clerk  and  historian  of  the 
company.   He  proceeded  immediately  to  taking 
the  names  of  the  company;  also  a  record  of  a 
death.  Each  male  member  was  appointed  to  take 
turn  to  stand  guard  of  the  cattle  and  horses 
during  the  nights  and  resting  period  on  the  entire 
trip. 

Some  of  the  wagon  tongues  were  showing 
signs  of  wear,  so  Grandfather  and  Frederick 
spent  one  day  making  new  tongues  in  case  of 
trouble. 

An  interesting  item  is  recorded.   "After 
preparing  to  travel  one  morning  it  was 
discovered  that  several  yokes  of  cattle  were 
missing.  Several  looked  for  them,  but  were 
unsuccessful.  They  traveled  on,  then  suddenly 
Captain  Russell  rode  up  quickly,  said  that  seven 
Indians  had  been  seen  with  our  cattle  by  Charles 
A.  Lanson,  who  approached  the  Indians  and 
made  it  known  he  wanted  the  cattle,  but  the 
Indians  presented  guns  and  they  were  compelled 
to  leave.  Brother  Pratt  was  ahead,  but  retreated 
and  all  men  who  had  arms  were  requested  to  go 
in  search  of  the  cattle."  The  number  who 
volunteered  was  30  including  Uncle  Fred.   After 
searching  for  three  hours  they  were  forced  to 
return.  They  found  from  tracks  that  the  Indians 
had  separated  in  four  directions.  The  company 
journeyed  ahead  without  the  cows.     While 
resting,  Uncle  Fred  climbed  to  the  top  of  a  hill, 


stopped  to  admire  the  beauty  and  in  his  artistic 
way  he  made  a  sketch  of  the  area. 

On  one  occasion,  they  were  nearing  a  creek. 
The  road  was  bad.  All  men  with  axes  and 
shovels  prepared  the  road.  It  was  rough  and 
narrow  over  the  creek,  not  wide  enough  to  take 
these  heavy  wagons.  Logs  were  cut  and  placed 
on  one  side,  brush  and  dirt  were  put  between 
them.  This  made  a  safe  road  for  all  future 
wagons  to  cross.  Saw  some  graves  in  the  area  of 
the  repair  work.   One  was  hardly  covered  and 
the  odor  was  terrible.  Soon  after  they  started 
traveling  again,  an  oxen  on  Mr.   Friel's  team 
dropped  dead.   No  warning  symptoms  were  seen 
to  prepare  them  for  the  death. 

On  Tuesday,  July  14,  1854,  a  council 
meeting  was  held  and  it  was  decided  to  let  the 
family  wagons  go  ahead  of  the  freight  wagons, 
which  travel  slower.   The  family  wagons  are 
those  whose  owners  travel  in  their  own  wagons; 
the  freight  wagons  are  those  who  carry  paid 
passengers  and  extra  freight.  This  is  the  19th 
birthday  of  Frederick  Mitchell.  This  day  the 
wagons  moved  ahead  numbering  41 .   Provisions 
were  getting  low,  which  was  the  reason  for  the 
family  wagons  to  move  and  not  travel  as  an 
entire  company. 

When  about  to  cross  the  Big  Blue  Creek, 
they  were  advised  that  all  wagons  should  travel 
fast  and  not  to  stop  in  the  middle  because  of 
quicksand.   All  crossed  safely,  but  at  times  it  was 
necessary  to  hitch  extra  horses  to  wagons.  The 
creek  is  18  or  20  inches  deep.   After  they 
camped  for  the  night,  two  men  who  said  they 
were  from  the  store  came  to  hang  around  us. 
Captain  Brown  politely  told  them  they  were  not 
welcome  and  to  please  move  on,  but  extra  guards 
were  appointed  to  guard  the  cattle  and  camp  that 
night.  The  cattle  and  horses  seemed  troublesome 
all  night. 

July  19,  1854,  Captain  Brown  had  heard  that 
Brother  Fields  Company  had  been  robbed  of 
provisions  and  clothing.  They  had  none  to  spare, 
so  were  advised  by  Captain  Brown  to  travel  fast 
and  the  men  should  travel  with  gun  and  whip  in 
hand.  This  seemed  rather  a  novel  situation  for  a 
young  man.   At  one  time  they  could  see 
something  approaching  them,  but  when  they 
came  face  to  face  with  it,  it  turned  out  to  be  a 
pack  of  mules  from  California. 
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About  eight  miles  from  Cotton  Creek,  they 
were  overtaken  by  a  company  of  saints  from 
Kansas.   They  camped  across  the  creek  from  this 
company.  They  were  not  very  clean,  but  seemed 
healthy.   Captain  Brown  adopted  them,  but  gave 
them  rules  and  regulations  to  follow  and  warned 
them  to  obey. 

"About  1 1:00  p.m.   this  date,  I  was  asked  by 
Captain  Brown  to  witness  a  wedding  and  record 
same.   George  Chandler  and  Hellen  Matilda 
Bozer  were  married.  This  same  day,  there  was 
a  birth  in  camp.   A  son  was  born  to  Sister  Stiles 
in  a  drenching  rain." 

"Sunday,  July  23,  Sister  Stephens  gave  birth 
to  a  child." 

They  crossed  the  Platte  River,  camped  on  its 
banks  and  traveled  to  Kerney.   After  they  were 
on  the  road  again,  they  saw  several  buffalo. 
They  had  difficulty  killing  two,  which  were 
divided  among  the  company.   Grandmother 
salted  part  of  theirs  down  for  future  use.   Mother 
tells  of  Grandmother's  cooking  and  how  she 
made  many  tasty  things  mat  others  did  not  bother 
with.   Of  course,  they  milked  the  cows  and  made 
butter,  which  was  delicious. 

Mother  told  the  story  of  an  experience  with 
the  Indians.   "At  one  point,  the  wagons  were  told 
to  travel  fast.  To  make  the  wagons  lighter,  the 
older  members  of  the  family  were  to  walk  by  the 
side  of  the  wagon.   I,  being  only  8  years  of  age, 
was  to  stay  in  the  wagon  with  mother  and  Sarah. 
I  thought  I  was  as  big  as  anyone  and  capable  of 
walking.  I  quietly  slid  to  the  end  of  the  wagon 
unnoticed.  Just  when  I  was  on  the  end  of  the 
wagon  an  Indian  appeared  out  of  the  brush  and 
placed  his  hands  on  my  waist  and  was  carefully 
edging  me  out  of  the  wagon.  I  was  so  frightened 
I  couldn't  speak  or  make  a  sound.  Priscilla's 
shoe  came  untied  and  she  lagged  behind  to  tie  it. 
As  she  raised  she  saw  the  situation.  In  another 
few  seconds  I  would  have  been  missing.   She 
screamed  to  Father,  who  cracked  the  whip  high 
over  his  head.  The  Indian  did  not  release  me. 
Again  Father  cracked  the  whip  near  his  head, 
showing  the  Indian  he  was  serious.   At  that  he  let 
me  go  and  I  certainly  was  glad  to  climb  to  the 
front  of  the  wagon  and  stay  there. " 

They  passed  nine  wagons  heading  for  the 
State,  filled  with  apostate  followers  of  Gledder 
Bishop.  They  had  very  little  to  say  to  them. 


One  of  the  oxen  on  Grandfather's  team  was 
lame,  suffering  from  hollow  horn  (whatever  that 
is).  Our  wagon  lagged  behind.   Sister 
Warberton  also  stayed  behind.   One  of  her  cows 
was  calving.   By  permission  of  Captain  Brown 
they  hitched  her  sister  cow  to  the  place  of  our 
lame  one  and  traveled  on  to  the  end  of  the  day. 

From  Uncle's  journal  I  quote.    "Thursday, 
August  3,  1854  -  Stood  guard  from  2:00  to  4:00 
o'clock.   Got  on  the  road  28  minutes  before  7:00 
o'clock.  Traveled  well  until  noon.  Our  steer 
gave  out  in  the  afternoon,  he  had  traveled  as  far 
as  his  strength  would  let  him.   We  untied  him 
from  behind  the  wagon  and  stayed  with  him  until 
8:00  o'clock.   In  the  meantime,  I  went  off  the 
road  a  piece  toward  the  river  and  cut  him  some 
grass  which  he  ate.  While  I  was  with  him  the 
Danish  Company  passed  me.   They  have  60 
wagons  and  500  persons  all  in  good  health. 
After  they  had  gone  by  I  managed  wjth  great 
difficulty  to  drive  him  about  a  mile,  which 
brought  me  to  the  Danish  Camp  and  finding  him 
not  able  to  go  any  further  I  had  to  leave  him.  I 
was  then  about  4  miles  from  our  camp.  I  met 
Father  coming  to  meet  me.   The  night  was  very 
pleasant  and  favored  with  the  light  of  the  moon. 
We  had  traveled  18  miles  today.  Grass  here  was 
not  of  the  best,  but  some  good  cold  spring  water. 
I  got  into  camp  at  9:00  o'clock  p.m. 

Next  day,  they  traveled  until  six  o'clock. 
They  met  E.T.   Benson  and  Ira  Eldredge  coming 
from  the  Valley  to  relieve  Brother  Pratt  and 
H.T.  Eldredge,  Elder  E.  Snow  to  St.  Louis, 
Orson  Spencer  to  Cincinnati,  H.   Link  to 
England,  Doctor  Rust  and  son  carrying  the  U.S. 
mail,  all  in  fine  spirits.   After  supper,  O. 
Spencer  and  E.T.  Benson  preached  to  the  saints, 
touching  on  different  subjects  of  the  gospel.  All 
felt  very  edified. 

They  crossed  the  south  fork  of  the  Platte 
River.   It  was  one  half  mile  wide  and  two  feet 
deep,  including  six  inches  of  sand.   All  wagons 
crossed  safely,  but  it  was  very  heavy  hauling. 
They  camped  in  the  area  after  crossing.  I 
remember  hearing  Mother  telling  of  this  incident 
and  how  frightened  she  was.   She  was  8  years 
old. 

Next  day,  Uncle  Fred  tells  of  picking  three 
quarts  of  choke  cherries  and  Grandmother  made 
jam.  It  was  delicious.  Later  that  day,  Brother 
Fielding's  wagon  tipped  over.   What  a  mess  in 


665 


the  road.  Uncle  helped  pick  it  up,  but  it  was  not 
an  easy  task. 

The  trip  has  been  hard  and  tedious,  not  only 
for  the  saints,  but  the  animals  are  showing  effects 
of  the  strain.   This  day,  two  oxen  have  died  in 
their  places  on  the  team. 

"Friday,  August  11,  1854  -  After  traveling 
16  miles  we  camped  in  view  of  Chimney  Rock. 
Next  day  we  hitched  "Hornet"  our  lead  ox  alone, 
because  Sister  Thorp  did  not  like  her  cow  to  be 
worked."  After  dinner  they  were  overtaken  by 
Brothers  Benson,  Eldredge  and  Kesler,  who  told 
them  to  rest.   Brother  Benson  told  them  that 
Brother  Eldredge 's  camp  had  been  stampeded  by 
buffalo  and  he  had  lost  122  head  and  wanted  5 
yoke  of  their  cattle  to  go  and  help  them.   The 
brethren  complied  with  their  request  gladly. 
After  hours,  they  were  on  their  way  again  and 
traveled  past  Chimney  Rock.   This  bluff  as 
described  by  Uncle  Fred  is  very  interesting 
because  of  its  romantic  appearance.  They  were 
again  overtaken  by  some  of  the  brethren  on  their 
way  to  the  Valley,  including  Brother  O.   Pratt, 
who  came  to  their  wagon  and  spent  the  evening 
with  them.  They  were  happy  to  see  him. 

Uncle  Fred's  journal  ends  here.  What  a 
shame.  I  would  like  to  have  followed  him  into 
the  Valley  and  heard  their  reaction.   Mother  told 
us  they  camped  the  first  night  on  the  old  8th 
Ward  Square.   Mother  remembers  Grandfather 
writing  in  his  journal  while  on  the  journey  to 
Utah  and  described  the  book's  size,  shape  and 
color.  He  usually  wrote  after  calling  the  family 
together  for  prayer  and  often  showing  them  the 
beauties  of  the  heavens  and  nature.  This  journal 
or  book  is  missing,  for  which  I  am  sorry. 
However,  I  am  thankful  that  Uncle  Fred  kept  his 
journal,  which  has  given  us  many  interesting 
personal  experiences.  I  think,  very  valuable 
experiences  as  far  as  he  goes. 

Now,  we  continue  our  story  from 
Grandfather's  journal.   The  first  record  is  dated 
"Journal  1854  -  Having  arrived  in  Great  Salt 
Lake  City,  it  was  about  10  days  before  we  got 
into  a  house.  We  rented  one  from  James  Ure. 
Hauled  sand,  clay  and  did  other  work  for  almost 
a  month,  as  much  as  the  cattle  could  stand  it. 
Then  I  saw  Brother  Crosland,  came  with  him  to 
Richville,  Tooele  County,  saw  Brother  Peter 
Maughan  at  E.T.  City.  Spoke  to  him  about 
getting  10  acres  of  land,  a  city  and  garden  lot. 


Made  some  arrangements  with  him  for  the  same. 
I  am  tolerable  sick.  Saw  Brother  Gillette  and 
Bro.   Bryan,  haven't  seen  them  since  I  landed  in 
St.  Louis  in  1850.  Returned  home  in  Salt  Lake 
with  the  government  wagons.   Stayed  in  Salt 
Lake  a  few  days,  then  returned  to  E.T.,  bringing 
my  wagon,  oxen  and  two  cows  with  me  to 
commence  to  build  me  a  house.  The  lot  was  on 
the  east  side  of  E.T.   My  cattle  were  too  weak  to 
haul  logs  from  the  canyon.   Bro.   Gillette  and 
Bro.  Maughan  hauled  a  load  for  me  which  cost 
me  $16.00  from  the  canyon.   Built  me  a  house  as 
soon  as  possible  and  moved  my  family  here  on 
Saturday,  November  25,  1854."  (So  we  have  lost 
three  months  of  valuable  history,  which  would 
have  been  intensely  interesting). 

"In  April,  planted  10  acres  of  wheat  and 
corn,  but  grasshoppers  ate  most  of  it.  Got  only  2 
1/2  bushels  from  the  lot,  but  got  15  bushels  of 
potatoes." 

Mother  tells  how  all  members  fought 
grasshoppers  from  the  wheat  and  corn  and  also 
the  potato  bugs  from  the  potato  plants  to  save  the 
crops  in  much  the  same  manner  as  they  fought 
the  cricket  plague  in  1847.   We  wonder  how 
much  more  they  will  be  tried,  but  even  then  each 
night  and  morning,  prayers  were  offered; 
prayers  for  strength  and  thanksgiving.   On  April 
15,  1885,  Grandfather,  Grandmother,  Priscilla, 
Maria  and  Elizabeth  were  rebaptized  by  Peter 
Maughan  and  confirmed  the  same  day  by  P. 
Maughan  and  Bishop  Rowberry.   Grandfather 
was  appointed  to  preside  over  the  lesser 
priesthood.  He  was  nominated  and  received  as 
the  referee  for  the  Mill  Precinct,  Tooele  County, 
Utah  Territory. 

"August  12,  1855,  was  ordained  by 
President  David  Petetigrew  a  High  Priest  at  E.T. 
City."   I  remember  hearing  of  how  Grandfather 
came  home  from  this  meeting.  He  was 
overjoyed  and  threw  his  hat  into  the  air  several 
times  because  he  had  advanced  to  the  highest 
order  of  the  priesthood. 

Was  thankful  this  day  because  President 
Brigham  Young  gave  him  permission  to  take 
another  wife. 

They  had  been  in  the  Valley  1  1/2  years  and 
son  Fred  had  just  married.  At  a  conference  held 
in  Salt  Lake,  Fred  was  called  to  go  on  a  mission 
to  the  Sandwich  Islands  (Hawaii).   His 
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experiences  are  very  interesting,  but  that  is 
another  story. 

Grandfather  was  appointed  as  Clerk  of  the 
E.T.   Branch  and  later  was  chosen  as  President 
of  the  E.T.   Branch.   In  case  you  may  not  know, 
E.T.   is  located  just  around  the  point  of  the 
mountain  southwest  of  Garfield.   Richville  is 
located  between  this  point  and  Grantsville.  E.T. 
is  named  after  Ezra  T.   Benson.   These  places 
were  small  farming  branches  and  each  was 
presided  over  by  a  Branch  Pres.  Tooele  Stake 
was  not  organized  until  1866. 

These  days  represented  hard,  trying  times. 
In  May,  1856,  Grandfather  signed  to  the  Bishop 
five  acres  of  his  land,  valued  at  $9.00  per  acre 
for  his  tithing.   He  made  frequent  trips  to  the 
canyon  for  wood,  which  he  used  for  the  family 
and  selling  whenever  possible.  He  often  drove  to 
Salt  Lake  or  Ogden,  selling  his  wood  for  as  low 
as  $3.00.   Sometimes  it  was  necessary  to  trade  it 
for  small  items.   It  was  a  two  day  journey  each 
way  from  E.T.   to  Salt  Lake  in  a  wagon  driven 
by  cows  and  oxen.   It  was  almost  impossible  for 
him  to  support  his  family  on  the  ground  he  had. 

Grandfather  was  handy  and  could  do  almost 
anything  he  tried;  consequently,  he  was  in 
demand  in  the  county  to  do  many  odd  jobs,  but 
with  very  little  pay.   He  journeyed  to  Ogden  to 
see  if  he  could  get  some  harvesting  done,  but 
was  unsuccessful.   He  went  with  Bro.  Friel  to 
see  if  he  could  locate  a  piece  of  ground  that  was 
available.   He  located  one  that  was  desirable  but 
found  it  was  spoken  for,  so  settled  for  another 
one  and  put  some  stakes  around  it  and  made  a 
claim  on  it.  He  worked  for  Brother  Brown  at 
labor  for  three  days  and  was  paid  three  bushels 
of  wheat  for  pay.   While  in  Ogden  on  July  24,  he 
witnessed  the  24th  of  July  celebration...  parades, 
speeches,  bands,  dinner,  dancing  and  singing. 
He  goes  into  detail  describing  it.   It  was  a 
wonderful  experience  for  him.   Returning  home 
one  day  he  picked  a  half  bushel  of  service  berries 
in  the  canyon.   His  wife  made  jam,  which  helped 
the  food  situation. 

On  some  occasions,  the  family  was  given 
permission  to  go  to  the  neighboring  fields  and 
glean  wheat.   He  started  to  cut  his  own  wheat, 
but  much  of  it  had  been  destroyed  by 
grasshoppers. 

Often  he  was  compelled  to  stay  in  Salt  Lake 
and  Ogden  for  three  weeks  exchanging  his  grain 


for  'food  stuff  and  also  doing  odd  jobs  to  buy  a 
few  necessities.   Of  course,  children  and 
Grandmother  were  left  at  home.   At  times  the 
family  diet  was  reduced  to  pigweed  and  mild 
weed  greens.   My  mother  was  helping  a  woman 
in  her  home  for  50  cents  a  week  and  was  allowed 
one  biscuit  each  day  for  her  lunch.   The  youngest 
sister,  Sarah  was  sick  because  of  lack  of  proper 
food.   Each  day  my  mother  would  put  her  biscuit 
in  her  pocket  and  after  lunch  dishes  were  done 
she  would  run  home  with  the  precious  food  for 
the  sick  sister.   Aunt  Sarah  said  because  of  this 
Elizabeth  saved  her  life.   One  day  the  lady 
noticed  what  Mother  did  and  the  next  day  she 
was  refused  a  biscuit.   That  night  she  cried 
herself  to  sleep  and  dreamed  that  she  was  at  the 
door  the  next  morning  and  saw  her  father  coming 
along  the  road  driving  the  wagon  and  it  was  piled 
high  with  precious  food  stuffs.   When  she  left  the 
house  the  next  morning,  she  saw  her  father 
coming  just  as  she  had  seen  him  in  her  dream. 
She  ran  to  meet  him  and  told  him  of  her 
experience  with  the  woman  and  also  her  dream. 
He  told  her  she  should  never  go  to  that  house 
again  and  she  never  did.   He  had  been  away 
three  weeks.   Yes,  there  were  trying  times. 

Grandfather  traded  his  good  strong  wagon 
and  bows  he  had  made  for  8  acres  of  standing 
corn,  one  and  one  half  acres  of  squash  and 
melons  and  about  4  acres  of  wheat.  So, 
immediately  he  had  to  start  to  assemble  parts  for 
another  wagon.  He  exchanged  work  for  some 
unused  wheels  and  other  odds  and  ends  and  with 
lumber  and  wood  he  started  to  make  himself 
another  wagon,  which  was  necessary  to  make  the 
necessary  trips  to  Salt  Lake  with  his  grain. 

Grandfather,  being  the  handy  man,  was 
always  on  hand  to  help  others  with  odd  jobs.   He 
helped  Brother  Maughan  prepare  to  move  to 
Cache  County.   He  quotes,  "Assisted  him  until 
he  rolled  out  and  was  on  his  way,  received  as 
pay  for  the  work  1  1/2  bushes  of  barley,  40  lbs. 
of  flour,  26  lbs.  of  short  irons  for  a  wagon,  half 
a  bushel  of  wheat  and  a  quantity  of  old  iron  to 
use  for  my  wagon. 

He  found  it  necessary  to  build  another  room 
on  the  house.   They  received  a  letter  from 
Captain  James  Brown  from  Ogden  that  he  had 
married  their  daughter,  Lavinia  on  September  7, 
1856. 
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He  took  his  gun  and  shot  at  the  crows  in  his 
corn.  This  was  a  busy  time  of  year.  Besides 
harvesting  crops,  he  was  preparing  for  winter 
and  working  hard  to  complete  his  new  room. 

The  handcart  companies  were  reported 
coming  into  Salt  Lake  and  on  one  of 
Grandfather's  trips  to  the  city  he  visited  with  and 
spent  the  night  with  Brother  and  Sister  Richards, 
who  introduced  him  to  a  Miss  Elizabeth  Bowers. 
Brother  Richards  suggested  that  Grandfather 
marry  this  girl.   Grandfather  suggested  this  to 
her,  but  she  didn't  give  an  answer.   Upon 
returning  to  E  .T.,  he  talked  the  situation  over 
with  Grandmother,  who  rebelled  at  first,  as  any 
natural  wife  would  do,  but  later  she  agreed 
because  they  felt  it  was  one  of  the 
commandments  of  the  gospel.  So,  on  Tuesday, 
December  30,  1856,  Grandfather  and 
Grandmother  made  a  trip  to  Salt  Lake  again  to 
deliver  some  goods  to  saints  and  after  doing  so 
they  went  to  Brother  Richards  to  again  meet 
Elizabeth  Bowers.   To  make  a  long  story  short, 
they  were  sealed  by  Brigham  Young  and  on 
January  2,  1857,  all  three  started  for  their  home 
in  E.T.   They  traveled  in  a  heavy  snowstorm  and 
were  compelled  to  stop  at  the  point  of  the 
mountain  for  the  night. 

Brother  Rasmus  Christensen  and 
Grandfather's  daughter,  Priscilla,  were  married 
by  Bishop  John  Rowberry  on  January  28,  1857. 

Every  few  days  it  was  necessary  for  him  to 
go  to  the  canyon  or  mountains  for  wood.  He 
tells  on  one  occasion  when  he  went  to  the 
mountains  to  get  fire  wood  how  he  climbed  to  the 
top  of  the  mountain  and  admired  and  described  in 
detail  the  beautiful  view  he  sees... the  beautiful 
Great  Salt  Lake  and  the  lovely  Tooele  Valley. 
With  Grandfather's  artistic  temperament,  he 
always  sees  the  beauty  of  most  any  situation. 

This  journal  ends  March  29,  1857  and  I  have 
nothing  in  the  way  of  a  journal  until  March  19, 
1 863 ,  except  a  few  incidents  I  remember  Mother 
telling,  which  I  will  recall. 

When  Johnson's  army  was  coming  to  Utah 
and  were  to  march  through  Salt  Lake  and  Tooele 
Valley  on  the  way  to  the  camp,  Brigham  Young 
told  all  to  leave  their  homes  and  march  south. 
Grandfather  moved  his  family  to  Lehi,  where 
they  stayed  until  the  danger  was  over,  then  they 
returned.  I  believe  they  were  away  about  4 
months.  Grandfather  had  planted  potatoes  before 


he  left  and  upon  his  return  he  found  them  almost 
ready  to  harvest. 

Times  were  hard  at  E.T.   and  getting  worse. 
People  were  moving  away  and  none  were 
replacing  them.   Grandfather  thought  he  would 
make  a  better  living  where  the  land  was  better 
and  a  place  that  was  more  heavily  populated.  In 
that  way  he  could  pick  up  more  odd  jobs  to  help 
with  necessities.   I  mentioned  before  that  he  had 
filed  on  a  piece  of  ground  in  Ogden,  so  he 
moved  his  families  from  E.T.   My  mother  tells 
of  the  move.  She  remembered  well.  There  was 
not  room  for  all  to  ride  and  Mother  says  she  and 
Sarah  drove  a  few  sheep  most  of  the  way. 

I  imagined  from  the  way  the  journal  reads 
that  the  second  wife  was  left  in  Salt  Lake  where 
he  provided  living  quarters  for  her.   He  took 
Grandmother  and  family,  which  consisted  of  the 
two  younger  daughters,  on  to  Ogden  and 
established  a  home  for  them  there. 

Another  small  journal  tells  of  attending  a 
conference  of  the  church  on  April  6,  1863  and 
enjoying  the  spirit  of  the  gospel  in  all  sessions. 
Then,  in  Ogden  in  May,  he  blesses  his  two 
grandchildren  (Priscilla's  children).   Then  on 
Wednesday,  July  8,  1863  he  tells  of  blessing  his 
son,  Heziakiah,  second  son  of  his  second  wife, 
Elizabeth  Bowers.  There  is  no  mention  at  this 
time  of  the  birth  of  his  oldest  son,  Henry  by  this 
wife.  He  helped  his  son,  Fred,  paint  his  store 
and  did  many  other  odd  jobs,  working  not  only 
for  his  son,  but  for  other  people  and  then  again 
working  in  his  son's  store  permanently. 

How  observing  and  cultured  he  was  and 
what  a  pity  with  his  talents  and  education  he 
could  not  have  engaged  in  something  that  would 
not  have  been  so  hard  on  his  health,  because  he 
was  never  strong  after  landing  in  St.  Louis. 

He  reads  such  wonderful  literature  and 
makes  note  of  interesting  items  he  reads  in  the 
paper.  He  makes  note  that  Mt.  Etna  is  erupting 
and  describes  at  length  on  the  details  of  the 
volcano.  Under  date  of  April  2,  1867...  Read 
Hebrew,  Greek,  Latin  and  Italian  to  his  daughter 
Sarah  Ann  and  explains  what  prompted  his 
studying  these  languages  at  sometime  in  his  life, 
mostly  while  he  is  in  England.  He  reads  and 
makes  comments  on  Maximillian  and  gives 
rather  an  interesting  bit  of  history  concerning  his 
life.   Many  other  bits  of  history  are  given  all 
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through  his  journal,  proving  conclusively  that  he 
was  a  great  reader  of  good  books. 

A  note,  worthy  of  copying,  is  as  follows: 
"Friday,  December  18,  1863,  The  House 
Committee  on  Territories  will  soon  report  bills  to 
bring  Nebraska,  Utah  and  Colorado  as  states, 
also  to  create  a  new  territory  out  of  some 
portions  of  Nebraska. . " 

"Durability  of  Timber... The  piles  sustaining 
the  London  Bridge  have  been  driven  500  years. 
They  were  critically  examined  and  found  to  have 
decayed  but  slightly.  These  piles  are  principally 
of  Elm.  Old  Savory  Place  in  the  city  of  London 
is  sustained  on  piles  driven  650  years  ago,  they 
consist  of  Oak,  Elm,  Beach  and  Chestnut  and  are 
perfectly  sound.   The  bridge  build  by  the 
Emperor  Trojan  over  the  Danube,  built  1600 
years  ago  recently  had  one  of  its  piles  taken  up, 
which  was  found  to  be  petrified  three-quarters  of 
an  inch  deep  and  the  rest  had  undergone  no 
change."  (I  recopy  this  that  all  of  you  might 
appreciate  his  interest  in  world  events.) 

He  comments  on  the  wagons  parading  up 
Main  Street  loaded  with  rock  to  build  the  temple 
and  then  returning  immediately  for  another  load. 
The  work  is  progressing  rapidly. 

Two  of  Oliver  Cowdery's  sisters  are  in  Salt 
Lake.   One  of  them  seems  interested  in 
Mormonism,  the  other  one  does  not.  They  will 
go  on  to  California. 

March  30,  1864.   Grandfather  was  given 
permission  to  have  two  women  sealed  to 
him... namely  Sarah  White  and  Sarah  Rangely, 
who  were  dead.  The  first  wife,  Sarah,  stood  for 
them  with  President  Heber  C.  Kimball 
officiating.  Brother  Wilford  Woodruff  and  W. 
W.  Phelps  were  witnesses. 

Late  in  1867,  the  second  wife  gives  birth  to  a 
daughter,  Margaret  Selma.  Grandmother  was 
midwife  and  tended  to  all  of  her  children. 

There  is  no  journal  found  with  items  of  the 
life  of  Heziakiah  Mitchell  between  March,  1868 
and  January  1,  1870.   On  this  date  he  writes. 
"Attended  the  School  of  the  Prophets  in  the  old 
tabernacle.  Good  instructions  given  on  various 
subjects  pertaining  to  the  Kingdom  of  God." 

"Wednesday,  January  12,  1870... Attended 
the  Utah  Central  Railroad  Celebration  Ball  held 
in  the  theatre.   A  very  agreeable  party. 
Everything  went  off  well,  peace  and  harmony 
prevailed  throughout.   Many  prominent  persons 


attended.   It  is  an  important  event  of  our  history 
in  these  mountains,  to  commence  and  complete  a 
railroad  of  some  forty  miles  without  any 
government  aid.   No  other  state  or  territory  in 
the  Union  has  accomplished  as  much  under 
circumstances  as  we  have.   God  is  with  his 
people  and  his  blessing  is  upon  them."  (This 
refers  to  the  railroad  between  Ogden  &  Salt 
Lake). 

The  committees  of  which  he  was  a  member 
are  listed  in  the  journal.   This  journal  does  not 
give  us  much  of  Grandfather's  personal  life,  but 
records  minutes  of  all  General  Conferences  held 
in  the  Tabernacle.  I  do  not  know  if  he  was 
appointed  clerk  of  the  conference  or  if  he  did  it 
of  his  own  choice,  but  each  sermon  is  written  in 
detail.  Also  a  full  account  of  political  and 
government  issues  is  written.  I  will  not  include  it 
here,  but  it  is  beautifully  written  and  is  a  credit 
to  anyone.  I  am  glad  I  have  had  the  privilege  of 
reading  it. 

"Sunday,  September  4,  1870  -  At  a  meeting 
held  in  the  Tabernacle,  Mr.  Martin  Harris  was 
introduced  by  President  G.   A.   Smith.  He 
testified  to  the  truthfulness  of  the  Book  of 
Mormon  and  told  of  some  of  his  experiences  and 
bore  a  strong  testimony." 

"Friday,  September  30,  1870  -  Attended 
High  Priest  meeting.   It  was  moved  by  me  that 
Martin  Harris  have  his  name  recorded  on  the 
quorum  record. .  .was  a  clear  vote.   He  bore  a 
strong  testimony  to  the  Book  of  Mormon  at  this 
meeting." 

As  I  have  mentioned  before,  his  health  was 
broken  at  the  time  of  the  cholera  or  malaria  fever 
he  suffered  in  St.   Louis.   Every  entry  states. 
"Not  well  today,  sick  in  my  intestines  and 
bowels,"  yet  he  continues  to  accept  calls  to  work 
in  the  church.  I  marvel  at  his  fortitude. 

Every  week  he  walked  to  the  Tabernacle  and 
home  from  about  7th  East  and  5th  South.  Also 
each  day  he  walked  to  and  from  his  work  on 
Main  street.   He  worked  for  his  son  Fred.  I 
often  think  of  the  great  accomplishments  he 
would  have  made,  considering  his  education, 
talents  and  ability,  if  his  health  had  not  broken. 

"Tuesday,  February  14,  1871  -  Read 
newspaper  today  after  which  I  looked  over  my 
Italian  and  Greek  grammars.   Greek  appears 
natural,  having  studied  it  when  young,  as  well  as 
Latin  and  Hebrew." 


669 


In  spite  of  "Very  sick  today  -  None  better 
today"  he  accepts  committee  appointments  to 
building  a  library  and  school  house  in  the  1st 
Ward  until  his  last  entry,  which  is  as  follows: 

"Thursday.   September  12,  1872  -  Requested 
Brother  Allen  to  be  sure  and  gather  some  means 
so  we  could  pay  our  hands  on  Saturday.   It  must 
not  be  neglected.   Not  very  well  today. " 

Just  three  days  later  on  September  15,  1872, 
Heziakiah  Mitchell  passed  away  with  intestinal 
disturbances.  A  faithful  life  had  come  to  close. 

President  David  O.   McKay  on  one  occasion 
said  this.   "Who  is  the  greatest  of  all  men?  Is  he 
engineer  who  by  his  intelligence  and  skill  plans 
and  builds  the  greatest  bridge?  Is  it  he,  who  with 
a  brush  and  canvas  and  palette  of  paints  can  paint 
a  masterpiece  of  art?  Or  is  it  the  master 
machinist  who  can  construct  great  powerful 
motors,  or  the  man  who  can  plan  and  build  a 
dam  large  enough  to  hold  back  and  control  great 
bodies  of  water?    No,  I  say  unto  you,  the 
greatest  of  all  men,  regardless  of  wealth  or 
power,  but  by  his  humility,  courage,  faith  and 
kindness  can  touch  the  soul  of  one  who  has  been 
downcast  to  the  state  of  near  destruction  and 
bring  him  to  see  the  light  of  truth  and  teach  him 
and  make  him  believe  in  God  and  life  eternal 
and  bring  joy  to  that  soul.  Yes,  I  say  to  you,  he 
is  the  greatest  of  all  men. "     I  feel  that 


Grandfather  was  such  a  man.  Every  day  he 
prayed  for  wisdom  to  touch  the  unfortunate  and 
bring  joy  to  their  soul.   My  mother  said  she 
never  heard  him  speak  a  cross  word  but  once  in 
his  life.  That  was  when  the  last  flour  the  family 
had  was  made  into  bread  and  it  was  the  oven 
baking  for  the  family's  lunch.  She  was  supposed 
to  watch  it  while  the  parents  were  performing 
outside  duties  and  Mother  did  not  obey,  but 
busied  herself  with  other  things  and  forgot  the 
bread.  It  burned  black.  When  he  returned,  of 
course  he  was  upset  because  there  was  no  bread 
for  the  meal,  so  he  scolded  her  and  gave  her  a 
light  slap  on  the  shoulder.   It  broke  her  heart. 

I  found  this  item  in  Heziakiah  Mitchell's 
diary.   A  faith  promoting  experience: 

"Tuesday,  31  Aug.    1847.   Our  Priscilla 
appeared  as  if  she  would  not  live  long.  I  felt  it 
much  and  was  determined  to  supplicate  God,  my 
Heavenly  Father  for  her.   I  did  so  and  he  did 
hear  my  prayer  and  bless  the  ordinance  of  laying 
on  of  hands.  To  Him  be  all  the  glory  forever 
and  ever."    "This  has  been  a  trying  time,  but  in 
the  midst  of  it  all,  I  could  rejoice  in  the 
principles  of  truth.   She  is  coming  about  nicely 
and  will  soon  be  well.   Thank  God  for  it." 

Compiled  from  his  Journal  by  his  granddaughter, 
Mrs.  Adelia  Horrocks  Cameron,  Salt  Lake  City. 


CHILDREN  of  Heziakiah  and  Sarah  Mallinson: 


( 1 )  -  Martin  Luther 


Born  -  11  August,  1833,  Sheffield,  Yorkshire,  England. 
Died -20  July,  1836. 


(2)  -  Frederick  Augustus  Herman  Frank 


(3)  -  Lovina  (Lovinia) 


Born  -  14  July  1835,    Sheffield,  Yorkshire,  England. 
Married  -  Elinore  (Mary)  Margaret  Thompson,  15 
November,  1855. 
Died -26  July,  1923. 

Born  -  22\27  July,  1837,  Sheffield,  Yorkshire,  England. 
Married  -  James  Brown,  7  September,  1856. 
Died-  16  Mar,  1905. 


(4)  -  Priscilla  Victoria  (X) 


(5)  -  Martha  Ann  Mallinson 


Born  -  19  October  1839,  Liverpool,  Lancashire,  England. 
Married  -  Rasmus  Christensen,  28  January,  1857. 
Died-  12  September,  1894. 

Born  -  21  March  1842,  Liverpool,  Lancashire,  England. 
Died  -  4  May,  1842. 
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(6)  -  Maria 


7)  -  Elizabeth 


8)  -  Ebenezer  Israel 


Born  -  14  April  1843,  Liverpool,  Lancashire,  England. 
Married  -  James  Brown,  7  October,  1859. 
Died  -  19  February,  1923. 

Born  -  14  April  1846,  Sheffield,  Yorkshire,  England. 
Married  -  Edward  Gregory  Horrocks  4  June,  1864. 
Died  -24  February,  1935. 

Born  -  9  May  1849,  Sheffield,  Yorkshire,  England. 
Died -6  June,  1849. 


9)  -  Sarah  Ann 


Born  -  31  March  1851,   St.  Louis,  Missouri. 
Married  -  Joseph  Graham. 
Died  -  6  December,  1928. 


Heziakiah  Mitchell 


Sarah  (Mallinson)  Mitchell 


Martha  Luann  (Hammon)  Murdoch's  maternal  great-grandparents 
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CHAPTER  SIX 

HISTORIES  OF  RASMUS  CHRISTENSEN 

and 
PRISCILLA  VICTORIA  MITCHELL 

Editor's  Note:  This  chapter  contains  the  life  story  of  Rasmus  and  Priscilla  Victoria  Mitchell  Christensen, 
whose  oldest  child  was  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen.   She  married  Heber  Chase  Hammon  and  they 
became  the  parents  of  Martha  Luann  Hammon,  the  second  wife  of  Brigham  Murdoch. 


My  father,  Rasmus  Christensen,  an  early 
pioneer  of  Utah,  was  born  in  Astre,  Sundby 
Aalborg,  Denmark,  the  23  day  of  Sept.    1829, 
just  seven  months  before  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints  was  organized  in  far 
off  America.   Though  his  parents  knew  nothing 
of  this  latter  event  when  it  transpired  in  the  new 
world,  it  was  to  have  a  disturbing  effect  upon 
their  lives  as  the  development  of  this  sketch  will 
reveal. 

Rasmus  Christensen' s  father,  Christen 
Christensen,  was  a  physician  and  surgeon  in  the 
army  of  Denmark  and  his  grandfather  was  also  a 
doctor.   Throughout  his  life  he  showed  the 
influence  of  this  heritage,  for  he  took  up 
Veterinary  work  with  great  skill  and  judgement. 
If  he  had  remained  in  the  old  country  he  would 
have  undoubtedly  followed  in  the  footsteps  of  his 
father  and  grandfather  and  there  would  have 
been  three  generations  of  doctors  in  his  family. 

His  mother  was  Metta  Rasmussen,  a  very 
kind  and  industrious  woman.   She  died  when 
father  was  about  8  years  of  age.  Rasmus  was 
raised  by  an  aunt.  He  was  the  youngest  son  of  a 
family  of  five  children.  When  he  grew  up  he 
entered  the  army,  perhaps  being  forced  to  do  so. 
A  certain  period  of  military  service  was  and  still 
is,  compulsory  in  most  European  countries. 

As  soon  as  a  young  man  attains  the  age  of 
twenty-one  he  is  automatically  in  line  for  military 
training.  Denmark's  army  was  strictly 
disciplined  and  desertion  was  a  very  grave 
offense.   Shortly  after  he  joined  the  country's 
military  organization,  he  heard  Erastus  Snow  and 
his  missionary  companion  preach  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints.  He  was 
immediately  converted  and  was  baptized  on  the 
25th  of  December,  185 1 .   Erastus  Snow  and  his 
companion  were  of  the  first  of  the  Mormon 
missionaries  to  carry  the  word  of  truth  to  that 


northern  land.   He  also  organized  the  first 
company  of  Scandinavians  that  emigrated  to  this 
country.  My  father  determined  to  go  to  America 
with  that  first  company  and  accordingly,  went 
first  to  the  head  official  of  his  division  in  the 
Army  to  get  'leave'  for  the  trip.  To  his  great 
joy,  he  was  successful  in  getting  his  release,  so 
he  took  passage  on  the  ship  and  began  to  make 
the  other  preparations  for  his  great  adventure  of 
travel  and  of  joining  the  saints  in  Utah. 

He  had  not  counted  on  the  extreme  bitterness 
and  animosity  his  own  family  felt  toward 
Mormonism,  nor  their  determination  to  keep  him 
in  his  native  land.   Even  though  it  might  cost  him 
his  life  and  at  best  would  bring  awful  punishment 
upon  him,  his  people  went  to  the  army  officers 
and  told  them  he  had  deceived  them,  that  he  did 
not  plan  to  go  to  America,  but  that  he  had  said  so 
in  order  to  get  out  of  the  army.   A  friend  notified 
him  of  the  circumstances  and  that  the  officers 
were  seeking  him,  so  he  was  compelled  to  flee 
for  his  life.   His  family  was  quite  wealthy,  but  it 
was  necessary  to  leave  without  luggage  or 
money.  He  managed  to  get  to  the  ship  without 
being  caught... it  was  nearly  time  for  it  to  sail  and 
the  only  clothes  he  possessed  were  those  he  had 
on.   He  did  not  dare  to  return  to  the  city  for  his 
baggage  and  as  he  stood  on  the  deck  of  the  ship, 
army  officers  dashed  to  the  wharf,  eager  to  catch 
the  would-be  deserter.  Just  as  they  were  about  to 
board  the  ship  the  gangplank  lifted  and  they  were 
left  standing  on  the  shore. 

The  ship  sailed  from  there  to  Liverpool, 
England  and  then  began  its  interminable  voyage 
to  the  western  hemisphere.  Happy  as  he  was  to 
escape  his  pursuers,  my  father  yet  suffered  many 
hardships  on  the  tedious  journey.  It  was  eleven 
weeks  crossing  the  ocean.   He  had  no  extra 
clothes,  no  friends,  no  money  and  he  hardly 
knew  how  to  manage.   Once  during  a  storm 
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when  the  vessel  was  being  tossed  and  pitched,  he 
fell  down  on  the  deck  and  fractured  his  skull  and 
broke  his  arm.   A  kindly  lady  on  board  the  ship 
befriended  him.  She  put  sugar  on  the  wound  and 
bandaged  it  up  and  she  brought  her  own  cushion 
for  him  to  rest  his  head  upon  until  he  partially 
recovered.   In  addition  she  gave  him  a  feather 
bed  and  a  chest.   The  chest  still  remains  in  the 
family. 

His  ship  docked  at  New  Orleans.  When  he 
stepped  upon  American  soil  he  perhaps  felt  very 
lost  and  homesick.   He  and  utter  stranger  in  a 
strange  land.   He  could  not  speak  any  English 
and  some  dishonest  person  cheated  him  out  of 
what  little  money  he  had  saved  for  this  trip  and 
left  him  stranded.   He  felt  lonely  and  forlorn,  but 
had  no  thought  of  turning  back.   By  some  lucky 
chance  he  procured  work  for  awhile  to  pay  for 
his  passage  across  the  Atlantic  and  to  pay  further 
expenses. 

Leaving  New  Orleans  he  went  up  the 
Mississippi  River  to  St.  Louis,  to  where  the 
Mormon  people  were  out-fitting  at  that  time  for 
the  Far  West.   He  labored  determinedly  until  he 
was  able  to  continue  his  journey  to  the  Mormon 
communities. 

He  came  to  Utah  in  John  Forsgren's 
company,  arriving  in  Salt  Lake  City  in  the  month 
of  September,  1853.   He  walked  the  entire 
distance  across  the  plains,  nearly  a  thousand 
miles.  His  shoes  had  long  worn  out  and  when 
they  arrived  in  Salt  Lake  City  his  feet  were 
terribly  bruised  and  bleeding. 

In  Utah  he  obtained  work  with  Captain 
James  Brown  of  Ogden.  That  winter  he  cut 
rushes  in  the  swamps  of  the  Ogden  river  in  four 
feet  of  snow.  It  was  necessary  to  do  this  to  save 
Mr.  Browns  cattle.   All  he  had  to  eat  the  entire 
winter  was  bran  bread  and  syrup  made  from 
frozen  squash.   He  wore  a  pair  of  buckskin 
trousers  which  would  shrink  a  little  each  time 
they  were  wet,  until,  at  last  they  were  above  his 
knees.  He  suffered  so  much  from  cold  and 
hunger  it  was  a  miracle  that  he  did  not  become 
ill. 

It  was  while  he  was  working  here  in  Ogden 
that  he  met  his  future  wife,  Priscilla  Victoria 
Mitchell.  She  came  to  Ogden  to  visit  her  sister 
Lovenia,  who  was  the  wife  of  Captain  Brown. 

My  mother,  Priscilla  Victoria  Mitchell,  was 
born  in  Liverpool,  England,  the  19th  day  of 


October,  1830,  the  daughter  of  Heziakiah 
Mitchell.   Her  father's  people  were  wealthy  and 
her  father  was  educated  to  become  a  doctor. 

When  missionary  work  was  begun  by  the 
Church  in  England,  he  became  a  member  and 
was  disinherited  by  his  family.   He  taught  school 
to  support  his  family  and  he  also  became  a 
traveling  missionary  for  the  church  he  joined. 

When  he  and  his  wife  decided  to  emigrate  to 
America,  they  nearly  left  my  mother,  who  had 
been  living  with  some  wealthy  relatives  who 
wanted  to  adopt  her.  She  was  asked  whether  or 
not  she  was  willing  to  go  along  to  America  with 
her  parents,  brothers  and  sisters.  They  could  not 
give  her  the  comforts  that  her  relatives  had  given 
her  and  she  would  probably  have  to  suffer  many 
hardships  for  her  religion.   She  did  not  hesitate, 
but  chose  to  go  with  her  parents,  although  she 
was  only  ten  years  old,  she  had  a  testimony  of 
the  gospel  and  she  was  willing  to  s-acrifice 
everything  for  its  sake. 

The  Mitchell  family  came  to  the  United 
States  in  the  year  of  1849.   They  first  went  to  St. 
Louis  where  they  lived  for  five  years.   My 
mother's  father  kept  a  store  and  every  member 
of  the  family  old  enough  to  work  did  so,  in  order 
that  they  might  save  sufficient  funds  to  enable 
them  to  journey  on  to  Utah. 

They  went  to  Nauvoo  where  they  were  able 
to  buy  a  wagon,  an  ox  team  and  enough 
provisions  for  the  long  trek  across  the  plains. 
They  joined  the  company  of  Captain  James 
Brown  and  started  westward  toward  Utah.  They 
sighted  Salt  Lake  on  the  30th  day  of  September 
1 853  and  were  soon  in  the  heart  of  the  beautiful 
and  orderly  little  city  of  Salt  Lake.   They  did  not 
settle  in  Salt  Lake  City  at  the  time,  but  journeyed 
south-west  about  forty  miles  to  a  small  town 
called  at  that  time  E.T.   City  and  there  they 
made  their  home. 

Grandfather  began  farming  and  gardening, 
also  he  hauled  wood  from  the  mountains  and  sold 
it  in  the  city  to  help  in  the  support  of  his  family. 
Soon,  their  eldest  daughter,  Lovenia  was  married 
to  Captain  James  Brown,  the  man  in  whose 
company  the  family  had  crossed  the  plains. 
Captain  Brown  was  one  of  the  early  colonizers  of 
Ogden  and  to  that  city  he  took  his  wife. 

When  Lovenia' s  younger  sister,  Priscilla 
Victoria  (my  mother)  went  to  Ogden  on  a  visit, 
she  met  Rasmus  Christensen  (my  father)  and 
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some  time  after  this,  the  two  were  married  on 
the  28th  day  of  January,  1857,  by  Bishop  John 
Bowberry,  at  E.T.   City,  which  was  later  called 
Tooele.  The  couple  lived  in  E.T.  City  for  a 
little  more  than  a  year  and  in  February  1856, 
they  moved  to  Ogden  to  make  their  home.  This 
was  a  hard  and  exhausting  trip  because  they  were 
obliged  to  walk  most  of  the  way.  The  weather 
was  cold  and  the  young  wife  was  expecting  to 
become  a  mother  soon.  This  anticipated  event 
of  their  first  child  transpired  on  the  28th  day  of 
February,  1858  in  an  adobe  house  they  had 
rented  from  Captain  Brown.   The  location  of  the 
home  was  just  across  the  street  from  the  present 
Ogden  Tabernacle. 

That  winter  the  people  of  Utah  had  been 
harassed  by  the  presence  of  Johnson's  army  in 
Echo  Canyon,  about  thirty  miles  from  Ogden.  A 
detachment  of  the  United  States  army  which  been 
sent  west  by  the  government  to  exterminate  the 
troublesome  Mormons,  or  bring  them  into  some 
kind  of  submission.  Enemies  of  the  Mormons 
had  reported  them  to  the  government  as  disloyal. 
They  were  not  at  that  time  disloyal,  nor  were 
they  ever  disloyal,  as  subsequent  wars  have 
convincingly  demonstrated.   Brigham  Young 
kept  the  army  out  of  Utah  for  several  months  and 
felt  justified  in  doing  it,  remembering  how  the 
Prophet  Joseph  Smith  and  his  brother  Hyrum  had 
given  themselves  up  to  state  officials  under 
promise  of  protection  and  had  been  betrayed  and 
murdered  in  cold  blood. 

Now,  after  repeated  overtures  from 
Washington  through  trustworthy  men,  President 
Young  had  decided  to  allow  the  army  to  enter  the 
mountain  home  of  the  Saints.   However,  he  told 
the  people  to  vacate  their  homes  and  leave  them 
ready  to  be  burned  at  a  moments  notice.   He 
gave  instructions  to  leave  the  cities  and  mobilize 
in  the  southern  counties  where  he  intended  to 
find  an  impregnable  canyon  and  fight  to  the  death 
if  the  army  started  trouble. 

Thus  the  Mitchell  and  Christensen  families 
packed  up  their  belongings  again  and  entered 
once  more  upon  a  journey.   They  did  not  know 
how  far  they  would  be  obliged  to  travel, 
suffering  hardships  and  distress,  but  they  were 
undaunted.  They  desired  to  do  anything  that  was 
necessary  to  have  religious  freedom.  They 
halted  at  Lehi  and  there  remained,  managing 
somehow  to  get  work,  food  and  shelter. 


The  U.S.  soldiers  entered  the  valley  at  last, 
passed  peaceably  through  the  deserted 
settlements,  as  they  had  agreed  and  encamped  on 
the  other  side  of  the  Jordan  River,  promising  not 
to  molest  the  Saints  unless  the  Saints  began  the 
hostilities,  which  agreement  was  faithfully  kept. 

Brigham  Young  told  the  people  they  could 
now  return  to  their  homes  and  farms  and  they  did 
so  with  great  joy  and  thankfulness.  This  incident 
was  thereafter  called  "The  Move"  in  Mormon 
history.   My  father  and  mother,  very  much 
relieved,  went  back  to  Ogden  where  they  were 
anxious  to  get  permanently  located.  They  rented 
a  farm  at  West  Weber,  three  miles  from  Ogden. 
There  was  no  house  on  the  place,  so  they  were 
obliged  to  live  in  a  dugout.  The  "dugout"  was  a 
make-shift  shelter... pretty  well  described  by  its 
name,  which  some  of  the  earlier  pioneers  in 
distant  places  were  forced  to  use  for  houses  to 
protect  themselves  from  the  winter.   There  was 
in  it  a  fire  place  for  cooking  and  only  a  quilt  for 
a  door.   In  this  inadequate  place,  the  second 
child  of  Rasmus  and  Priscilla,  named  Sarah 
Victoria,  was  born  the  28th  of  November,  1860. 

There  were  many  Indians  in  this  vicinity, 
who  stole  and  begged  and  worried  the  white 
people  continually.   The  women  especially  had 
great  dread  of  them.   One  day  my  father  said  he 
was  obliged  to  go  to  Salt  Lake  City  for 
provisions.   He  had  to  walk  to  Salt  Lake  City  and 
back,  so  it  would  take  a  couple  of  days  to  make 
the  trip.  Because  he  would  be  gone  overnight 
my  mother  felt  fearful  and  apprehensive,  but  she 
knew  my  father  must  make  the  trip  as  they  had 
practically  nothing  in  the  house  to  eat.   After  he 
left,  every  sound  sent  her  heart  throbbing.  She 
knew  the  Indians  would  see  father  start  for  the 
city  and  she  feared  they  would  take  advantage  of 
his  absence  to  molest  her.  But  fortune  favored 
her  that  time.  Towards  evening  she  was 
overjoyed  to  see  her  father,  Hezekiah  Mitchell, 
come  walking  in  her  door.   The  people  got 
around  a  good  deal  in  those  days  despite  the 
difficulty  of  travel.   Visiting  with  relatives  and 
friends  was  their  most  prized  entertainment. 
Grandfather  said  he  had  come  to  spend  a  few 
days  to  see  how  the  family  was  getting  along. 

When  night  came  on,  just  as  my  mother  had 
suspected,  here  came  two  Indians  prowling 
around.  It  was  Chief  Bushhead  and  another 
Indian.  Bushhead  pushed  aside  the  quilt  door 
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and  came  stalking  in  with  bold  assurance.   He 
asked  for  everything  in  the  place.   He  demanded 
bread... bread  was  a  favorite  food  with  the  red 
skins.   My  mother  said  she  had  no  bread,  she 
had  only  a  little  corn  meal  for  mush.  The 
intruders  did  not  seem  to  believe  her  and  they 
began  to  snoop  around,  searching  and  becoming 
more  rude  and  ugly.   My  grandfather  had  been 
sitting  back  in  the  shadows,  which  were  deep 
because  there  was  no  light  except  from  the 
fireplace,  but  now  he  stood  up  and  sternly 
ordered  the  Indians  from  the  place.  The  red  men 
were  so  amazed  to  see  a  man  in  the  house  when 
they  expected  to  see  a  lone  woman  to  deal  with, 
that  they  could  not  get  out  quick  enough.   He 
ducked  through  the  quilt  door  and  instantly 
vanished  into  the  darkness.  My  mother  always 
knew  God  had  sent  her  protection  that  night. 

Some  time  after  this  happening,  two  Indians 
came  to  her  place  in  the  daytime  when  she  was 
alone,  but  much  less  fearful.   One  of  them  began 
trying  to  kill  her  chickens.  She  could  not  endure 
this,  so  she  picked  up  a  large  stick  and  angrily 
chased  the  fellow  away.  But,  alas,  while  she 
drove  one  of  them  off  the  other  one  stole  all  of 
their  winter  supply  of  dried  beef.   It  had  been 
hanging  on  the  limb  of  a  tree  near  the  house  in 
the  process  of  drying. 

About  April  1,  1863,  my  parents  moved  to  a 
farm  in  Ogden  Valley,  where  the  town  of  Eden  is 
now  located.   They  rented  the  ground  from 
Richard  Ballantine.   Here  on  the  22th  of  April 
their  third  child  Chestina  was  born.  They  had 
been  settled  there  but  three  weeks. 

When  they  had  lived  here  two  and  a  half 
years  they  were  happy  to  be  able  to  go  down  to 
Salt  Lake  City  together.   They  had  not  had  a 
Temple  ceremony  for  their  sealing  in  the  Temple 
and  therefore,  they  went  to  the  old  Endowment 
House  and  were  properly  sealed.   About  one 
month  later  on  the  23rd  of  November  1865,  their 
fourth  child,  Mary,  was  born.   Their  other  three 
children  were  girls  also. 

In  the  spring  of  1867  they  bought  a  farm 
south  east  of  Huntsville,  which  was  also  in 
Ogden  Valley  and  near  Eden,  but  a  larger  town. 
There  were  better  opportunities  here  for  church 
and  school.   Their  first  son  Rasmus  Hezakiah, 
was  born  on  the  23rd  of  May,  1868. 

Because  of  grasshoppers  taking  so  much  of 
the  crops  there  was  a  near-famine  in  most  parts 


of  the  state  and  there  was  a  great  deal  of 
suffering.  This  period  of  early  days  was  called 
"The  Grasshopper  War." 

Another  year  my  parents  were  troubled  with 
grasshoppers  again.  This  time  my  father  dug 
trenches  around  his  wheat  fields,  as  did  all  the 
farmers.  The  grasshoppers  were  driven  into 
them  and  burned  and  buried  in  the  earth.   Every 
child  in  the  family  old  enough  to  hold  a  brush  of 
willows  had  to  help  drive  the  grasshoppers.   It 
was  exhausting  work,  but  it  was  done  with  a 
will;  no  one  wanted  another  starvation  period. 

Still,  once  again  there  was  a  visitation  of 
grasshoppers,  a  strange  and  ghostly  visitation. 
The  family  was  eating  dinner  at  noon  when  it 
suddenly  became  dark.   Everyone  rushed  outside 
in  a  high  state  of  excitement.  How  odd  that  it 
should  be  getting  so  dark  at  mid-day.  They  were 
astounded  to  see  hordes  and  hordes  of 
grasshoppers  flying  over  them,  between  them 
and  the  sun.   Before  they  could  become 
panicked,  the  cloud  of  insects  passed  over  the 
mountain  into  the  next  valley.   They  learned 
afterwards  that  the  pests,  for  some  unaccountable 
reason  flew  into  the  Great  Salt  Lake  and  were 
exterminated.  Many  people  saw  them  in  great 
pools,  washed  upon  the  shore. 

Once  when  they  celebrated  Pioneer  Day  in 
Huntsville,  they  asked  the  Indians  of  the  vicinity 
to  take  part  in  the  parade.  They  came  in  all  their 
war-paint  and  feathers  and  seemed  to  enjoy  the 
occasion.  Upon  returning  home,  the  Indians  had 
to  pass  our  home.  They  rode  their  horses  toward 
the  house  and  tried  to  scare  us  by  shouting  that 
they  would  carry  us  away.  They  laughed 
heartily  when  they  saw  that  their  little  joke  did 
not  go  over,  because  we  were  not  afraid. 

One  day  Chief  Jack,  an  Indian  with  whom 
they  were  well  acquainted,  brought  a  bundle  to 
the  house  in  which  the  contents  were  unknown. 
He  told  my  father  he  would  like  to  leave  it  for 
awhile.  My  father  took  good  care  of  the  bundle 
and  he  would  not  allow  anyone  to  touch  it,  or 
tamper  with  any  of  the  knots  attached  to  it. 
After  several  weeks  Chief  Jack  returned  for  his 
belongings.   My  father  gave  the  bundle  to  him. 
Chief  Jack  examined  it  closely  to  see  if  any  of 
the  knots  had  been  disturbed.   At  last,  seemingly 
satisfied,  he  thanked  father  and  mother  sincerely 
and  went  his  way.  From  that  time  on,  he  was 
one  of  their  staunchest  friends. 
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Harvesting  was  no  small  job  in  this  early  day 
and  in  this  location.   Grain  was  cut  with  a 
cradle... a  cradle  is  a  large  scythe  with  strips  of 
wood  bent  around  near  the  handle  to  form  a  sort 
of  cradle  to  bunch  the  wheat  as  it  is  cut.   Later  it 
is  tied  by  hand  into  bundles.  The  grain  is  then 
threshed  with  a  flail,  a  very  difficult  and  slow 
process.  Worst  of  all,  it  is  ground  in  a  coffee 
mill  to  get  flour  of  a  kind  for  bread,  .it  must  have 
been  discouraging,  yet  no  one  ever  heard  these 
people  murmur  or  complain  of  their  lot. 

Never-the-less,  there  was  much  rejoicing 
when  news  came  from  Utah  that  a  railroad  was 
being  built  from  the  East  to  join  the  one  that  was 
being  built  from  the  West.   One,  called  the 
Southern  Pacific,  had  rails  laid  in  from  the 
Pacific  Coast  as  far  as  the  Promontory,  a  point 
on  the  Northern  shore  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake. 
The  other,  called  the  Union  Pacific  was  built 
across  the  continent  from  the  Atlantic  Coast  to 
Utah  to  the  Promontory. 

My  father  procured  a  job  with  the  railroad 
company  and  worked  with  pick  and  shovel 
through  Weber  Canyon.   It  was  the  hardest  kind 
of  work.  There  were  no  huge  machines  to  move 
the  dirt  in  those  days  and  the  work  had  to  be 
done  by  hand.   The  men  experienced  untold 
difficulties  in  Weber  Canyon  and  all  along  the 
rough  rugged  distance. 

About  every  two  weeks  my  father  walked 
from  Mountain  Green  to  Weber  Canyon  to 
Huntsville,  twelve  miles,  to  see  his  family.   He 
would  start  for  his  home  Saturday  night  after 
work  to  cross  the  mountain  and  it  would  take  him 
a  good  part  of  the  night.  He  was  rough  and 
rugged.   He  would  visit  his  wife  and  children  on 
Sunday  and  make  the  trip  back  to  work  Sunday 
night. 

It  required  some  time  to  build  the  last  strip  of 
road  bed,  but  at  last  it  was  completed.  The 
Union  Pacific  road  gang  reached  the  Promontory 
on  May  10,  1869.  There  was  a  big  celebration  to 
attest  the  joy  of  the  people,  as  well  as  of  the 
builders  over  that  notable  achievement.  A  great 
many  people  assembled  there  to  witness  the  last 
spike  being  driven  and  to  see  the  two  great 
engines  meet.  One  coming  on  iron  rails  from  the 
Atlantic.  Railroad  facilities  now  spanned  the 
continent.  It  is  said  the  last  spike  driven  was  a 
golden  spike  and  that  some  inscription 
concerning  the  heralded  feat  was  burned  or 


chiseled  on  the  last  tie.  Thus  the  transportation 
problem  over  the  past  distances  of  the  West  was 
solved.   My  father  rejoiced  with  the  crowd  as  he 
took  part  in  the  historic  ceremonies.   He  had 
walked  a  thousand  miles  with  aching  feet  and 
could  well  appreciate  the  blessing  of  these  iron 
steeds.  Soon  another  labor-saving  device  came 
to  them  before  they  left  Huntsville.  This  was  a 
grist  mill  which  was  built  on  Wheeler  Creek,  the 
north  fork  of  what  is  sometimes  known  as  Spring 
Creek.   How  many  weary  hours  with  a  coffee 
mill  this  would  save,  not  to  mention  the 
improvement  in  flour. 

The  year  1 870  was  happily  marked  by  the 
birth  to  my  parents  of  their  second  son,  David, 
born  10  August  1870.   While  in  1871  is 
remembered  as  the  time  the  Christensen  family 
said  'goodbye'  to  Huntsville.   My  father  sold  his 
farm  in  this  vicinity  and  moved  to  North  Hooper, 
where  they  bought  fifteen  acres  of  ground  a  mile 
and  a  half  from  the  town.   He  also  bought  a  city 
lot  on  the  edge  of  town  and  built  his  family  a 
frame  house. 

During  the  years  they  resided  in  this  locality, 
two  more  children  were  born  to  them.   A 
daughter  Lovenia  came  the  24th  of  February 
1873  and  another  daughter,  Maria  Elizabeth, 
was  born  the  25th  of  July  1875. 

My  family  made  one  more  change  of 
residence.  This  time  they  moved  to  South 
Hooper,  in  Davis  County  and  it  proved  beneficial 
to  them  in  many  ways.  We  had  vegetable 
gardens  and  a  great  abundance  of  vegetables. 
We  had  fowl,  stock  and  a  small  herd  of  sheep. 
The  whole  family  worked  early  and  late  and 
were  exceedingly  thrifty. 

With  the  wool  from  the  sheep  we  made 
linsey  cloth  for  dresses  and  suits,  blankets  for 
our  beds  and  all  our  cloth.   For  years  we  carded 
the  wool  by  hand.   After  some  time  a  carding 
machine  was  put  in  at  Brigham  City.  We  had  a 
spinning  wheel  and  spun  the  wool  we  used.  We 
also  had  a  loom  on  which  mother  wove  the 
linsey.  Her  mother,  Sarah  Mallinson  Mitchell 
had  been  an  expert  needle  woman  and  had  taught 
all  her  girls  the  art  of  sewing.   My  mother  took 
to  dressmaking  naturally  and  she  was  also  a 
tailoress.  She  made  men's  suits  and  made  them 
beautifully.  The  cloth  that  she  wove  for  dresses 
for  her  daughters  she  also  colored.  She  used 
madres  for  red,  logwood  powder  for  black, 
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indigo  for  blue,  rabbit-brush,  gathered 
sagebrush  for  green  and  copper  as  for  orange. 

We  had  a  small  field  of  rye  and  used  the 
straw  for  hats.  The  straw  was  soaked  in  water 
and  while  it  was  pliable  it  was  braided  and  fitted 
onto  hat  forms  and  allowed  to  dry.   Mother  had 
three  different  hat  forms  for  this  purpose.  The 
straw  was  starched  with  gum-arabic  and  pressed 
into  shape. 

Besides  making  hats  and  manufacturing  cloth 
and  making  clothing  for  the  family,  my  mother 
made  and  sold  both  butter  and  cheese.   She  dried 
and  preserved  fruits  and  vegetables,  she  cured  all 
her  own  meats,  both  pork  and  beef  and  she 
would  weave  carpets  to  sell. 

She  took  an  active  part  in  Church  work. 
When  the  first  Relief  Society  was  organized  in 
South  Hooper  in  1877,  she  was  sustained  as  the 
treasurer.  She  held  that  office  until  the  time  of 
her  death. 

On  the  21st  of  January  1863  she  gave  birth  to 
a  baby  boy,  Wilford  Herman,  who  lived  but  four 
years.  He  died  December  16,  1887.  His  death, 
the  first  in  their  family  of  nine  children,  was  a 
great  sorrow  to  both  parents.   They  grieved  for 
him  for  many  years. 

My  parents  were  typical  of  the  best  of  the 
pioneers  who  founded  this  great  inland  empire, 
especially  of  those  who  came  from  abroad. 
They  possessed  those  admirable  characteristics 
held  in  esteem  by  the  human  family  since  the 
beginning  of  man.   Honesty,  integrity  and 
faithfulness.  They  followed  the  admonition  of 
the  Savior,  "to  seek  first  the  Kingdom  of  God 
and  his  righteousness  and  all  other  things  should 
be  added.."  Their  first  duty,  desire  and  devotion 
was  for  the  gospel  and  the  Church  they  had  made 
such  sacrifices  to  join  and  follow.  They  were 
tirelessly  industrious,  thrifty,  self-respecting  and 
progressive  people.  Thus,  after  many  hardships 
they  were  rewarded  with  prosperity.   Not 
wealth,  but  comfort  and  plenty. 

Their  residence  in  South  Hooper  was  like  a 
reward  for  all  their  labors.  They  accumulated 
things  around  them  and  they  had  time  and 
opportunity  to  go  to  their  meetings,  attend 
conferences  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  to  visit 
relatives. 

But,  in  the  midst  of  this  fruition  and  felicity 
of  a  large  and  matured  family,  my  mother  passed 
into  the  next  life.  She  was  still  in  the  harvest 


time  of  life,  as  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  she  had 
just  finished  a  beautiful  suit  of  clothes  for  my 
father,  all  except  the  buttons  and  button  holes, 
which  were  still  to  be  done.   She  died  at  her 
home  in  South  Hooper  the  12th  of  September, 
1894,  at  the  age  of  55.   As  nearly  as  we  were 
able  to  determine,  she  died  of  a  ruptured 
appendix. 

She  had  fulfilled  a  destiny  of  hard  work  in  a 
little  over  a  half  century,  that  was  almost 
unbelievable.  The  saying... 'it  isn't  the  years  you 
have  lived  that  made  you  old,  but  the  way  you 
lived  them' . . .  .expresses  her  life  of  labor.  She 
was  a  good,  kind  mother  and  wife,  she  was  a 
good  neighbor,  charitable  and  liberal  with  her 
money  and  substance  despite  the  fact  that  they 
were  not  ample. 

She  will  forever  be  numbered  among  the 
bravest  of  the  pioneers  who  labored  and  endured 
without  murmur  for  this  gospel  and  for  the  build- 
ing of  this  common- wealth.   The  fruits  of  which 
we  now  take  so  much  for  granted. 

My  father  lived  twenty  years  after  the  death 
of  my  mother,  he  also  had  toiled  unceasingly  to 
establish  himself  and  family  in  this  new  world. 
He  had  been  forced  to  learn  a  language  by  the 
use  of  hard  knocks  as  a  teacher.  He  had  to  learn 
the  customs,  the  money  and  the  business  methods 
of  a  foreign  people.  Yet,  he  mastered  all 
difficulties  and  became  a  successful  farmer.  He 
is  the  father  of  nine  children,  six  girls  and  three 
boys  and  he  officiated  at  the  birth  of  all  of  them 
except  one,  being  the  only  obstetrical  help  his 
wife  had.  His  father  and  grandfather  being 
physicians,  he  no  doubt  inherited  a  natural 
capacity  for  doctoring.   Being  so  far  away  from 
cities  and  the  medical  fraternity,  he  was  obliged 
to  serve  at  the  birth  of  his  children  and  then 
develop  his  own  line.  That  there  were  no  deaths 
or  illness  in  eight  births  speaks  well  for  his 
ability. 

Later,  because  his  neighbors  discovered  he 
could  tell  mem  what  was  wrong  with  their 
domestic  animals  and  what  to  do  for  them,  he 
was  called  upon  continually  to  do  veterinary 
work.  He  acted  as  a  veterinary  for  years  with 
marked  excellency. 

He  spent  the  last  years  of  his  life  in  Ogden, 
but  while  on  a  visit  to  his  eldest  daughter, 
Martha  Hammon  at  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  he  had  a 
short  sick  spell,  or  stroke,  which  ended  his 
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career.  He  had  suffered  a  stroke  ten  years 
previously,  but  had  almost  completely  recovered 
from  it.  He  died  on  the  7th  of  December  1914, 
being  eighty-five  years  of  age.    At  the  time  of 
his  death  he  was  a  High  Priest  in  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-Day  Saints,  which  had 


ever  been  his  beacon  light. 

(Biographies  were  written  by  Maria 
Elizabeth  Christensen  Lewis,  daughter  of 
Rasmus  and  Priscilla  Victoria  Mitchell 
Christensen). 
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Rasmus  and  Priscilla  Victoria  (Mitchell)  Christensen 
Martha  Luann  (Hammon)  Murdoch's  Maternal  Grandparents 
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Children  of  Rasmus  and  Priscilla  Victoria  (Mitchell)  Christensen  and  those  whom  they  married: 


CHILD 


(1)  -       Martha  Priscilla  (X) 


(2) 


(6) 

(7) 


Sarah  Victoria 


(3)  -      Chestina 


(4)  -       Mary 


(5)  -       Rasmus  Heziakiah 


David 


Lovenia 


(8)  -      Maria  Elizabeth 


(9) 


Wilford  Herman 


TO  WHOM  MARRIED 

Heber  Chase  Hammon 

Joseph  S.  Phillips 

John  Phillips  (1) 
William  Holley  (2) 

Alma  Phillips 

Nancy  Mel  vine  Bennett 

Leah  Burton 

Joseph  S.  King 

Horace  Edward  Lewis 

Died  of  pneumonia  at  age  4  years 


RESIDENCE 

St.  Anthony,  Idaho 

Ucon,  Idaho 

Hooper,  Utah 
Corrine,  Utah 

Lay  ton,  Utah 

Downey,  Idaho 

Clinton,  Utah 

Clinton,  Utah 

Provo,  Utah 
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SECTION  EIGHT 


MATERIAL  OF  INTEREST  TO  THE  MURDOCH  FAMILY 


CHAPTER  ONE 


MURDOCH  REUNIONS  AT  THE  POINT 


It  is  vitally  important,  as  a  family  strives  to 
establish  a  feeling  of  togetherness  and  family 
identity,  that  certain  traditions  become  well 
established  in  that  family's  routine.   Examples  of 
this  may  be  a  family's  observance  of  marriage 
dates,  birth  dates,  holidays,  family  vacations, 
camping  or  hunting  trips  or  other  observances 
that  come  to  have  great  meaning  to  the  family  as 
a  whole  and  to  each  individual  member.   These 
family  traditions  become  the  threads  that  bind  the 
family  together  as  it  matures  and  individual 
members  go  their  separate  ways.   Later,  on 
special  family  occasions,  they  will  return  to  the 
family  fold  and  re-establish  those  sacred  bonds 
that  have  come  to  have  so  much  meaning  in  their 
lives. 

Likewise,  extended  families  must  also 
develop  strong  traditions  that  extend  across 
generational  lines.   As  these  traditions  are 
observed,  they  serve  to  establish  those  bonds 
mat  tie  each  of  us,  not  only  to  our  immediate 
family  but  also  to  our  grandparents,  our  aunts, 
our  uncles,  our  cousins,  and  other  members  of 
our  extended  family.   Through  associations  in 
our  extended  family,  we  come  to  better 
understand  who  we  are  and  why  we  are  the  way 
we  are.    We  come  to  develop  a  knowledge  and 
pride  in  our  relationship  to  both  our  earthly 
ancestry  and  to  our  heavenly  parents.  We  come 
to  understand  more  fully  the  importance  of 
honoring  our  good  name.  We  have  an  increase 
in  our  determination  to  maintain  these  family 
values  and  traditions  in  our  own  lives  and  in  the 
lives  of  our  immediate  family  members. 

The  Murdoch  Family,  since  their  early  days 
in  Heber  City,  Utah,  have  maintained  strong 
family  traditions  by  holding  regular  family 
reunions.   In  the  days  before  transportation 
became  so  convenient,  these  were  three  day 
events  and  were  the  highlight  of  the  summer  for 
family  members.  Vivian  Park  in  Provo  Canyon 
became  an  early  meeting  place  for  family 


members.  The  water  provided  a  place  for  the 
children  to  play  and  swim,  and  the  adults  enjoyed 
fishing  for  trout  that  was  later  included  in  their 
many  meals.  Some  cabins  were  available,  but  a 
nearby  grove  of  trees  provided  plenty  of  tent 
space.  Tom  and  Sarah  Murdoch  along  with  Brig 
and  Louannie  and  many  of  their  children  often 
made  the  annual  trek  to  the  reunion.   Family 
traditions  quickly  became  established.   Among 
these  were  the  evening  bonfire  programs  that 
included  a  great  deal  of  singing,  a  musical 
heritage  that  has  been  passed  on  to  us.  Stories  of 
our  ancestors  were  told  along  with  inspirational 
experiences  of  those  in  attendance.   Eventually, 
the  annual  parade  became  a  big  part  of  the 
reunion.   Family  members  dressed  in  outlandish 
outfits,  and  some  of  the  oldtimers,  such  as  Sarah 
Murdoch,  Bessie  Dawson  and  Maybelle 
Moulton,  led  the  parade.   Another  tradition  that 
became  well  established  was  the  recitation  by 
Sarah  Murdoch  of  the  poem,  "The  Family  Pot." 
On  Sunday,  the  family  always  met  together  in  a 
sacred  sacrament  service. 

As  time  passed  and  the  family  grew  bigger 
and  more  extended,  the  reunions  were  held  in 
Utah  for  two  years  in  a  row,  and  every  third 
year  in  Idaho.    The  Utah  reunions  were  held 
many  times  at  the  Alma  Nicol  ranch  in  Midway. 
The  Idaho  reunions  were  held  at  Warm  River, 
which  is  just  a  few  miles  east  of  Ashton.  Later, 
Tom  and  Alta  Murdoch  purchased  a  five  acre 
tract  of  land  along  Fall  River  in  Farnum,  not  far 
from  where  his  parents,  Brig  and  Louannie  had 
homesteaded.  They  later  sold  an  acre  and  a  half 
of  this  land,  at  the  confluence  of  Fall  River  and 
Conant  Creek,  to  his  sister  and  her  husband, 
Katie  and  Glade  Lyon.    Uncle  Tom  built  a  cabin 
on  Fall  River  and  it  became  known  as  "Uncle 
Tom's  Cabin".  Glade  and  Katie  developed  their 
property  into  what  became  known  as  "the  Point". 
Because  of  their  kindness  and  generosity, 
Murdoch  reunions  were  held  there  annually  and 
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the  Point  became  a  great  rallying  place  for 
family  members. 

The  Murdoch  Family  owes  a  great  deal  to 
Glade  and  Katie  Lyon  and  their  family.  They 
were  the  ones  who  removed  the  sagebrush  and 
planted  the  trees  mat  beautify  the  grounds.   They 
placed  the  flag  pole  that  is  used  with  each 
reunion.   They  brought  in  a  stone  from  the 
original  Farnum  Ward,  where  both  Brig  and 
Tom  served  as  bishops.  The  stone  has  "Farnum 
Ward  -  LDS  -  1909"  imbedded  in  its  surface. 
They  built  the  firepit  that  is  used  for  the  evening 
fireside  programs.   They,  along  with  Howard 
Murdoch,  put  in  the  "cranny"  that  provides  such 
relief  in  times  of  need.   They  put  in  the  water 
system  that  keeps  the  grass  and  trees  green  and 
beautiful.   Yes,  we  owe  a  great  debt  of  gratitude 
to  Glade  and  Katie  and  their  family  for  their 
generous  contribution  to  the  reunion  traditions  of 
the  Murdoch  Family. 

Following  the  pattern  set  by  earlier  Murdoch 
reunions  that  were  held  in  Utah,  the  annual 
Murdoch  reunion  is  held  on  the  first  weekend  of 
August.   In  recent  years,  it  has  begun  with  a 
session  in  the  Idaho  Falls  Temple  on  the 
Thursday  evening  before  the  reunion.  Family 
members  gather  at  the  Point  the  next  evening  to 
do  some  fishing  and  camping  and,  as  night 
approaches,  hold  a  meeting  around  the  campfire 
where  songs  are  sung,  stories  are  told,  and 
smaller  family  members  are  lulled  into  a  feeling 
of  security  and  sleepiness.   Some  of  the  songs 
commonly  sung  include  the  favorites, 
"Springtime  in  the  Rockies",  "Shine  on  Harvest 
Moon",  "Heart  of  my  Heart",  and  "Here  We 
Have  Idaho." 

"The  Saturday  event  always  begins  with  a 
two-hour  late  flag-raising  ceremony  and  pledge 
to  the  flag,  led  by  WWII  veteran  and  member  of 
the  American  Legion,  Glade  Lyon.   Then  there 
is  the  parade,  where  the  only  costume  you  can 
wear  is  the  one  you  didn't  bring  especially  from 
home  for  just  this  occasion.  It  is  usually  led  by 
one  of  the  oldest  family  members  there  wearing 
a  toilet  paper  crown  and  green  pepper  slices  for 
earrings.   Later,  while  the  big  kids  go  fishing 
and  tubing  in  the  river,  the  little  kids  have  a  fish 
pond  for  prizes.   Often  there  is  a  hike  up  to  the 
old  homestead  where  landmarks  are  rediscovered 


and  old  stories  are  retold.  There  is  always  a  big 
pot-luck  feast  with  a  long  and  tearful  blessing  on 
the  food.  Then  there  is  a  talent  show  and  every 
person  there  must  stand  and  state  their  linage 
back  to  John  Murray  Murdoch,  a  Scottish 
sheepherder  who  immigrated  to  Salt  Lake  to  herd 
sheep  for  Brigham  Young.   One  of  the  ten 
siblings  is  then  honored  that  year  in  a  program 
by  their  own  family.   Finally  there  is  an  auction 
of  handmade  gifts  like  embroidered  dishtowels, 
picnic  napkin  holders  and  huckleberry  jam.  The 
money  goes  towards  the  fish  pond  prizes  for  next 
year's  reunion."  (This  was  supplied  by  Suzanne 
Hamilton,  Glade  and  Katie's  daughter) 

Other  events  that  have  occasionally  been  a 
part  of  the  reunion  have  included  the  baptism  of 
family  members  in  Conant  Creek,  just  before  it 
empties  into  Fall  River,  along  with  their 
confirmation.  These  have  been  very  sacred 
occasions.  In  recent  years,  a  biography  of  one 
of  the  children  of  Brig  and  Louannie  has  been  a 
highlight  of  each  reunion.  These  biographies 
have  been  collected  over  the  years  by  Tressa 
Garrett  and  have  become  the  basis  for  the 
biographies  contained  in  this  book.  Just  recently, 
it  was  determined  to  hold  the  annual  Murdoch 
reunion  on  a  biannual  basis  instead  of  every  year 
so  family  members  could  attend  other  reunions 
that  were  held  on  the  same  weekend. 

Yes,  it  is  important  that  each  family  establish 
strong  traditions  that  bind  family  members 
together.  The  Murdoch  family  over  the  years 
has  done  an  admirable  job  of  maintaining  a 
strong  tradition  of  family  reunions.   These 
reunions  have  played  a  great  role  in  keeping 
family  members  acquainted  with  each  other  and 
fostering  a  feeling  of  love  and  appreciation  for 
each  other  and  for  our  noble  ancestors  who 
sacrificed  so  much  for  us  that  we  might  enjoy  the 
blessings  we  do.   Let  us  resolve  that  each  of  us, 
in  our  own  way,  will  always  do  our  best  to 
maintain  these  family  traditions  that  bind  us 
together,  that  we  may  in  the  eternities  continue 
as  an  eternal  family. 

(Written  by  Dallas  E.  Murdoch  in  August  of 
1997  with  excerpts  taken  from  the  writings  of 
Suzanne  Hamilton,  the  daughter  of  Katie  and 
Glade  Lyon.) 
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Thomas  and  Alta  Murdoch's  home  at  The  Point 
(Uncle  Tom's  Cabin) 


Glade  and  Katie  Lyon's  "Lyon's  House"  at  The  Point 


Murdoch  Reunion  Parade  at  Warm  River 
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Murdoch  Grandchildren  with  Handcart  -  1993 


Covered  Wagon  -  Taking  a  ride  just  like  our  ansestors  did!  -  1997 
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Modern  Day  Pioneer  Women  -  1 997 

Jean  Reiman  Tighe,  Helen  Reiman  Marsden,  Delia  Murdoch  Perry, 

Ashley  Hall  (front),  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett 


Katie  Murdoch  Lyon  reading  story  from 
James  Murray  Murdoch  Family  History  -  1993 


684 


CHAPTER  TWO 


STORY  OF  JIM  ADAMS 


Jim  Adams  came  from  Scotland  as  a  young 
man.  He  was  a  fine  musician.   He  played  the 
violin,  guitar  and  piano.   He  was  quite  a  poet. 
He  could  hear  music  in  the  trees  and  grass  as  he 
walked  through.   He  played  for  dances. 

He  came  to  Heber  City,  Utah  when  a  young 
man.   He  played  there  for  dances  and  was 
popular  as  a  musician.   He  was  a  pioneer. 
During  the  Indian  trouble  in  Utah,  he  was  a 
soldier  in  the  Black  Hawk  War. 

Jim  loved  the  mountains  and  worked  at 
sawmills  in  many  localities.   He  married  and  had 
two  children,  but  he  loved  the  mountains  and  his 
wife  liked  the  city  life  and  they  drifted  apart. 

He  drifted  from  one  place  to  another:  Utah, 
Wyoming,  Washington  and  Oregon.  When  he 
was  a  soldier  in  the  Black  Hawk  War,  his  captain 
was  John  M.  Murdoch  of  Heber  City.  The 
Murdoch  children  danced  to  his  music  and 
became  very  well  acquainted  with  Jim.  One  of 
John  Murdoch's  sons,  Brigham,  settled  at 
Farnum,  Idaho  on  a  farm.   When  Jim  was 
getting  past  his  youth,  he  was  still  following 
sawmills  and  working.  He  worked  in  a  sawmill 
in  the  Targhee  Forest. 

One  day  he  came  with  one  of  the  forestry 
men  who  worked  at  the  sawmill.   He  met  Brig 
again  while  visiting  his  friend.   He  called  on  Brig 
and  visited  with  him.  Brig  had  a  violin  and  Jim 
played  several  selections  for  him  and  his  family. 
He  liked  the  place  where  his  friend  Brig  lived 
with  his  family,  on  a  farm  located  on  a  river. 
He  said,  "Brig,  can  I  have  a  spot  in  that  grove  of 
trees  on  a  side  hill  and  build  me  a  dugout  to  live 
in,  if  I  ever  want  to  live  around  here?"   And  Brig 
told  him,  "yes." 

Jim  went  wandering  again,  this  time  in 
Oregon  to  a  sawmill,  so  Brig  lost  sight  of  him  for 
several  years.   One  beautiful  spring  day,  Brig  got 
a  letter  from  Jim  asking  if  he  could  come  and 
have  a  garden  spot  and  build  him  a  little  house  in 
the  grove  of  trees.   Brig  gave  him  the  invitation 
to  come,  met  the  train  and  brought  him  home. 
Brig  was  renting  another  farm  and  had  a  vacant 
house  and  let  Jim  live  in  it.   Brig  plowed  him  a 
garden  and  Jim  enjoyed  his  garden  and  loved  to 
fish  in  Fall  River. 


One  day,  Brig  asked  Jim  if  he  had  ever  tried 
to  get  a  pension  for  being  in  the  Black  Hawk 
War.   He  said,  "Land  sakes,  no.   I  never  did  do 
enough  to  have  a  pension  given  me."  He  had  not 
kept  up  on  news.   A  cataract  was  over  one  eye 
and  he  used  a  magnifying  glass  to  read  with  one 
good  eye.   Brig's  father,  John  Murray  Murdoch, 
was  captain  over  the  men  and  Jim  was  under 
him,  so  Brig  wrote  to  his  home  town  and  gave 
the  information  needed  for  Jim  to  get  a  pension. 

The  summer  was  long  and  there  was  lots  of 
work.  Brig  decided  to  move  to  another  city 
where  his  children  would  have  access  to  better 
schools  and  not  so  much  snow.  He  told  Jim  he 
could  still  make  his  home  with  us  so  he  planned  a 
garden  in  the  new  location  where  they  would 
live.  But  no  answer  came  from  Washington 
about  his  pension. 

In  Jim's  wandering,  he  had  become  old, 
almost  blind  and  penniless,  and  lost  to  his  family 
ties,  but  Brig  and  his  wife  said  they  would  take 
care  of  him.  They  enjoyed  many  evenings 
talking  over  old  times.   Sometimes  Jim  played 
the  violin  and  Brig  the  piano  and  guitar.  That 
summer,  Jim  had  a  bad  sick  spell.  Brig  got  a 
doctor,  the  first  time  Jim  had  ever  had  a  doctor. 
He  soon  had  him  better. 

The  summer  passed,  the  harvest  was  over 
and  the  time  came  for  Brig  and  his  family  to 
move  to  their  new  home.  Jim  wanted  to  wait 
two  more  weeks  to  see  if  his  pension  would 
come.   Brig  and  his  family  moved  to  their  new 
home.  Jim  waited  at  the  old  home  two  weeks 
then  came  on,  sometimes  making  plans,  if  he  got 
his  pension.  Then  he  would  get  discouraged. 
Every  day  Jim  would  ask,  "Did  I  get  any  mail?" 
But,  the  letter  never  came.  The  days  and  weeks 
went  by. 

Thanksgiving  came  and  then  we  were  getting 
ready  for  Christmas.  The  children  would  talk  to 
Jim  about  Santa  Claus  and  he  would  tell  them  he 
never  in  his  life  had  a  Christmas  or  a  present  of 
any  kind  when  he  was  a  child  in  Scotland  and 
that  he  never  received  a  present  or  hung  up  his 
stocking.  The  children  planned  on  a  Christmas 
stocking  for  Jim,  warm  stocking,  candy,  nuts  and 
fruit.  Christmas  Eve  came.   Brig  called  at  the 
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post  office,  thinking  a  letter  may  be  there.  Then 
the  mail  came  on  the  route  and  it  was  late. 

Jim  went  upstairs  to  bed.  When  the  children 
thought  he  was  asleep,  the  boys  stepped  quietly 
upstairs  and  put  the  big  full  stocking  on  his  bed 
where  he  would  see  it  in  the  morning.   At  twelve 
o'clock  that  night,  the  mail  came  on  the  route. 
There  were  lots  of  letters  and  packages  and  cards 
for  the  family  and  two  letters  for  Jim  from 
Washington.  We  were  so  happy  for  him,  his  long 
looked  for  letter  came.  So  we  stepped  upstairs 
and  Jim  was  sound  asleep,  but  we  thought  it 
would  make  him  happy  to  have  his  letters.  So 
Brig  woke  him  and  said,  "Jim,  here  are  your 
letters.   Not  one,  but  two  from  Washington." 
Jim  was  so  excited  he  couldn't  read  his  letters. 
He  couldn't  get  his  eye  glass  placed  right  and  he 
said,  "Read  it  quick,  Brig,  I  can't."   Brig  said, 


"Which  one  shall  I  open  first?"  Jim  said,  "The 
one  dated  first. "  Brig  opened  the  letter  and  there 
was  a  check  for  the  month  of  December  pension. 
He  then  opened  the  second  letter  and  there  was  a 
check  for  $500  back  pay.  Jim's  heart  was  so  full 
and  in  a  quivering  voice  he  repeated,  "God 
moves  in  a  mysterious  way,  His  wonders  to 
perform.  He  puts  his  foot  prints  in  the  sea  and 
rides  upon  the  storm." 

We  all  had  tears  running  down  our  faces 
along  with  Jim's  tears.   When  the  holiday  was 
over,  Jim  decided  to  go  back  to  Oregon  where  it 
was  warmer  and  he  had  lived  so  long.  But  he 
was  provided  for  with  his  pension  as  long  as  he 
lived.  We  had  grateful  hearts  that  we  could  be 
of  help  to  someone  in  need  and  help  him  to  a 
better  life.   Truly,  God  moves  in  a  mysterious 
way. 

By  Luann  Murdoch 
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CHAPTER  THREE 


STORY  OF  HANS  ANTONE  NEILSEN 


Hans  Antone  Neilsen,  was  born,  16  August 
1872,  a  son  of  Hans  and  Anna  Holgerson 
Neilsen,  at  Gastrup,  Denmark.  In  1879  his 
father  died  and  his  mother  remarried  a  widower 
with  four  daughters  and  one  son.  Later,  a  boy 
was  born  to  this  union.   At  the  age  of  ten,  Hans, 
with  his  parents  who  had  been  converted  to  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints, 
came  to  Utah,  settling  at  Fountain  Green,  which 
is  a  few  miles  south  and  east  of  Nephi.  Here  he 
worked  with  his  father  as  a  carpenter  and  learned 
the  trade.   As  a  young  man,  he  went  to  Samaria 
near  Malad,  Idaho  and  lived  with  a  family 
named  Jenkins  and  herded  sheep  in  the  hills  for 
him. 

He  came  to  St.  Anthony,  Idaho,  from 
Samaria,  4  March,  1895,  and  herded  sheep  in 
Wilford  for  a  sheep  man.   He  came  to  Farnum  in 
March,  1896,  looked  things  over  and  went  back 
to  St.  Anthony  and  worked  for  Charlie  Coxin, 
(Charlie  owned  a  livery  stable).  The  livery 
stable  burned  down.   After  the  new  livery  stable 
was  rebuilt,  Hans'  team  was  the  first  team  put  in 
the  new  barn.  He  worked  for  Charlie  and  his 
father  until  July,  when  he  heard  about  the  new 
Conant  Creek  Canal  being  made.   "When  I  saw 
the  canal  was  to  be  built,  I  went  into  St.  Anthony 
in  July,  1896,  and  filed  on  a  homestead  of  144 
acres,  on  Fall  River,  taking  off  a  corner  of 
section  24,  Township  B,  Range  42.   President 
Teddy  Roosevelt  signed  the  document. " 

It  was  a  beautiful  place  on  the  banks  of  Fall 
River.  On  May  19,  1900,  there  were  thirteen 
homesteaders  in  the  community  at  that  time. 
Hans  was  admitted  as  a  member  of  the  Conant 
Creek  Canal  Company.  In  1903,  water  was 
turned  into  the  canal  for  the  first  time.  The  canal 


wasn't  complete  but  a  small  stream  was  run 
through.  This  was  to  the  first  terminus  (Pioneer 
Irrigation  Upper  Snake  River  Valley  History 
book  page  248-249). 

He  soon  started  to  build  a  house  and  other 
buildings  on  his  homestead.  He  worked  away  in 
the  winter,  cutting  ice  and  feeding  sheep  for 
Woodmansee.  He  worked  on  the  reservoir. 
Hans  went  to  Market  Lake  for  champagne  to 
serve  to  his  friends  when  the  train  made  its  first 
run  from  Rexburg  to  St.  Anthony.  He  drove  a 
delivery  team  owned  by  Charlie  Coxson.  He 
and  Percy  Hawkes  laid  the  first  four  logs  for  the 
Community  House. 

Hans  and  Silas  Green  and  others  carried  mail 
from  Chester  to  Squirrel  so  they  could  establish  a 
mail  route.  Hans  was  active  in  church  affairs. 
He  was  a  class  leader  of  the  adult  class  when 
Farnum  was  made  a  ward.   Deafness  became  a 
handicap  to  his  early  life.  Hans  loved  to  dance. 

He  bought  a  band  of  sheep,  lived  in  a  sheep 
camp  and  rented  his  farm  to  others.  Ed  and  Beth 
Hansen,  a  brother  and  sister-in-law  of  Sarah 
Hansen  Murdoch,  rented  the  place  for  a  while, 
followed  by  the  McCaskills,  1924-1925;  Stillman 
and  Hazel  Durney  Whittle;  Arnold  and  Gertrude 
Whittle;  Steven  and  Delia  Murdoch  Davis,  1940; 
and  Chet  and  Edna  Whitmore  Phillips. 

In  1938,  he  married  Amy  Simms  Cooley,  of 
Ponca  City,  Oklahoma.   He  bought  a  house  in 
Ashton  at  this  time,  next  door  to  his  dear  friends, 
Brig  and  Louannie  Murdoch.   It  was  nice  that  he 
would  choose  to  live  as  neighbors  again.  They 
had  been  neighbors  for  forty  years  and  had 
become  like  brothers. 

Hans  passed  away  May  19,  1964  at  the  age 
of  92,  having  lived  a  full  and  rewarding  life.  He 
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is  laid  to  rest  next  to  the  two  families  he  loved  the  Brig  Murdoch  family.   He  and  his  wife, 

the  most,  the  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch  family  and  Amy,  are  buried  in  the  Murdoch  plots. 


(Ashton  Herald  News,  Thursday  April  15,1937).  Hans  Neilsen  home  again  and  driving  a  new  Ford  V8. 
(Ashton  Herald  News,  Thursday  November,  1938).  Hans  came  out  from  Ashton  to  look  after  his  sheep. 

Sources: 

(1)  -  6007,  455  Farnum  Ward  Membership  records,  (1899-1900). 

(2)  -  Wilford  Ward  Records  11  November,  1898. 

By  Delia  Murdoch  Davis  Perry  and  Tressa  Murdoch  Garrett 
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CHAPTER  FOUR 

DEMOGRAPHICS  OF  THE  MURDOCH  FAMILY 

It  may  be  of  interest  to  family  members  to  review  the  following  statistics  about  descendants  of  Brigham 
and  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch.  These  figures  include  children  of  spouses  from  a  previous  marriage.  They 
are  based  on  statistics  made  available  to  the  editor  in  November  of  1998  and  are  not  complete. 


Brigham  Murdoch  and  Blanche  Alexander 

A.  Number  of  Children:  1 

B.  Number  of  Grandchildren  3 

C.  Number  of  Great-Grandchildren  12 

D.  Number  of  Great-Great  Grandchildren  48 

E.  Number  of  Great-Great-Great  Grandchildren  44 

F.  Number  of  Great-Great-Great-Great  Grandchildren  1 

G.  Total  Posterity  109 


II.    Brigham  Murdoch  and  Martha  Luann  Hammon 

A.  Number  of  Children: 

B.  Number  of  Grandchildren 

C.  Number  of  Great-Grandchildren 

D.  Number  of  Great-Great  Grandchildren 

E.  Number  of  Great-Great-Great  Grandchildren 

F.  Total  Posterity 


10 
53 

220 
300 
42 
625 


EH.  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch  and  Sarah  Hansen 

A.  Number  of  Children: 

B.  Number  of  Grandchildren 

C.  Number  of  Great-Grandchildren 

D.  Number  of  Great-Great-Grandchildren 

E.  Total  Posterity 

IV.  Total  posterity  of  Brigham  &  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch 


7 

23 

51 

8 

89 

823 


V.    Demographics  of  their  posterity 

A.  Residents  of  Idaho 

B.  Residents  of  Utah 

C.  Residents  of  Washington 

D.  Residents  of  California 

E.  Residents  of  Montana 

F.  Residents  of  Nevada 

G.  Residents  of  Alaska 
H.  Residents  of  Oregon 

I.  Residents  of  Wyoming 

J.  Residents  of  Minnesota 

K.  Residents  of  Texas 

L.  Residents  of  Oklahoma 

M.  Resident  of  other  States 

N.  Resident  of  other  Countries 

O.  Residence  unknown 

P.  Missionaries 

Q.  Deceased 


421 

185 

55 

45 

19 

13 

12 

11 

7 

6 

6 

6 

24 

4 

39 

5 

24 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 


DESCENDANT  INFORMATION 


ROBERT  RUE  and  MEARL  GARRETT  MURDOCH 


(1)  Ellen  Elaine  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Robert  Rue  Lee 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Robert  Jensen  Lee 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Andrew  Robert  Lee 

(2)  Kevin  Murdoch  Lee 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jordan  Kevin  Lee 

(2)  Jacqueline  Lee 

(3)  Logan  Griffeth  Lee 

(3)  Jennifer  Lee 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Victoria  Barrus 

(2)  Patrick  Kent  Barrus 

(3)  Benjamin  Lee  Barrus 

(4)  Christina  Emily  Barrus 

(4)  Vanessa  Lee 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Lex  Cole  Baldwin 

(2)  Samuel  Lee  Baldwin 

(3)  Jedidiah  Hugh  Baldwin 

(5)  Bryan  DeMott  Lee 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Garrett  Solomon 

(6)  Richard  Garrett  Lee 

(7)  Jared  Thomas  Lee 

(2)  Marilyn  Mearl  Lee 

(1)  Teresa  Ann  Kidd 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Allen  Eric  Olsen 

(2)  Kaehla  Marie  Olsen 

(3)  Aaron  Phillip  Olsen 


(2) 


Clark  Bruce  Kidd 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katherine  Jae  Kidd 

(2)  Christopher  Clark  Kidd 

(3)  Heidi  Joe  Kidd 

(4)  Kassandra  Lee  Kidd 

(5)  Hailey  Marie  Kidd 


(3)  Robert  Lee  Kidd 


B  -  08  Oct  1914 
D  -  30  Apr  1988 

B  -  28  Feb  1932 

B  -  26  Jan  1962 

B  -  03  Dec  1997 

B  -  19  Sep  1963 

B  -  30  Jun  1989 
B  -  10  Dec  1991 
B  -  15  Oct  1994 

B  -  25  Mar  1966 

B  -  02  Nov  1989 
B  -  12  Feb  1992 
B  -  16  Jan  1994 
B  -  27  Apr  1997 

B  -  12  Mar  1970 

B  -  23  Jun  1992 
B  -  07  Jun  1994 
B  -  26  Sep  1997 

B  -  10  Jun  1973 

B  -  13  Dec  1997 

B  -  08  Jun  1975 
B  -  14  Apr  1977 

B  -  12  Jul  1934 
B-  11  Feb  1954 

B  -  12  Aug  1978 
B  -  30  May  1980 
B  -  19  Dec  1986 

B  -  06  May  1955 

B- 24  May  1981 
B  -  27  May  1983 
B  -  18  Oct  1984 
B  -  01  Dec  1987 
B -  26  Apr  1990 

B  -  08  Jul  1957 


M  -  29  Sep  1931  to  Claude  Lester  Lee  (div) 
M  -  28  Oct  1950  to  Ray  Long  (div) 

M  -  19  Aug  1960  to  Gwen  Jensen 

M  -  27  Dec  1989  to  Pamela  Frances  McOmber 


M  -  20  Jun  1985  to  Julie  Ann  Griffeth 


M  -  28  May  1987  to  Kent  LaMar  Barrus 


M  -  17  Aug.  1989  to  Cole  Hatch  Baldwin 


M  -  18  Nov  1995  to  Hilaree  Archibald 


M  -  29  Aug  1952  to  Clark  Jackson  Kidd 
M  -  13  Jul  1973  to  Phillip  Kraig  Olsen 


M  -  13  Mar  1980  to  Elaine  Jae  Jorgensen 


M  -  08  May  1981  to  Marilyn  Joan  Walker  (div) 
M  -  26  Apr  1995  to  Tanya  Smith 
(annulled  June  1995) 
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CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ashley  Tara  Kidd 

(2)  Zachary  Aaron  Kidd 

(4)  Michael  Lee  Kidd 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Nicholas  Tyler  Kidd 

(2)  Lisa  Kidd 

(5)  George  Curtis  Kidd 

(6)  Alan  Lee  Kidd 

(3)  Claudia  Kay  Lee 


CHILDREN:   (1)  Robert  Lee  Taylor 

(1)  Stephen  Neal  Taylor 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stacie  Marie  Taylor 

(2)  Amanda  Nicole  Taylor 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Anthony  Taylor 

(3)  Rebecca  Dawn  Taylor 

(4)  Stillborn  boy  Taylor 

(2)  Kenneth  Claude  Taylor 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jason  Robert  Taylor 

(2)  Eric  Kenneth  Taylor 

(3)  Kaitlin  Colleen  Taylor 

(4)  Ryan  Christian  Taylor 

(3)  Laura  Lee  Taylor 


(4)  John  Charles  Taylor 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Cindy  Dunn 
(1)  Michael  Taylor 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Robert  Nattress 

(5)  Alethea  Ann  Nattress 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jessica  Ann  Aguirre 

(2)  Gloria  Lee  Mesa 

(6)  Mary  Felicia  Nattress 

(2)  Guy  Garrett  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 
(1)  Faye  Diane  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bret  Earl  May 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Douglas  Ammon  May 

(2)  K.  Hunter  May 

(2)  Clint  Bruce  May 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Colter  Bruce  May 

(3)  Robert  Bart  May 


B  -  16  Feb  1982 
B  -  23  Feb  1985 

B -  30  Apr  1960 

B  -  21  Apr  1987 
B  -  20  Mar  1990 

B  -  29  Mar  1968 
B -  25  Apr  1970 

B  -  01  Oct  1936 


B  -  10  Oct  1955 

B  -  10  Dec  1977 
D  -  05  Mar  1978 
B  -  15  Jul  1979 

B  -  1997 

B-  16  Sep  1981 

B  -  29  Jun  1958 

B  -  28  Mar  1982 
B  -  02  Jul  1985 
B-  18  Apr  1988 
B  -  05  Oct  1992 

B  -30  Nov  1960 
B  -  09  Apr  1963 
B  -  13  Jan  1986 

B  -  24  Jul  1969 

B  -  23  Aug  1989 
B  -  04  Mar  1992 

B  -  17  Feb  1973 

B  -  05  Oct  1916 
D  -  07  Nov  1996 

B  -  31  Jan  1945 

B  -  03  Jul  1967 

B  -  08  Apr  1991 
B  -  27  Feb  1996 

B  -  10  May  1970 

B  -  17  Sep  1995 

B  -  30  Jan  1973 


M  -  18  Sep  1985  to  Suzanne  Stenquist 


M  -  02  Oct  1997  to  Yolanda  York 

M  -  25  May  1954  to  Robert  Taylor  (div) 
M  -  18  Jun  1968  to  Robert  Nattress  (div) 
M  -  23  Dec  1985  to  Walter  Gallegos 

M  -  19  May  1976  to  Robyn  Wilden  (div) 


M  -  08  Aug  1980  to  Colleen  Diane  Hackett 


M  -  01  Aug  1979  to  Clarence  Damron  (div) 
M  -  05  Jul  1983  to  Robert  Blood  (div) 

M  -  15  Apr  1985  to  Cindy  Dunn  (div) 

M  -  16  Nov  1990  to  Jennifer  Stewart  (div) 


M  -  3  Feb  1987  to  Carlos  Aguirre  (div) 


M  -  26  Oct  1996  to  Dennis  M.  Baird 
M  -  09  Apr  1938  to  Faye  Tanner 

M  -  03  Jun  1966  to  Bruce  Earl  May 
M  -  29  Sep  1989  to  Melissa  Marley 


M  -  03  June  1994  to  Mindy  Seamons 


M  -  23  Aug  1996  to  Jennifer  Andersen 
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(4)  Jeffrey  Dirk  May 

(5)  Danette  May 

(2)  Pamela  Jeanne  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cecily  Paige  Vaughn 

(2)  Jordan  Diane  Vaughn 

(3)  Regan  Susan  Vaughn 

(4)  Melina  Marie  Vaughn 

(5)  McKenzie  Starr  Vaughn 

(3)  Robert  Guy  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jennifer  Lynn  Murdoch 

(2)  Heather  Sue  Murdoch 

(3)  Robyn  Michelle  Murdoch 

(4)  Robert  Paul  Murdoch 

(4)  Paul  Michael  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joshua  Murdoch 

(2)  Brooke  Lynne  Murdoch 

(3)  Katie  Victoria  Murdoch 

(5)  Richard  Kent  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mandy  Kay  Murdoch 

(2)  Aubrey  Marie  Murdoch 

(3)  Blake  Guy  Murdoch 

(6)  Michael  Alan  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brad  Michael  Murdoch 

(2)  Angie  Murdoch 

(3)  Robert  Murray  Murdoch 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Zelta  Lillian  Croft  Glover 
(1)  Edith  Rowena  Glover 


CHILDREN:   (1)  Rudger  Ashby 

(1)  Scott  Eugene  Ashby 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cameron  Ashby 

(2)  Kohl  Ashby 

(3)  Sierrah  Ashby 

(2)  Charlene  Ashby 

(3)  Rodney  Ashby 

(4)  Regan  Ashby 

(2)  Shaunna  B.  Glover 

CHILDREN: 
(1)  Shawn  Whitaker 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kelsey  Whitaker 

(2)  Austen  Whitaker 

(3)  Colette  Whitaker 

(3)  Vickie  Whitaker 

(4)  Trent  Whitaker 

(3)  Dennis  Orden  Glover 


B -  21  Apr  1976 
B  -  13  Dec  1977 

B  -  06  Jul  1947 

B  -  24  Jan  1976 
B-  11  May  1978 
B  -  18  Nov  1980 
B  -  13  May  1983 
B  -  01  Mar  1987 

B  -  14  May  1949 

B  -  23  Apr  1972 
B  -  10  Aug  1974 
B  -  23  Mar  1976 
B  -  25  Dec  1983 

B  -  07  Nov  1955 

B  -  23  Oct  1974 
B  -  16  Jun  1980 
B  -  09  Apr  1984 

B-  15  Jul  1959 

B  -  24  Mar  1983 
B  -  18  Jun  1986 
B -  15  Apr  1991 

B  -  28  Oct  1961 

B  -  22  Jul  1988 
B  -  07  Apr  1990 

B- 25  Oct  1918 


B  -  15  May  1940 


B  -  15  Jun  1966 

B  -  06  Mar  1990 
B  -  08  Mar  1993 
B  -  15  Nov  1995 

B  -  19  Feb  1968 
B  -  08  Aug  1971 
B  -  05  Dec  1975 

B  -  05  Apr  1943 

B  -  21  Feb  1964 

B  -  29  Mar  1988 
B  -  26  Mar  1990 
B  -  02  Jul  1993 

B  -  10  Dec  1965 
B  -  02  Jul  1969 

B  -  08  Jun  1946 


M  -  29  Jan  1971  to  David  Brent  Vaughn 


M  -  30  Dec  1970  to  Linda  Susan  Alexander 

M  -  24  Sept  1992  to  Craig  Robinson 
M  -  15  Nov  1996  to  Cory  Williamson 
M  -  28  Dec  1996  to  Todd  Thompson 


M  -  17  May  1978  to  Rebecca  Virginia  Acosta 


M  -  22  May  1981  to  Kathy  Crowell 


M  -  01  Jun  1985  to  Vickie  Mantle 


M  -  26  Oct  1939  to  Arvena  Ruth  Hammond  (div) 
M  -  15  Jan  1953  to  Zelta  Lillian  Croft  Glover 

M  -   16  Nov  1956  to  William  K.  Smith  (div) 
M  -  02  Jan  1965  to  Rudger  Ashby  (div) 
M  -  04  Nov  1984  to  Steven  Pender 

M  -  05  Jun  1992  to  Tori  Young 


M  -  04  Apr  1963  to  Robert  Whitaker 

M  -  13  Aug  1985  to  LoraLee  Hendrickson 


M  -  02  June  1990  to  Bret  Davis 


M  -  19  Dec  1987  to  Yvonne  Nieve 
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BLANCHE  MURDOCH  and  JOSEPH  THEODORE  REIMAN 


CHILDREN: 
(1)  Blanche  Jean  Reiman 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kay  Lynn  Tighe 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Lynden  J.  Mower 

(1)  Lynden  Brett  Mower 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mellissa  Christine  Mower 

(2)  Macey  Joleen  Mower 

(2)  Bart  Joseph  Mower 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  McKayla  Delaynie  Mower 

(2)  Tressa  Breann  Mower 

(3)  Kevin  DeLayne  Mower 

(4)  Kelly  Jay  Mower 

(5)  Jeremy  James  Mower 

(6)  Jamey  John  Mower 

(2)  Marva  Annette  (Nava)  Tighe 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Lisa  Michelle  Kidd 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Randall  Kasey  Phillips 

(2)  Scarlett  Priscilla  Phillips 

(3)  Vincent  Robert  Tighe 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Amanda  Tighe 

(2)  Thomas  Andrew  Tighe 

(4)  Marvin  Brent  Tighe 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brandon  Robert  Tighe 

(2)  Ryan  Brent  Tighe 

(3)  Stephen  Kyle  Tighe  (stillborn) 

(4)  Justin  Richard  Tighe 

(5)  Alex  Jordan  Tighe 

(5)  Jolene  Uywan  Tighe 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sonya  Heather  Crouch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Andrea  Blanche  Gardner 

(2)  Christelle  Uywan  Gardner 

(3)  BreeAnn  Leigh  Gardner 

(2)  Devani  Uywan  Crouch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bryce  Linn  Taylor 

(3)  Hilary  Ray  Crouch 

(4)  Heather  Marie  Crouch 


B  -  26  Oct  1923 
B  -  13  Jun  1947 

B  -  24  Jun  1966 


M  -  26  Jul  1944  to  Marvin  Eugene  Tighe  (dec) 

M  -  10  Dec  1965  to  Lynden  J.  Mower  (div) 
M  -  28  Dec  1996  to  William  Eugene  Mitchell 

M  -  18  Aug  1990  to  Sharalynn  Shubert 


B  -  29  Jun  1993  at  Twin  Falls,  ID 
B  -  04  Jul  1995  at  Pocatello,  ID 


B  -  02  Apr  1968 


M  -  13  Oct  1990  to  Chantel  Stastney 


B  -  21  Jan  1996  at  Pocatello,  ID 
B  -  29  Nov  1997  at  Pocatello,  ID 


B  -  01  Jul  1974 
B -  10  Apr  1976 
B  -  08  Mar  1979 
B  -  08  Jul  1981 

B- 07  Aug  1951 


B  -  13  Nov  1967 


M  -  18  Aug  1997  to  Kristen  Marie  Foote 


M  -  30  Jun  1967  to  Dennis  Jackson  Kidd  (div) 
M  -  13  Nov  1990  to  Brian  K.  Wadsworth 

M  -  to  Todd  Plocher  (div) 

M  -  03  Jul  1990  to  John  Phillips 


B  -  17  Feb  1985  at  Salt  Lake  City,  UT 
B  -  20  Mar  1988  at  Wainwright,  AK 


B  -  14  Dec  1953 

B  -  21  Jul  1981 
B  -  15  Sep  1987 

B  -  24  Apr  1955 

B  -  24  Mar  1980 
B  -  20  Mar  1982 
B  -  12  Jan  1990 
B  -  08  Aug  1992 
D  -  08  Aug  1992 
B  -  30  May  1993 

B  -  29  Jun  1957 

B  -  18  Feb  1974 


M  -  03  Nov  1978  to  Kandy  Lee  Brower 


M  -  28  Jul  1978  to  Kristine  Conger 


M  -  27  Jul  1973  to  Bryce  Ray  Crouch 
M  -  13  Feb  1993  to  Rodney  Paul  Gardner 


B  -  16  Mar  1992  at  Rexburg,  ID 
B  -  02  Nov  1993  at  Rexburg,  ID 
B  -  18  Oct  1995  at  Rexburg,  ID 

B  -  05  Feb  1978 

B  -  09  Nov  1997  at  Rexburg,  ID 

B  -  21  Nov  1981 
B- 24  Jun  1981 
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(2)  Helen  Marian  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bonnie  Jean  (Jeanie)  Marsden 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Chad  M.  Jenkins 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Samantha  Rose  Jenkins 

(2)  Laurel  Lynn  Jenkins 

(3)  Zane  Paul  Jenkins 

(2)  Christina  Jenkins 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Hannah  Colleen  Wood 

(2)  Thomas  Jacob  Wood 

(3)  Mark  William  Jenkins 

(2)  Gary  John  Marsden 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dustin  Curtis  Marsden 

(2)  Megan  Sue  Marsden 

(3)  Jordan  Graham  Marsden 

(3)  Steven  R.  Marsden 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Gichin  Steve  Marsden 

(2)  Tyler  John  Marsden 

(4)  Mary  Lee  Marsden 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kolin  John  Dawsey 

(2)  Sunny  Dawsey 

(3)  Devin  Charles  Dawsey 

(5)  DeeAnn  Marsden 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Hailey  Anne  Johnson 

(2)  Lauren  Anne  Johnson 

(3)  Ty  Curtis  Johnson 

(4)  Nathan  Guy  Johnson 

(3)  Lynn  Theodore  Reiman 


CHILDREN:   (1)  Anola  Jewel  Bird 

(1)  Teryl  Lynn  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Erin  Victoria  Reiman 

(2)  Jeremy  Joseph  Reiman 

(2)  Paula  Maud  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 
(1)  David  Shane  Peterson 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Trevor  David  Peterson 

(2)  Tyler  Peterson 

(3)  Joel  Scott  Reiman 

(4)  Lori  Ann  Reiman 


B  -  09  Nov  1924 

B  -  29  May  1947 

B  -  17  May  1969 

B  -  14  Jan  1993 
B  -  15  Jul  1994 
B  -  01  Aug  1997 

B  -  18  Oct  1970 

B  -  24  Mar  1994 
B  -  07  Jul  1995 

B  -  23  Apr  1978 

B-05  Jun  1951 

B  -  20  May  1974 
B  -  16  Jun  1976 
B-01  Mar  1981 

B- 02  Feb  1955 
D- 05  Oct  1989 

B  -  30  May  1980 
B-  11  Nov  1983 

B  -  29  Oct  1957 

B- 02  Apr  1977 
B  -  12  Jul  1979 
B  -  09  Jan  1984 

B  -  19  Jan  1960 

B  -  20  Dec  1985 
B  -  31  Aug  1987 
B-  18  Mar  1990 
B  -  10  Jan  1995 

B  -  08  Dec  1925 


B  -  14  Dec  1947 

B  -  19  Oct  1988 
B  -  06  Jul  1993 

B  -  29  Jan  1950 

B  -  22  May  1967 

B  -  29  Jul  1990 
B  -  09  Jan  1994 

B- 22  Jun  1951 
B  -  13  Jan  1954 


M  -  10  Dec  1946  to  John  Curtis  Marsden  (dec) 
M  -  29  Oct  1968  to  Kim  V.  Jenkins 
M  -  01  Jun  1990  to  Donya  Mathews 


M  -  28  Aug  1991  to  Paul  David  Wood 


M  -  20  Aug  1971  to  Susan  Ann  Marotz 


M  -  08  Jun  1996  to  Steven  O.  Hill 


M  -  05  May  1978  to  Mary  Lynn  Taylor 


M  -  07  Oct  1977  to  Charles  Lee  Dawsey 


M  -  21  Apr  1984  to  Guy  Tate  Johnson 


M  -  30  Jun  1946  to  Anola  Jewel  Bird  (div) 

M  -  18  Aug  1966  to  Lucille  Mildred  Ward  Neitzel 

M  -  04  Oct  1996  to  Betty  Ellis  Ferguson 

M  -  30  Mar  1985  to  Mary  Lee  Morrow 


M  -  25  Nov  1966  to  David  Peterson 


M  -  18  Feb  1990  to  Kimberly  Lynn  Wellard 


M  -  05  May  1978  to  Gary  Smith 
M  -  02  Sep  1990  to  Jeffery  Hamilton 
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(5)  Douglas  Craig  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeremiah  John  Landis 

(2)  Daniel  Craig  Landis 

(6)  Darla  Janae  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bryan  Roy  Borup 

(2)  Cameron  Borup 

(7)  Karla  Sue  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michael  Kay  Sharp 

(2)  Allana  Marie  Sharp 

(3)  Nicholas  Hale  Sharp 

(4)  Daniel  William  Sharp 

(8)  Philip  Reed  Reiman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jonathan  Landis 

(2)  Rachal  Teryn  Landis 

(3)  Jeshua  Philip  Landis 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Lucille  Mildred  Ward  Neitzel 

(1)  James  Ward  Neitzel 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Janae  Patrice  Neitzel 

(2)  Jason  Morris  Neitzel 

(3)  Joy  Lynn  Neitzel 

(4)  Jeffery  Claude  Neitzel 

(2)  Dennis  Kay  Neitzel 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michelle  Denise  Neitzel 


B-  25  Apr  1955 

B  -  22  Oct  1978 
B  -  26  Mar  1984 

B-  11  Mar  1960 

B  -  18  Dec  1981 
B  -  13  Sep  1984 

B  -  30  Jun  1961 

B  -  04  Apr  1982 
B- 29  Jul  1983 
B  -  01  Jul  1985 
B  -  24  May  1988 

B  -  30  Jun  1961 

B  -  25  Nov 
B  -  05  Mar 
B  -  03  Mar 


M  -  23  Feb  1978  to  Elka  Kenklies 


B  -  07  Apr  1947 

B  -  30  May  1973 
B -  17  Apr  1975 
B  -  28  Feb  1977 
B  -  23  Mar  1980 

B  -  29  Sep  1948 

B  -  04  Jan  1969 


CHILDREN:   (1)  Kip  Allen  Rhodes 

(1)  Leda  Madeline  Rhodes  B  -  05  Aug  1989 

CHILDREN:   (2)  William  H.  Neuenschwander 

(2)  Kendra  Irene  Neuenschwander        B  -  21  Sep  1991 


M  -  24  Aug  1979  to  David  Borup  (div) 


M  -  06  Jun  1981  to  Mark  Sharp 


M  -  to  Anell  Skeem 


M  -  19  Aug  1972  to  Claudia  Jean  Webster 


M  -  12  Jan  1968  to  Brenda  Paulette  Jones 

M  -  10  Jun  1988  to  Kip  Allen  Rhodes  (div) 

M  -  15  Feb  1991  to  William  Neuenschwander  (div) 

M  -  to  Eric  Maughn  (div) 


(2)  Branden  Dennis  Neitzel 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeremia  Neitzel 

(2)  Shade  Neitzel 

(3)  Matthew  Paul  Neitzel 

(4)  Alisa  Carey  Neitzel 

(5)  Jarom  Neitzel 

(3)  Joyce  Neitzel 


B  -15  Dec  1970 

B  -  12  Oct 
B  -  04  Apr 

B  -  12  May  1974 
B  -  27  Dec  1975 
B  -  05  Jun  1979 

B  -  08  Nov  1949 


M  -  Feb  1995  to  Delphia 


CHILDREN:   (1)  Thomas  Francis  Maher 

(1)  Shelisa  Michele  Maher  B  -  02  Sep  1968 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Robert  John  Manning 

(1)  Alexander  Michael  Manning  B  -  06  Nov  1992 

(2)  Rhyse  Francis  Manning  B  -  19  Sep  1994 

CHILDREN:   (2)  John  Byron  Loertscher 

(3)  Gracie  Manon  Loertscher  B  -  04  Oct  1996 


M  -  02  Mar  1996  to  Thomas  Earl  Hardy 


M  -  10  Feb  1968  to  Thomas  Francis  Maher  (div) 
M  -  26  Jun  1972  to  Jerry  Wallace  Fulmer  (div) 
M  -  15  Oct  1983  to  Francis  Lynn  Johnson,  Jr. 

M  -  14  Jun  1991  to  Robert  John  Manning  (div) 
M  -  05  Oct  1995  to  John  Byron  Loertscher 
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CHILDREN:   (Note:   John  Byron  Loertscher's  children  from  a  previous  marriage) 


(1)  Quincy  John  Loertscher 

(2)  Collin  Elias  Loertscher 

(2)  Ahtanya  Lanae  Maher 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cherokee  Pollock 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Jerry  Wallace  Fulmer 

(3)  Jarod  Wyatt  Fulmer 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jarrett  Wyatt  Fulmer 

(2)  Austin  Tyler  Fulmer 

(4)  Tobin  Bartley  Fulmer 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Deanne  Larsen 

(1)  Sasha  Rachel  Keck 

(2)  Joshua  Timothy  Fulmer 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Susan  Eva  Snyder 

(1)  Zachary  Beau  Fulmer 

(2)  Jade  Elise  Fulmer 


B  -  04  Mar  1991 
B  -  28  Sep  1993 

B  -  02  Feb  1972 

B  -  31  May  1995 

B  -  03  Oct  1973 

B  -  24  May  1994 
B  -  19  Apr  1996 

B  -  18  Nov  1974 


B  -  03  Oct  1991 
B-  13  Oct  1992 


B  -  26  May  1995 
B- 04  Dec  1996 


M  -  16  Jul  1993  to  Wade  Allen  Pollock  (div) 


M  -  24  Sep  1993  to  Jennifer  Louise  Snyder 


M  -  Deanne  Larsen  (div) 

M  -  09  Jul  1994  to  Susan  Eva  Snyder 


(Deanne's  present  husband  adopted  Joshua). 


CHILDREN:   (3)  Francis  Lynn  Johnson,  Jr. 
None 


(4)  Gerald  Lynn  Neitzel 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Julene  Marie  Neitzel 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Christopher  William  Harris 

(2)  Shelisa  Marie  Harris 

(2)  Daniel  Wayne  Neitzel 

(3)  Jacob  Levi  Neitzel 

(5)  David  Ray  Neitzel 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stephanie  Roberts  Neitzel 

(2)  Curtis  David  Neitzel 

(3)  Amber  Roberts  Neitzel 

(4)  Corey  Lynn  Neitzel 


B  -  08  Jul  1953 

B-  11  Aug  1974 

B  -  27  Apr  1995 
B  -  05  Mar  1997 

B  -  30  Jun  1978 
B  -  12  Dec  1980 

B  -  02  Jun  1959 

B  -  09  Sep  1982 
B  -  03  Dec  1983 
B  -  20  Nov  1986 
B  -  17  Mar  1990 


M  -  08  Nov  1973  to  Carol  Lynn  Hammon 
M  -  08  Jun  1993  to  Martin  Harris 


M  -  18  Sep  1981  to  Cheryl  Roberts 


CHILDREN:   (3)  Betty  Ellis  Ferguson  Reiman  (Note:  Her  children  from  a  previous  marriage) 


(1)  Danny  Gene  Ferguson 


CHILDREN:   (1)  Dana  Lynn  Clark 

(1)  Troy  Gene  Ferguson 

(2)  Trent  D.  Ferguson 

(3)  Katie  Lynn  Ferguson 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Marcene  Miller 

(4)  Caroline  Ferguson 

(5)  Trevor  James  Ferguson 

(2)  Terry  Lynn  Ferguson 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeffrey  Lynn  Ferguson 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Arianne  Laree  Ferguson 

(2)  Arista  Marie  Ferguson 


B  -  24  Apr  1952 


B  -  06  Jun  1976 
B  -  26  Apr  1978 
B-  10  Feb  1981 


B  -  08  Jan  1989 
B  -  23  Feb  1994 

B  -  20  Aug  1954 

B  -  27  Jun  1974 

B  -  06  May  1993 
B  -  27  May  1996 


M  -  03  May  1974  to  Dana  Lynn  Clark 
(She  died  of  cancer  29  Jul  1989) 
M  -  14  Dec  1989  to  Marcene  Miller 


M  -  08  Jun  1973  to  Sheila  Marie  Byington 
M  -  31  Jul  1992  to  Bambi  Laree  Green 
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(2)  Shannon  Marie  Ferguson 

B 

•  07  Aug  1976 

(3)  Bobbie  Jo  Ferguson 

B 

•  21  May  1978 

(4)  Brittany  Lesette  Ferguson 

B 

09  Dec  1983 

(3)  Linda  Lee  Ferguson 

B 

•07  Apr  1957 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Amber  Lee  0' Neil 

B 

03  Apr  1987 

(4)  Kelly  Ray  Ferguson 

B 

■  25  Jun  1973 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Daniel  Allen  Ferguson 

B 

16  Dec  1993 

(2)  Victoria  Kathrine  Ferguson 

B 

10  June  1995 

^ay  Murdoch  Reiman 

B 

■  8  May  1927 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Denise  Reiman 

B 

•  31  Aug  1950 

CHILDREN:   (1)  David  Lawrence  Whitmore 

(1)  Corbett  Lyle  Whitmore 

B 

•  03  Oct  1967 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Tyler  Wayne  Whitmore 

B 

•  30  June  1994 

(2)  Talia  Janae  Whitmore 

B 

•  04  Oct  1996 

(2)  Rick  Lance  Whitmore 

B 

■  07  Oct  1970 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katie  Lynn  Whitmore 

B 

-  16  Nov  1994 

CHILDREN:   (2)  David  E.  Cummings 

(3)  Nicholas  Aaron  Cummings 

B 

•  26  Dec  1980 

(2)  Yvonne  Reiman 

B 

■  01  Nov  1955 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kara  Lee  Reiman  Maughn 

B 

•  02  Jul  1975 

(2)  Greer  Reiman  Maughn 

B 

-08  Jun  1978 

(3)  Brooke  Yvonne  Maughn 

B 

13  Jul  1982 

(4)  Mica  MarJean  Maughn 

B 

•  12  Jun  1989 

(3)  Lyle  Kay  Reiman 

B 

03  Dec  1956 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Marcie  Jane  Buttars 

(1)  Joshua  Ben  Reiman 

(2)  Jeremiah  Scott  Reiman 


M  -  31  May  1996  to  Robin  Wayne  Johnson 


M  -  30  Oct  1985  to  Thomas  Brent  O'Neil 


M  -  05  June  1993  to  Lillian  Martha  Price 


M  -  10  May  1948  to  Althea  MarJean  Harris 

M  -  25  Feb  1967  to  David  L.  Whitmore  (div) 
M  -  06  Oct  1979  to  David  E.  Cummings 

M  -  Jun  10  1991  to  Sharon  Michelle  Forcum 


M  -  14  Feb  1992  to  Cindy  Ann.Fife  (div) 


M  -  25  Sep  1976  to  Randall  G.  Maughn 


M  -  26  May  1979  to  Marcia  Jane  Buttars  (div) 
M  -  05  Apr  1986  to  Sandra  L.  Hoffman  (div) 
M  -  17  May  1997  to  Theresa  Janet  Reed 


B  -  18  Aug  1980 
B  -  27  Mar  1982 


CHILDREN:   (2)  Sandra  Lorraine  Hoffman 

(3)  Victoria  Lynn  Reiman  B  -  08  Jul  1989 
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BRIGHAM  DALLAS  MURDOCH,  WINONA  LEE  and  AGNES  SIMONSEN 


CHILDREN:  (1)  Winona  Lee 


(1)  Ronald  Lee  Murdoch 

B 

•  23  Apr  1935 

D 

-  10  Nov  1938 

(2)  Helen  Winona  Murdoch 

B 

•  31  Aug  1936 

CHILDREN: 

(1) 

Stephanie  Ann  Hall 
CHILDREN: 

B 

•  21  Jun  1959 

(1)  Brian  Mark  Gibson 

B 

•  21  Dec  1984 

(2)  Aleisha  Diane  Gibson 

B 

■  04  Mar  1986 

(3)  Eric  Thomas  Gibson 

B 

•  17  Aug  1987 

(4)  Scott  Ryan  Gibson 

B 

20  Sep  1988 

(5)  Jeffrey  Curtis  Gibson 

B 

■  25  Oct  1990 

(6)  Kevin  Clark  Gibson 

B 

•  28  May  1992 

(7)  Michele  Elizabeth  Gibson 

B 

-  30  Dec  1993 

(8)  Stephen  Douglas  Gibson 

B 

•  22  May  1997 

(2) 

Stewart  Douglas  Hall 

B 

16  May  1960 

(3) 

Gregory  Alan  Hall 
CHILDREN: 

B 

•  24  May  1961 

(1)  Christopher  Jon  Hall 

B 

-  22  Feb  1986 

(2)  Ashley  Kay  Hall 

B 

-  17  Jan  1988 

(3)  Michael  Scott  Hall 

B 

•  30  Jul  1990 

(4)  McKenzie  Brooke  Hall 

B 

•  29  Apr  1993 

(5)  Rebecca  Yvonne  Hall 

B- 

02  Oct  1997 

(4) 

Natalie  Kay  Hall 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Kirk  Thomas  Gunnell 

B 

02  Sep  1962 

(1)  Matthew  Kirk  Gunnell 

B 

■  22  Mar  1987 

(2)  Lindsey  Michelle  Gunnell 

B 

■  06  Dec  1989 

(3)  Sierra  Renee  Gunnell 

B 

■  21  Jul  1991 

M  -  22  Aug  1958  to  Ronald  Earl  Hall 
M  -  21  Oct  1983  to  Dale  Brian  Gibson 


M  -  24  Aug  1984  to  Pearl  Yvonne  Yorks 


M  -  15  Jul   1983  to  Kirk  Thomas  Gunnell  (div) 
M  -  12  Feb  1998  to  Bruce  Godby 


CHILDREN:   (2)  Bruce  Godby  (Note:  His  children  from  a  previous  marriage) 

(1)  Andrea  Marie  Godby  B  -  13  Feb  1986 

(2)  Aubrey  RoseMarie  Godby  B  -  13  Apr  1988 

(3)  Daniel  Niel  Godby  B  -  12  Aug  1990 


(5)  Kimberly  Jean  Hall 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Shalyn  Blackham 

(2)  Andrew  John  Blackham 

(3)  Anthony  James  Blackham 

(4)  Alex  Jeremy  Blackham 

(5)  Kalista  Blackham 

(6)  Bradley  Clayton  Hall 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Vanessa  Bradleigh  Hall 

(2)  Victoria  Jane  Hall 

(7)  Lorilee  Hall 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Staci  Lynn  Richardson 

(2)  Malissa  Kay  Richardson 

(3)  William  Trent  Richardson,  Jr. 

(4)  Katherine  Richardson 

(8)  Lisa  Marie 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jessica  Marie  Banks 

(2)  Shawn  Wesley  Banks 

(3)  Rachel  Dawn  Banks 


B  -  14  Jan  1964 

B  -  04  May  1988 
B  -  28  Oct  1989 
B  -  18  Jan  1991 
B  -  22  Apr  1994 
B  -  03  Jul  1996 

B  -  16  Apr  1965 

B -  14  Apr  1995 
B  -  03  Aug  1997 

B  -  19  May  1967 

B  -  13  Aug  1991 
B  -  19  Dec  1992 
B  -  27  May  1994 
B-  11  June  1996 

B  -  28  Apr  1969 

B  -  31  Jan  1992 
B -  12  Apr  1994 
B  -  24  Jul  1996 


M  -  16  May  1987  to  Alan  John  Blackham 


M  -  29  Jun   1989  to  Sarah  Lallatin 


M  -  22  Aug  1990  to  William  Trent  Richardson 


M  -  28  Apr  1990  to  Bret  Curtis  Banks 
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(9)  Marsha  Lynn  Hall 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Curtis  John  Larsen 

(10)  Brent  Richard  Hall 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Monica  Leigh  Hall 

(11)  Steven  Michael  Hall 

(12)  Brian  Curtis  Hall 

(3)  Dallas  Earl  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kathleen  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Heather  Anderson 

(2)  Stephan  Brian  Anderson 

(3)  Brent  John  Anderson 

(4)  Richard  Alexander  Anderson 

(5)  Natalie  Brianne  Anderson 

(2)  James  Dallas  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michael  James  Murdoch 

(2)  Scott  Dallas  Murdoch 

(3)  Julie  Murdoch 

(4)  Jason  Paul  Murdoch 

(3)  Karen  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Barry  Wayne  Steffenson 

(2)  Camillia  Lynn  Steffenson 

(4)  David  Clayton  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Keshia  Dawn  Murdoch 

(2)  David  James  Murdoch 

(5)  Sheydene  Lee  Murdoch 

(4)  Thomas  Ray  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ray  Dallas  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brittney  Dee  Murdoch 

(2)  Jake  Ray  Murdoch 

(3)  Kaden  Neil  Murdoch 

(2)  Rachelle  Lee  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Danee  Rachelle  Siems 

(2)  Andie  Jo  Siems 

(3)  Ryan  Kent  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Amanda  Louise  Murdoch 

(2)  Kateland  Elisabeth  Murdoch 

(3)  Shelby  Lucille  Murdoch 

(4)  Roger  Thomas  Murdoch 

(5)  Royce  John  Murdoch 

(6)  Rod  Tyler  Murdoch 


B  -  09  Jun  1970 

B  -  17  Nov  1997 

B- 07  Jan  1972 

B-  14  Jul  1997 

B  -  09  Mar  1974 
B  -  19  Dec  1975 

B  -  23  Oct  1937 

B-  11  Mar  1961 

B  -  12  July  1985 
B  -  30  July  1987 
B  -  14  Sept  1989 
B  -  01  Jan  1993 
B  -  22  Feb  1998 

B  -  23  Nov  1962 

B  -  20  Dec  1986 
B -  13  Apr  1990 
B  -  09  Apr  1994 
B  -  26  Jul  1996 

B  -  09  May  1968 

B-  11  Dec  1990 
B  -  04  Dec  1992 

B  -  22  Mar  1972 


B  -  05  June  1994 
B  -  13  May  1995 

B  -  24  Apr  1975 

B  -  06  Jul  1940 

B  -  23  Aug  1967 

B  -  20  Nov  1992 
B -  15  Apr  1994 
B  -  05  May  1996 

B  -  19  Aug  1969 

B  -  25  Jun  1996 
B  -  04  Mar  1997 

B  -  27  Mar  1972 

B  -  16  Jan  1992 
B  -  16  Jul  1993 
B- 04  Sep  1996 

B  -  23  May  1975 
B  -  15  Aug  1976 
B  -  29  Mar  1980 


M  -  19  Aug  1995  to  John  Nathan  Larsen 


M  -  21  Sep  1995  to  Rebecca  Dibb 


M  -  10  Dec  1959  to  Joan  Hale 


M  -  30  Mar  1984  to  Brian  John  Anderson 


M  -  01  June  1984  to  Maili  Stone 


M  -  14  Aug   1987  to  Tony  Wayne  Steffenson 


M  -  16  Aug   1993  to  Misty  Dawn  Sykes  (div) 
M  -  02  Sept  1995  to  Traci  Kern 


M  -  10  Sep  1965  to  Sharon  Lee  Wells 
M  -  11  Jan  1991  to  Becky  Dee  Kelley 


M  -  09  Jun  1989  to  Quentin  Delos  Siems 


M  -  10  Nov  1990  to  Sheri  Elisabeth  Pettingill 


M  -  13  Sep  1996  to  Lori  Allbright 
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(5)  Ann  Marie  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Michelle  Marie  Matesen 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Peter  David  Shaw 

(2)  Phillip  Allan  Shaw 

(3)  Alexander  Colton  Shaw 

(2)  Thomas  Allan  Matesen 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brock  Leishman  Matesen 

(6)  Ruth  Lorraine  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Rebecca  Lynn  Schulz 

(2)  Mark  Alan  Schulz 

(3)  Matthew  Choi  Schulz 

(7)  John  Brigham  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Laura  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Inday  Joy  Bowman 

(2)  Cole  Ray  Bowman 

(2)  -  John  Brady  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jorilee  Murdoch 

(3)  -  Amy  Murdoch 

(4)  -  Donna  Lee  Murdoch 

(5)  -  Julie  Murdoch 

(6)  -  Scott  Brigham  Murdoch 


B  -  24  Dec  1942 

B  -  05  May  1963 

B -  17  Apr  1981 
B  -  15  Jan  1989 
B  -  07  Dec  1992 

B  -  05  Nov  1966 

B  -  10  Aug  1993 

B  -  07  May  1945 

B  -  10  Mar  1971 
B  -  28  Feb  1979 
B  -  24  Feb  1978 

B  -  14  Jan  1950 

B -  19  Apr  1973 

B  -  01  Jun  1994 
B-01  Mar  1996 

B  -  31  May  1974 

B  -  21  Jul  1997 

B  -  03  Aug  1975 

B  -  14  Dec  1977 
B  -  05  Oct  1979 
B  -  16  Sep  1982 


M  -  15  Jun  1962  to  Allan  Evan  Matesen 


M  -  21  Mar  1981  to  David  Vern  Shaw 


M  -  13  Jun  1968  to  Alan  Edward  Schulz 


M  -  1 1  May  1972  to  Marie  Brady 

M  -  03  Jan  1994  to  Scott  Bowman 
(Sealed  07  Jan  1995) 


M  -  21  Jun  1996  to  Amy  Arnoldsen 


M  -  15  Nov  1997  to  Kalob  J.  Parsons 


M  -  22  Aug  1998  to  Joshua  David  Packer 


CHILDREN:  (2)  Agnes  Simonsen 

(1)  Mary  Lou  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sara  Lou  Versey 

(2)  Joshua  Robert  Versey 

(3)  Caleb  Peter  Versey 

(4)  Nathan  Lee  Versey 

(5)  Melissa  Ann  Versey 

(6)  Naomi  Lynn  Versey 

(7)  Jacob  Dallas  Versey 

(8)  Rachael  Marie  Versey 

(2)  Luann  Agnes  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Laurie  Ann  Dodds 

(2)  Gina  Aletta  Dodds 

(3)  Cammie  Rea  Dodds 

(4)  Shawna  Marie  Dodds 

(5)  Katie  Agnes  Dodds 


B  -  15  Nov  1956 

B  -  28  Oct  1981 
B-  11  Oct  1982 
B  -  16  Jan  1984 
B  -  20  May  1985 
B  -  15  Sep  1987 
B-  11  Jun  1988 
B  -  29  May  1990 
B -  18  Apr  1992 

B  -  14  May  1959 

B  -  21  Dec  1983 
B  -  10  Nov  1985 
B  -  03  Jul  1987 
B  -  17  Jun  1989 
B  -  17  Jan  1992 


M  -  10  Oct  1980  to  Wayne  Versey 


M  -  07  Aug  1981  to  Ross  Dodds 
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REED  CHASE  MURDOCH  and  RUTH  GROVER 


CHILDREN: 

(1) 


(2) 


Reed  DeLynn  Murdoch 

I   r\DCM- 

B 

31  May  1933 

LUKCIN . 

(1)  Steven  DeLynn  Murdoch 

B 

■  01  Jan  1954 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Steven  DeLynn  Murdoch  Jr. 

B 

19  Jan  1977 

(2)  Andrea  Dawn  Murdoch 

B 

■  19  Apr  1978 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Tavia  Joyce  Bishop 

B 

02  Aug  1995 

(2)  Rachel  Elizabeth  Bishop 

B 

23  Nov  1996 

(3)  Jennifer  Danielle  Murdoch 

B 

06  Jan  1980 

(4)  Christopher  David  Murdoch 

B 

10  Sep  1993 

(5)  Reed  Douglas  Murdoch 

B 

•  21  Nov  1995 

(2)  Michael  Dwaine  Murdoch 

B 

•  1  Jan  1956 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bonnie  Leigh  Murdoch 

B 

06  Sep  1977 

(2)  Michael  Sean  Murdoch 

B 

22  Feb  1979 

(3)  Sarah  Anne  Murdoch 

B 

16  Jan  1982 

(4)  Holly  Murdoch 

B 

•  22  Dec  1983 

(5)  Diedre  Marie  Murdoch 

B 

■  24  Nov  1986 

(6)  Andrew  Kirk  Murdoch 

B 

■  22  Aug  1990 

(3)  Kenneth  D.  Murdoch 

B 

•  20  Dec  1956 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Wyatt  Reed  Ludwig  Murdoch 

B 

■  26  Aug  1995 

(4)  James  Murdoch 

B 

•  30  Apr  1958 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Haunz  J.  Murdoch 

B 

-  15  Oct  1981 

(2)  Chantel  Jeanine  Murdoch 

B 

•  14  Feb  1983 

(3)  Liza  Janel  Murdoch 

B 

•  27  Sep  1984 

(4)  Joseph  Phelan  Murdoch 

B 

•  12  Jun  1987 

(5)  Jo  Elana  Murdoch 

B 

•  28  Nov  1988 

(6)  June  Melia  Murdoch 

B 

18  Dec  1990 

(7)  Keah  Jewel  Murdoch 

B 

•  11  Jan  1994 

(5)  Jolyn  Murdoch 

B 

13  May  1960 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Weston  Kawano 

B 

•  15  Jul  1980 

D 

-  15  July  1980 

(2)  Tina  Lee  Kawano 

B 

•  09  Oct  1981 

(3)  Evan  Franklyn  Kawano 

B 

•  17  Jun  1983 

(4)  Patrick  Gene  Kawano 

B 

•  17  Mar  1985 

(5)  Jalene  Marie  Kawano 

B 

•  08  May  1987 

(6)  Katie  Ann  Kawano 

B 

■  14  Apr  1991 

(7)  Aimee  Ruth  Kawano 

B 

■  03  Jul  1997 

Sharon  Jean  Murdoch 

B 

■  07  Apr  1936 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sandra  Lynne  Berger 

B 

08  Jan  1960 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ashley  Hamblin 

B 

■  10  Feb  1982 

(2)  Jonathan  Rex  Hamblin 

B 

-  04  Jul  1983 

(3)  Tyler  Gene  Hamblin 

B 

■  11  May  1986 

(4)  Sarah  Ruth  Hamblin 

B 

-  09  Nov  1989 

M  -  25  June  1952  to  Joyce  Marie  Housley 
M  -  04  Sep  1975  to  Latona  Dale  Hudson 

M  -  09  Dec  1994  to  Terry  Bishop 


M  -  09  Apr  1976  to  Denise  Dahn 


M  -  05  Jul  1985  to  Teresa  Zabrowski 


M  -  19  Aug  1980  to  Tamera  Stolp 


M  -  19  Aug  1978  to  Gary  Gene  Kawano 
(sealed  20  Oct  1979) 


M  -  13  Feb  1959  to  Gene  Raymond  Berger 
M  -  19  Dec  1980  to  Garth  Hamblin 
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(2)  Kim  Rae  Berger 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kirk  Brian  Bell 

(2)  Holly  Bell 

(3)  David  Christian  Bell 

(4)  Nicole  Kayla  Bell 

(3)  Jeannie  Evelynn  Berger 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kale  Kristin  Nix 

(2)  Marcus  James  Nix 

(3)  Kori  Michelle  Nix 


B  -  16  Mar  1961 

B  -  01  Oct  1980 
B  -  28  Sep  1982 
B  -  26  Dec  1988 
B  -  18  Jun  1991 

B  -  01  Jan  1964 

B  -  02  Jun  1983 
B  -  04  Aug  1984 
B  -  27  Oct  1986 


M  -  19  Feb  1979  to  Brian  J.  Bell  (div) 


M  -  30  Jul  1982  to  Marcus  Dwain  Nix 


(4)  Jacqueline  Lea  Berger 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Margaret  Loren  Hunt 

(2)  Jefferson  Chase  Hunt 

(3)  Walker  Reed  Hunt 

(4)  Wayne  DeLynn  Hunt 

(5)  William  Reed  Berger 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katherine  Jean  Berger 

(2)  Kenneth  Reed  Berger 

(3)  Thomas  Albert  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Chase  J.  Murdoch 

(4)  Gerrianne  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ladonalee  Miskin 

(2)  Garon  Cordell  Miskin 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Janica  Adrienne  Miskin 

(2)  Kyler  Cordell  Miskin 

(3)  Corbet  R'Tel  Miskin 

(4)  Troyce  Brandon  Miskin 

(5)  Darien  Dayn  Miskin 

(6)  Aliena  Miskin 

(7)  Adrina  Miskin 


B  -  24  Nov  1966 

B  -  27  Mar  1989 
B  -  06  Jul  1991 
B  -  13  Feb  1995 
B  -  22  Sep  1997 

B  -  20  Aug  1971 

B-  11  Jan  1997 
B  -  18  Oct  1998 

B  -  28  Sep  1942 
D  -  20  Jul  1967 

B -  20  Apr  1965 

B  -  23  Feb  1953 

B  -  9  Feb  1973 
B  -  26  Apr  1974 

B  -  23  Jan  1996 
B  -  22  Nov  1996 

B  -  20  Apr  1975 
B  -  09  May  1977 
B  -  09  Jun  1978 
B  -  04  Oct  1979 
B -  21  Apr  1981 


M  -  18  Aug  1987  to  Jefferson  Frank  Hunt 


M  -  09  Sep  1994  to  Kimberly  Allen 


M  -  15  Oct  1964  to  Sandra  Christiansen  (div) 


M  -  05  May  1972  to  Kaylen  Misken 

M  -  04  Oct  1996  to  Monty  McKendrick 
M  -  18  Dec  1993  to  Mysha  Maxwell 


M  -  13  Dec  1996  to  Wendy  Sue  Ravenscroft 


702 


THOMAS  HAMMON  MURDOCH  and  ALTA  BLANCH  HILLAM 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ronald  Thomas  Murdoch 

(2)  Darrell  Dean  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dena  Lynn  Murdoch 

(2)  Christy  Jo  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Stephanie  Jo  Parkin  (stillborn) 

(2)  -  Haily  Dawn  Parkin 

(3)  -  Lindsey  Ann  Parkin 

(4)  -  Caleb  Dee  Parkin 

(3)  Debra  Lee  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Matthew  Tyrel  Clark 

(2)  -  Joshua  Thomas  Clark 

(3)  -  Kera  Clark 

(4)  -  Zakery  Miller  Clark 

(4)  James  Scott  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Michaela  Murdoch 

(2)  -  McKenzie  Murdoch 

(5)  Bruce  Cameron  Murdoch 

(6)  Kurt  Thomas  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Amber  Tanielle  Murdoch 

(7)  Connie  Gay  Murdoch 

(8)  Marcia  Jean  Murdoch 

(3)  Mary  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dawn  Mary  Reynolds  (adopted) 

(2)  Ladd  Weldon  Reynolds  (adopted) 

(4)  Judith  Ann  Murdoch 


CHILDREN:  (1)  William  Atchley,  Jr. 

(1)  Jan  Atchley 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mary  Frances  Stronks 

(2)  Victoria  Stronks 

(3)  Alexis  Stronks 

(2)  Thomas  William  Atchley 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Thomas  William  Atchley 

(2)  Tadd  Larson  Atchley 

(3)  Tia  J.  Atchley 

(3)  Julie  Atchley 


B  -  03  Nov  1933 
D  -  05  Nov  1933 
B  -  02  May  1935 

B  -  12  Nov  1961 

B  -  25  Jul  1963 

B  -  16  Jul  1992 
B  -  23  Jul  1993 
B  -  10  Apr  1995 
B  -  23  Dec  1996 

B  -  14  Nov  1964 

B  -  06  Sep  1984 
B  -  07  Apr  1988 
B  -  05  Sep  1990 
B  -  08  Jun  1996 

B  -  08  Jul  1968 

B  -  25  Jan  1994 
B  -  08  Sep  1996 

B  -  02  Jan  1970 
B  -  02  Oct  1973 

B  -  15  Dec  1997 

B  -  19  Jan  1976 
B  -  02  Dec  1977 

B  -  15  Jun  1937 

B  -  04  Sep  1976 
B  -  27  Feb  1979 

B  -  23  Jun  1942 


B  -  24  Sep  1959 

B  -  23  July  1980 
B  -  06  Jul  1984 
B  -  10  May  1989 

B -  13  Apr  1962 

B  -  09  Sep  1980 
B  -  08  Oct  1986 
B  -  23  Sep  1989 

B  -  19  Jan  196 
D  -  19  Jul  1986 


M  -  16  Oct  1957  to  Marva  Lynn  Anglesey 


M  -  21  Jun  1991  to  Gary  Lee  Parkin 


M  -  17  Feb  1985  to  Matthew  Reynolds  Clark 


M  -  21  Feb  1992  to  Michelle  Johnson  Worley 


M  -  08  May  1993  to  Doriana  Marie  Brower 
M  -  21  Mar  1997  to  Andrea  Karren 


M  -  12  Mar  1971  to  Weldon  Reynolds 
M  -  18  Jul  1997  to  Ryan  Holman 


M  -  05  Mar  1959  to  William  Atchley,  Jr.  (div) 
M  -  25  Apr  1975  to  Alfred  Eugene  Hemming  (dec) 
M  -  01  Apr  1983  to  Chester  D.  Albertson  (div) 
M  -  21  Aug  1992  to  Richard  John  Heinz 

M  -  09  Mar  1979  to  Todd  Harold  Stronks 


M  -  25  Apr  1980  to  Tara  Ann  Larson 


703 


(4)  Patti  Rue  Atchley 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Taylor  Ashlyn  Horman  (adopted) 

(5)  Dorri  Ann  Atchley 

CHILDREN:  (2)  Eugene  Alfred  Hemming 

(6)  Suzanne  Hemming 


(5)  Tamra  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Maikeli  Koroi  Cikaitoga 

(2)  Amelia  Kate  Cikaitoga  (adopted) 

(3)  Brooke  KeAloha  Cikaitoga  (adopted) 

(4)  Quinn  Koroi  Cikaitoga 


B  -  06  Aug  1969 
B  -  15  Sep  1997 
B -  13  Apr  1971 

B- 03  Aug  1967 

B-  15  May  1951 

B  -  17  Nov  1976 
B  -  24  Apr  1980 
B- 06  Feb  1981 
B  -  12  Jul  1982 


M  -  24  Apr  1992  to  Eric  Paul  Horman 


(Eugene's  child,  previous  marriage. 
Adopted  by  Judy  after  his  death) 

M  -  06  Mar  1975  to  Samuel  Koroi  Cikaitoga  (dec) 
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LAURA  JEAN  MURDOCH  and  CHARLES  ANGUS  BLANCHARD 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dale  Robert  Blanchard 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Robert  Noel  Blanchard 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeffery  Takemori  Blanchard  (stillborn)    B  -  06  Mar  1988 

(2)  Jennifer  Kei  Blanchard  B  -  19  Mar  1991 


B  -  03  Oct  1933 


B  -  28  Mar  1957 


(2)  Brent  Alan  Blanchard 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Marcus  Alan  Blanchard 

(2)  Ryan  Andrew  Blanchard 

(3)  Nathan  Aric  Blanchard 


B  -  01  Mar  1960 

B  -  02  Nov  1990 
B  -  30  May  1993 
B  -  14  Dec  1996 


M  -  18  Dec  1955  to  Rulene  Parkinson 


M  -  29  Aug  1986  to  Midori  Sakuma 


M  -  14  Aug  1989  to  Kristina  Marie  Lefler 


(3)  Boyd  Angus  Blanchard 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Bryon  Alec  Blanchard 

(4)  Brian  Royal  Blanchard 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Taylor  James  Blanchard 

(2)  Hayden  Robert  Blanchard 

(2)  Barbara  Joyce  Blanchard 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Don  R.Bateman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joy  Marie  Patricia  Bateman 

(2)  Chad  Ashley  Bateman 

(2)  Cindy  Lou  Bateman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Nicole  Marie  Peixoto 

(2)  Joseph  Matthew  Peixoto 

(3)  Rachel  Elizabeth  Peixoto 

(3)  Heidi  Jo  Bateman 


B  -  02  Oct  1964 

B  -  07  Dec  1996 

B  -  02  Oct  1964 

B  -  30  Jun  1993 
B  -  10  Nov  1995 

B  -  02  Mar  1936 

B  -  17  Sep  1961 

B  -  02  Apr  1982 
B  -  02  Feb  1988 

B  -  18  Feb  1966 

B  -  12  Jan  1991 
B  -  27  Jan  1993 
B-  11  Sep  1995 

B  -  30  Nov  1970 


M  -  03  Dec  1994  to  Heather  Ann  Payzant 


M  -  04  May  1991  to  Julie  Norton 


M  -  19  Aug  1960  to  Charles  Richard  Bateman 
M  -  03  Apr  1981  to  Deide  Williams 


M  -  19  Jul  1987  to  Matthew  Peixoto 


(3)  Don  Lee  Blanchard 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  David  Lee  Blanchard 

(2)  Duane  Lee  Blanchard 

(3)  LeeAnn  Blanchard 

(4)  Darin  Lee  Blanchard 

(4)  Virginia  Kaye  Blanchard 


CHILDREN:   (2)  Stanley  Parley  Smith: 

(1)  Brittany  Lynne  Smith 

(2)  Christopher  Yuri  Smith 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joshua  Robert  Custer  Smith 


B  -  18  Jan  1939 

B  -  19  Dec  1971 
B  -  16  Feb  1974 
B  -  20  Jul  1977 
B  -  25  Sep  1978 

B  -  03  Oct  1940 


B  -  04  Dec  1967 
B  -  13  Nov  1968 

B  -  06  Sept  1996 


CHILDREN:   (3)  Michael  Thomas  Smiley  and  Fumiko  Kudaka 

(1)  Morgan  Smiley  B  -  16  Sep  1966 

(2)  Karen  Smiley  B  -  Oct  1968 

D  -  1975 


M  -  18  Dec  1967  to  Linda  Lee  Woollard 


M  -  18  Mar  1994  to  Jamie  Mae  Jones 


M  -  10  May  1963  to  Samuel  Douglas  Jones  (dec) 
M  -  22  Dec  1964  to  Stanley  Parley  Smith  (div) 
M  -  24  Dec  1984  to  Michael  Thomas  Smiley 


M  -  Linda  Custer 
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(5)  JoAnne  Blanchard 

CHILDREN:  Randell  Ferron  Gardner 

(1)  Lindsey  Chante'  Gardner 

(2)  Jordan  Justin  Randell  Gardner 

(6)  Marlene  Blanchard 

CHILDREN:  (1)  Lennie  Dee  Peterson 
(1)  Joy  Lynn  Peterson 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Tyler  J.  Hill 


B  -  16  Sep  1943 

B  -  09  Sep  1976 
B  -  20  Nov  1977 

B  -  17  Oct  1948 


B  -  10  Sep  1974 
B  -  21  Nov  1994 


M  -  02  Mar  1974  to  Randell  Ferron  Gardner 


M  -  27  Dec  1996  to  Ryan  Craig  Moffat 


M  -  23  Dec  1968  to  Lennie  D.  Peterson  (div) 
M  -  03  Jul  1981  to  Glen  C.  Floyd 

M  -  19  Jul  1997  to  Rodney  J.  Richardson 
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TRESSA  ISABELL  MURDOCH  and  CLYDE  RAYMOND  GARRETT 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Geraldine  Garrett 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Tammara  Kae  Merrill 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jennifer  Nicole  Ivers 

(2)  Julie  Beth  Ivers 

(3)  Allison  Kae  Ivers 

(4)  Alicia  Dawn  Ivers 

(2)  Michael  Lamoine  Merrill 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cammeron  Lamoine  Merrill 

(2)  Michael  Aaron  Merrill 

(3)  Kristina  Claire  Merrill 

(4)  Brooke  Elizabeth  Merrill 


B  -  21  Nov  1938 


B  -  17  May  1957 


B 
B 
B 
B 


10  Jan  1981 
30  Mar  1984 
23  Oct  1985 
08  Mar  1987 


B  -  27  Feb  1959 

B  -  17  May  1982 
B  -  13  Jan  1985 
B  -  26  Feb  1990 
B  -  23  Sep  1992 


M  -  10  Mar  1956  to  Wendell  Lamoine  Merrill 


M  -  04  Aug  1979  to  Gary  Ivers 


M  -  20  Dec  1980  to  Lisa  Kay  Dixon 


(5)  Tanner  Jordan  Finau  Merrill  (adopted)   B  -  30  Dec  1993 


(3)  Terry  Kent  Merrill 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Micaela  E'venette  Merrill 

(2)  Macey  Elizabeth  Merrill 


B  -  23  Jul  1960 

B  -  01  Jul  1994 
B  -  01  Dec  1997 


M  -  17  Aug  1991  to  Shelley  Elizabeth  Charlton 


(4)  Bruce  Evan  Merrill 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dillon  Rhet  Merrill 

(2)  Landon  Wynn  Merrill 

(3)  Tosha  Macae  Merrill 

(4)  Taya  Marie  Merrill 

(5)  Beau  Tai  Merrill 


B  -  18  Jul  1961 


B 
B 
B 
B 
B 


22  Feb  1985 
13  Aug  1987 

21  Jul  1989 
18  Jun  1992 

22  Apr  1996 


M  -  16  Sep  1983  to  Celynn  Carter 


(5)  Gerald  Todd  Merrill 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kyle  Garrett  Merrill 

(2)  Keirsten  Merrill 

(3)  Kelsey  Elaine  Merrill 

(4)  Korbin  Casper  Merrill 

(5)  Katie  Sue  Merrill 


B  -  16  Jun  1968 

B  -  24  Dec  1989 
B  -  03  Nov  1991 
B  -  29  Apr  1993 
B  -  02  Nov  1995 
B  -  17  Oct  1997 


M  -  27  Dec  1988  to  Lisa  Joan  Casper 


(2)  Tressa  Clydene  Garrett 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jerry  Allen  Womack 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Zade  Womack 

(2)  Dane  Womack 

(3)  ZoieWomack 

(4)  Sage  Womack 

(5)  Mazie  Womack 

(6)  Tate  Mc'Kena 

(2)  Kathryn  Womack 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Rusty  Earl  Cook 

(2)  Samantha  Jean  Arnold 

(3)  Marvin  Lee  Arnold 

(4)  Nicole  Rae  Arnold 


B  -  22  Feb  1940 

B  -  22  Mar  1960 

B  -  16  Dec  1985 
B  -  19  Nov  1986 
B -  16  Apr  1989 
B  -  01  Apr  1991 
B  -  06  Apr  1995 
B  -  22  May  1997 

B  -  01  May  1963 


B  -  01  May  1982 
B  -  13  Jul  1987 
B  -  22  Jul  1991 
B  -  02  Dec  1992 


M  -  07  Oct  1958  to  Dennis  Lee  Womack 


M  -  16  Nov  1984  to  Tracy  Lee  Orme 


M  -  18  Jun  1982  to  Kelly  Cook  (div) 
M  -  07  Dec  1988  to  Randy  Arnold 


CHILDREN:   Randy  Arnold  (Note:  His  children  from  a  previous  marriage) 

(1)  Adrianne  Arnold  B  -  4  Nov  1970 

(2)  Kelly  Arnold  B  -  8  Feb  1979 
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(3)  Carol  Ann  Womack 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Kenneth  David  Wheeler 


B  -  05  Jun  1965 


M  -   14  Feb  1986  to  Kenneth  David  Wheeler  (div) 
M  -  26  Sep  1992  to  Kevin  Lee  Corey 


(1)  Tressa  Irean  Wheeler 

(2)  Breanna  Lee  Wheeler 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Kevin  Lee  Corey 

(3)  Kristine  Marie  Corey 

(4)  Chelsie  Ann  Corey 

(3)  Sandra  Jean  Garrett 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stephanie  Jo  Anne  Schmitt 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Barbara  Nicole  Cobabe 

(2)  Melissa  LeAnne  Cobabe 

(3)  Garrett  Lewis  Cobabe 

(2)  Ida  Suzanne  Schmitt 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brandon  Allen  Bennett 

(2)  Cassie  Marie  Bennett 

(3)  Felisha  Ann  Bennett 

(4)  Benjamin  John  Bennett 

(3)  Karl  Raymond  Schmitt 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Amy  Lorraine  Reusser 

(1)  Kyle  Jonathan  Schmitt 

(2)  Kellie  Elizabeth  Schmitt 

(4)  Theresa  Ruth  Schmitt 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cody  Ryan  Legg 

(2)  Kayla  Ruth  Legg 

(3)  Jacob  Fischer  Legg 

(5)  Irvin  Scott  Schmitt 

(4)  Pamela  Garrett 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Desiree'   Winkle 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kristen  Page  Wheaton 

(2)  Kaitlyn  Wheaton 

(2)  Marie  Rachael  Winkle 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cole  James  Carlson 

(3)  An'Jannette  Marie  Winkle 

(5)  Ivana  Garrett 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brian  Lee  Nebeker 

(2)  Kurt  Austin  Nebeker 

(3)  Jill  Nebeker 

(4)  Bruce  Trent  Nebeker 


B-  11  Sep  1987 
B  -  31  Jan  1991 


B  -  09  Mar  1993 
B  -  25  Jun  1996 

B  -  15  Sep  1943 

B  -  27  Mar  1964 

B  -  02  Mar  1987 
B  -  29  Nov  1989 
B  -  10  Jun  1993 

B  -  31  Mar  1965 

B  -  18  Oct  1983 
B  -  26  Feb  1987 
B- 07  Apr  1990 
B  -  26  Jan  1993 

B  -  20  Dec  1969 

B -  13  Apr  1993 
B  -  29  Jul  1995 

B  -  26  Aug  1972 

B  -  12  Aug  1993 
B  -  19  Sep  1994 
B  -  08  Dec  1995 

B  -  19  Nov  1978 

B  -  28  Sep  1948 

B  -  04  Jan  1971 

B  -  01  Aug  1994 
B  -  25  Apr  1997 

B  -  26  Apr  1973 

B  12  Apr  1997 

B-  11  Mar  1975 

B -  18  Apr  1950 

B  -  18  Oct  1975 
B  -  02  Sep  1977 
B  -  17  Oct  1978 
B  -  13  Feb  1982 


M  -  23  Jun  1963  to  Irvin  Schmitt 


M  -  22  Oct  1983  to  Roger  LeRoy  Cobabe 


M  -  27  Nov  1982  to  Mark  Allen  Bennett 


M  -  30  Jun  1990  to  Rhonda  Rene  Glasser  (div) 
M  -  10  Jul  1993  to  Amy  Lorraine  Reusser 


M  -  17  Aug  1991  to  Ricky  Burton  Legg 


M  -  25  Sep  1969  to  James  Anthony  Winkle 
M  -  06  Jun  1993  to  Michael  Edward  Wheaton 


M  -  09  Feb  1997  to  Clint  Carlson 


M  -  11  Mar  1995  to  Neil  Maxfield 


M  -  17  Mar  1973  to  Leland  Wiley  Nebeker 
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(6)  Brigham  Earl  Garrett 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Melanie  Rae  Brower 

(1)  Brandon  Earl  Garrett 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Jamie  Carol  Weierman 

(2)  Jessica  Ann  Garrett 

(3)  Jennifer  Megan  Garrett 

(4)  Cody  James  Garrett 

(5)  Cassidy  Rae  Garrett 


B  -  21  Feb  1959 


B  -  26  Mar  1979 


B  -  16  Jul  1984 
B  -  18  Mar  1986 
B  -  01  Jan  1989 
B  -  23  Aug  1995 


M  -  09  Mar  1978  to  Melanie  Rae  Brower  (div) 
M  -  12  Aug  1983  to  Jamie  Carol  Weierman 


MARTHA  LUCILLE  MURDOCH  and  RALPH  EDMUND  GODFREY 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ralph  Orville  Godfrey 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Craig  Douglas  Godfrey 

(2)  Christopher  Lee  Godfrey 

(2)  John  Edmund  Godfrey 

(3)  James  Murdoch  Godfrey 


B  -  07  Aug  1946 

B  -  19  Aug  1970 
B  -  03  Nov  1972 

B  -  24  Jan  1950 
D  -  08  Sep  1988 
B  -  03  Jan  1952 


M  -  26  Jan  1970  to  Sharon  Joan  Whitacker  (div) 


M  -  Debra  Diele  (div) 
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JAMES  HOWARD  MURDOCH  and  LAURETTA  GRACE  HILLAM 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Lauretta  Gwen  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Angela  Freeman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kellie  Sharee  Orton 

(2)  Michelle  Brianne  Orton 

(3)  Jessica  Noelle  Orton 

(2)  Kurtis  Wayne  Freeman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Elizabeth  Grace  Freeman 

(2)  Kathryn  Gail  Freeman 

(3)  Christopher  James  Freeman 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Kimberlee  Freeman 

(4)  Wendy  Marie  Freeman 

(5)  Jonathan  Arthur  Freeman 

(2)  Patricia  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ronette  Wodskow 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Steven  Tray  Sorensen 

(2)  Jacob  Cole  Sorensen 

(2)  Kimberly  Wodskow 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sawyer  Clark 

(2)  Bridger  Blake  Clark 

(3)  Chad  Murdoch  Wodskow 

(4)  Sarah  Lee  Wodskow 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sydney  Irene  Peterson 

(5)  Alison  Wodskow 

(6)  Scott  Sutton  Wodskow 

(7)  Camille  Kay  Wodskow 

(3)  Bryan  Howard  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Brett  Howard  Murdoch 

(2)  Brandon  Gerald  Murdoch 

(3)  Brittany  Ann  Murdoch 

(4)  Brooke  Murdoch 

(5)  Breanna  Mickelle  Murdoch 

(6)  Bryan  Matthew  Murdoch 

(7)  Brayden  James  Murdoch 

(8)  Bryson  Edward  Murdoch 


B  -  16  Sep  1947 

B  -  10  June  1970 

B  -  19  Jan  1992 
B  -  30  Mar  1995 
B  -  04  Dec  1997 

B  -  14  Sept  1972 

B  -  29  Jul  1995 
B  -  30  Dec  1997 

B-  15  Jan  1974 

B  -  10  Oct  1997 

B  -  14  Feb  1976 
B  -  07  Oct  1978 

B  -  13  May  1949 

B  -  18  Feb  1970 

B  -  23  May  1992 
B-  11  Sep  1995 

B  -  7  Nov  1971 

B  -  14  May  1994 
B  -  30  Oct  1997 

B  -  18  Jul  1973 
B  -  15  May  1975 

B  -  17  Jul  1997 

B  -  05  Mar  1977 
B  -  23  Jan  1979 
B  -  12  Mar  1982 

B  -  18  May  1953 

B  -  08  Jun  1977 
B  -  26  Apr  1979 
B  -  23  Dec  1980 
B  -  27  Aug  1982 
B -  17  Apr  1987 
B  -  03  Aug  1989 
B  -  12  Feb  1993 
B  -  06  Sep  1995 


M  -  01  Aug  1968  to  Fred  Stanley  Freeman 
M  -  01  Mar  1990  to  David  W.  Orton 


M  -  26  Jul  1994  to  Maryhelen  Evans 


M  -  02  Aug  1996  to  Jennie  L.  Erb 


M  -08  May  1969  to  Ronnie  Sutton  Wodskow 
M  -  23  Aug  1991  to  Steven  Sorensen 


M  -  03  May  1991  to  Blake  Clark 


M  -  02  Jun  1995  to  Daniel  Peterson 


M  -  04  Aug  1976  to  Deborah  Stolworthy 
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(4)  Molly  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jeffrey  Murdoch  Cook 

(2)  Kevin  Thomas  Cook 

(3)  Kali  Cook 

(4)  Todd  Charles  Cook 

(5)  Michael  James  Cook 

(6)  Steven  Karl  Cook 

(7)  Kristi  Molly  Cook 


B  -  25  Mar  1955 

B  -  28  Jul  1977 
B  -  14  Nov  1979 
B  -  23  Feb  1980 
B- 05  Jul  1981 
B -  26  Apr  1983 
B  -  29  Jun  1984 
B-21  Dec  1985 


M  -  12  Aug  1976  to  Karl  Thurman  Cook 


(5)  Richard  James  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Melissa  Murdoch 

(2)  Stacey  Murdoch 

(3)  Kristen  Murdoch 

(4)  Tyler  Murdoch 

(5)  Brett  Murdoch 


B-03  Feb  1959 

B  -  31  Dec  1982 
B  -  26  Oct  1984 
B  -  28  Oct  1988 
B  -  31  Dec  1990 
B  -  30  Mar  1993 


M  -  05  Jun  1981  to  Lori  Ann  Cardoza 


(6)  LaRae  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ashley  Mackay 

(2)  Gary  Drew  Mackay 

(3)  Kyle  M.  Mackay 


B  -  09  Jan  1961 

B- 20  May   1982 
B  -  01  July  1985 
B  -  20  Aug  1989 


M  -  22  Oct  1980  to  Gary  Wayne  Mackay 


(7)  Marilyn  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Eric  James  Hansen 

(2)  Jorgen  Neal  Hansen 

(3)  Rachel  Hansen 


B  -  24  Mar  1963 

B  -  07  Aug  1990 
B  -  01  Nov  1993 
B  -  21  Oct  1996 


M  -  22  Sep  1988  to  Gary  Hansen 


(8)  Bradley  Kay  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Shannon  Makenna  Murdoch 

(2)  Zackary  Glen  Murdoch 

(3)  Nicole  Jane  Murdoch 


B  -  24  Feb  1969 

B- 07  Jun  1992 
B  -  25  Jan  1995 
B  -  02  Feb  1997 


M  -  03  Sep  1993  to  Pamela  Eckman 


WALLACE  PIERCE  MURDOCH  and  PAULINE  CLEMENTS 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Wallace  P.  Murdoch,  Jr. 

(2)  Robert  Allen  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  -  Alan  Reed  Murdoch 

(2)  -  Nicole  Marie  Murdoch 


B  -  25  Nov  1948 
B  -  18  May  1952 

B  -  14  Sep  1982 
B  -  22  Dec  1984 


M  -  09  Nov  1974  to  Sandra  Kimiko  Saito 
M  -  05  Dec  1981  to  Debi  Lee  Coppersmith 


(3)  Jon  Paul  Murdoch  B  -  23  Nov  1956 

CHILDREN:    (Note:  Judy's  child  from  a  previous  marriage) 
(1)  Jeremy  Thomas  Scheivert  B  -  01  Jan  1971 


M  -  21  June  1986  to  Judy  Ann  Sease 


(4)  Kenneth  Scott 


B  -  26  Mar  1959 


CHILDREN:   (Note:  Mel's  child  from  a  previous  marriage) 

(1)  Andria  Mae  Morris  B  -  30  Dec  1989 


M  -  1985  to  Georgia  (div) 

M  -  1993  to  Mildred  Mae  (Mel)  Norskog 
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KATHERINE  MEARL  MURDOCH  AND  GLADE  MARVIN  LYON 


CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jack  M.  Lyon 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Rebekah  Anne  Lyon 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Abbie  Katelyn  Anderson 

(2)  Brynn  Noelle  Anderson 

(2)  John  Aubrey  Lyon 

(3)  Matthew  Williams  Lyon 

(4)  Rachel  Alynn  Lyon 

(2)  Suzanne  Lyon 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ryan  Taylor  Hamilton 

(2)  Aaron  Lyon  Hamilton 

(3)  Emily  Wren  Hamilton 

(3)  Robin  Lyon 

CHILDREN:  (1)  Verl  Ralph  Miller 

(1)  Cody  Verl  Miller 

(2)  Scott  Lyon  Miller 

CHILDREN:  (2)  Rodolfo  Rivas 

(3)  Maria  Hilary  Rivas 

(4)  Melanie  Rivas 

(4)  Kathy  Lyon 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Katie  Michelle  Anderson 

(2)  Leah  Jane  Anderson 

(3)  Joseph  Lyon  Anderson 

(4)  Gary  Steven  Anderson,  Jr. 

(5)  Salem  Rose  Anderson 


B-  10  Jun  1951 

B  -  14  Sep  1973 

B  -  25  Nov  1995 
B  -  25  Nov  1995 

B  -  30  Sep  1974 
B  -  28  Mar  1978 
B  -  12  May  1980 

B  -  24  Jul  1953 

B  -  13  May  1976 
B  -  12  May  1979 
B- 26  Jul  1981 

B -  02  Apr  1957 


B  -  14  Jan  1977 
B  -  18  Aug  1978 


B- 23  Sep  1982 
B  -  26  Mar  1986 

B  -  03  Oct  1961 

B  -  22  May  1986 
B  -  21  Aug  1988 
B-  11  Nov  1990 
B  -  27  Dec  1993 
B  -  12  Mar  1996 


M  -  29  Sep  1972  to  Cecilia  Anne  Williams 
M  -  21  Jan  1994  to  Robert  Daniel  Anderson 


M  -  24  Oct  1975  to  Larry  Grant  Hamilton 


M  -  18  Jul  1973  to  Verl  Ralph  Miller  (div) 
M  -  03  Sep  1982  to  Rodolfo  Rivas 


M  -  29  Jul  1983  to  Gary  Steven  Anderson 
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THOMAS  TODD  AND  SARAH  HANSEN  MURDOCH 


DESCENDANTS 


(1)  -  Thomas  Todd  Murdoch,  Jr. 


THOMAS  TODD  MURDOCH,  JR. 

B-23  Nov  1916 
D  -  17  Sep  1928 


LA  VAUGHN  HANSEN  MURDOCH  and  BETH  HOLBROOK 


(2)  -  LaVaughn  Hansen  Murdoch 


B- 24  Aug  1918 


M  -  26  Aug  1945  to  Beth  Holbrook 


DELLA  ANN  MURDOCH  and  STEPHEN  DAVIS  -  JOE  PERRY 


Delia  Ann  Murdoch 

B 

■  22  Mar  1921 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Stephen  Davis 

(1)  R.  J.  Davis 

B 

03  Nov  1940 

D 

-  24  Sep  1987 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Sherry  LaRae  Davis 

B 

■  16  Nov  1963 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Joshua  Davis  Mills 

B 

28  Sep  1992 

(2)  Reeca  Marie  Davis 

B 

05  Aug  1965 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Kelly  Craig  Martin 

(1)  Katianne  Marie  Martin 

B 

29  Jun  1985 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Dennis  James  Marotz 

(2)  Logan  Dennis  Marotz 

B 

■  04  Sep  1991 

(2)  Linda  Davis 

B 

■  13  Aug  1944 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Stephen  Leroy  Bolland 

B 

01  Nov  1963 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Taylor  Lee  Bolland 

B 

27  Apr  1990 

(2)  Tammy  Ilene  Bolland 

B 

•  21  Aug  1965 

CHILDREN:   (1)  Randy  Maupin 

(1)  McKenzi  Kae  Bolland 

B 

19  Dec  1986 

CHILDREN:   (2)  Douglas  Carlson 

(2)  Kaiden  Dawn  Carlson 

B 

•  15  Apr  1993 

(3)  Lori  Diane  Bolland 

B 

■  27  Dec  1968 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Hope  Ann  Harrigfeld 

B 

•  24  Jan  1989 

(4)  Sharon  Ann  Bolland 

B 

■  27  Mar  1972 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Shane  Reece  Thor  Spitz 

B 

-  20  Aug  1995 

(3)  Nancy  Dawn  Davis 

B 

■  21  Aug  1948 

D 

-21  Aug  1948 

M  -  08  Nov  1939  to  Stephen  Davis  (dec) 
M  -  05  Nov  1976  to  Joe  Perry 

M  -  21  Jun  1964  to  Mary  Lou  Bloom 


M  -  05  May  1990  to  Donald  Mills 


M  -  24  Nov  1984  to  Kelly  Craig  Martin  (div) 
M  -  10  Nov  1989  to  Dennis  James  Marotz 


M  -  28  Dec  1962  to  Leroy  Bolland 

M  -  07  Jun  1989  to  Renae  Simmons  (div) 


M  -  10  Dec  1983  to  Randy  Maupin  (div) 
M  -  19  Sep  1992  to  Douglas  Carlson  (div) 


M  -  17  Jan  1987  to  David  J.  Harrigfeld  (div) 


M  -  20  Jul  1993  to  Bruce  Spitz 
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CLARA  MARIE  MURDOCH  and  BLANE  HOLBROOK 


(4)  -  Clara  Marie 


B  -  01  May  1923 
D  -  28  Apr  1953 


M  -  09  Sep  1945  to  Blane  Holbrook 


(5)  -  Betty  May  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Richard  Anthony  Marquise 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ian  Mark  Marquise 

(2)  Christian  Eric  Marquise 

(3)  Jonathan  Richard  Marquise 

(2)  Gregory  Thomas  Marquise 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Dustin  Andrew  Marquise 

(2)  Derek  Matthew  Marquise 

(3)  Damien  Michael  Marquise 

(4)  Kalleen  Angela  Marquise 

(3)  Dennis  Geoffrey  Marquise 

(4)  Sheila  Marie  Marquise 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Christopher  John  Barbas 

(2)  Cassandra  Barbas 

(3)  Eric  Barbas 

(5)  Michael  Albert  Marquise 


BETTY  MAY  MURDOCH  and  RICHARD  T.  MARQUISE 

B  -  28  Mar  1925  M  -  09  Nov  1946  to  Richard  T.    Marquise 

M  -  20  Dec  1969  to  Patricia  Barsalow 


B  -  06  Aug  1947 

B-  13  Oct  1970 
B  -  05  Dec  1972 
B-  16  Sep  1976 


B  -  03  May  1949     M  -  06  Jan  1973  to  Susan  Demers 


B  -  19  Jun  1973 
B  -  22  Sep  1976 

B  -  24  Mar  1980 
B  -  10  Feb  1986 

B- 04  Jan  1952 

B  -  14  Mar  1956 

B- 09  Jul  1988 
B  -  16  Feb  1991 
B  -  13  Mar  1995 

B  -  01  Oct  1964 


M  -  Jul  1995  to  Anne  Marie  Aycrigg 

M  -  09  Aug  1997  to  Amanda  Gail  Herrington 


M  -  03  May  1987  to  Charles  Barbas 


M  -  20  Oct  1989  to  Tammy  Hutchins  (div) 


GILBERT  DEAN  MURDOCH  and  ZELMA  DARLENE  JOHNSON 


(6)  -  Gilbert  Dean  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Gilbert  Fritz  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Jenni  Anne  Murdoch 

(2)  Meggan  Marie  Murdoch 

(3)  Thomas  Fritz  Murdoch 

(4)  Jonathan  Wayne  Murdoch 

(5)  Christopher  Dean  Murdoch 

(2)  Merrilee  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Anthony  James  Webb 

(2)  Sarah  Marie  Webb 

(3)  Jory  Russell  Webb 

(4)  Amanda  Lee  Webb 

(5)  Jenna  Christine  Webb 

(3)  Hal  "J"  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Ben  Hal  Murdoch 

(2)  Sophie  Elizabeth  Murdoch 


B  -  10  May  1927 

B  -  31  May  1953 

B  -  12  Mar  1974 
B  -  23  July  1975 
B  -  27  Mar  1978 
B  -  02  May  1981 
B  -  06  Nov  1987 

B  -  05  Apr  1955 

B  -  29  Jun  1976 
B  -  19  Mar  1978 
B  -  26  Nov  1979 
B  -  25  Jun  1981 
B -  31  Aug  1984 

B  -  08  Apr  1957 

B-  11  Dec  1985 
B  -  27  Jan  1988 


M  -  26  Aug  1952  to  Zelma  Darlene  Johnson 

M  -  13  Jun  1973  to  Patti  Sue  Neibaur 

M  -  03  Nov  1995  to  Jon  Callister 
M  -  19  Jul  1997  to  Zac  Casto 


M  -  20  Aug  1975  to  Allan  Webb 


M  -  15  Nov  1980  to  Susan  Elizabeth  Pilkington 
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(4)  Barbara  Janene  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Aimee  Michele  Walker 

(2)  Mikel  Ty  Walker 

(3)  Kari  Ann  Walker 

(4)  Analee  Walker 


B  -  01  Sep  1958 

B  -  16  Jun  1978 
B  -  30  Dec  1979 
B  -  26  Mar  1983 
B  -  26  Jun  1989 


M  -  02  Jun  1977  to  Mikel  D.  Walker 


(5)  Donna  Murdoch 

CHILDREN:   (Note:  William's  children 

(1)  Willliam  Lamanda  Waite  III 

(2)  Marcus  Taylor  Waite 

(3)  Whitney  Ann  Waite 

(6)  Juan  Trinidad  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Mallory  Murdoch 

(2)  Hannah  Murdoch 


B  -  28  May  1962  M  -  28  Oct  1995  to  William  Lamanda  Waite  II 

from  a  previous  marriage) 
B  -  22  Sep  1979 
B -  17  Apr  1982 
B  -  24  Jul  1986 


B  -  08  Nov  1966 

B  -  27  Jul  1994 
B- 03  Jun  1996 


M  -  11  May  1991  to  Dyanne  Marnee  Dabb 


(7)  Thomas  David  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Thomas  Hayden  Murdoch 

(2)  Lily  Murdoch 

(8)  Manuel  Travis  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  London  Ann  Murdoch 


B  -  23  Apr  1969 

B  -  06  Aug  1994 
B  -  01  Nov  1996 

B  -  07  Dec  1971 

B  -  08  Oct  1997 


M  -  24  Mar  1993  to  Heather  Walbridge 


M  -  05  August  1995  to  Emilee  Ann  Skonnard 


(9)  Alicia  Ann  Murdoch 

(10)  Daniel  Ray  Murdoch 


B  -  14  Jan  1975 
B -  15  Apr  1977 


LYNN  RAY  MURDOCH  and  BEVERLY  RODGERS 


(7)  -  Lynn  Ray  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Cindee  Marie  Rogers  Murdoch 

CHILDREN:  (1)  Jerry  Lee  Coles 

(1)  Brandee  Maree  Coles 

(2)  Jeremy  Lee  Coles 


B  -  27  Jan  1930 
D  -  04  Mar  1992 

B  -  26  Nov  1956 


B  -  18  Oct   1973 
B -  16  Apr  1975 


CHILDREN:  (2)  Stephen  Franklin  Smith 

(3)  Stephanee  Lynn  Smith  B  -  11  Nov  1981 

(4)  Sara  Christine  Smith  B  -  15  Mar  1983 


M  -  10  Aug  1958  to  Beverly  Rodgers  (div) 
M  -  09  Sep  1990  to  Joyce  Callum 

M  -  1973  to  Jerry  Lee  Coles  (div) 

M  -  07  Apr  1979  to  Stephen  Franklin  Smith 


(2)  Gregory  L.  Murdoch 
CHILDREN: 

(1)  Fawn  Marie  Murdoch 

(2)  Shilo  Lee  Murdoch 

(3)  Krystal  Kay  Murdoch 


B -  18  Apr  1959 

B  -  07  May  1977 
D  -  08  May  1979 
B  -  28  Dec  1979 
B  -  20  May  1982 


M  -  26  Nov  1976  to  Tona  Marie  West 


(3)  Todd  R.  Murdoch 


B-  11  Feb  1961 
D-  11  May  1967 


(4)  Michael  V.  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Hailey  Marie  Murdoch 

(2)  Kendall  May  Murdoch 

(3)  Cassie  Rae  Murdoch 

(5)  Bryan  R.  Murdoch 

CHILDREN: 

(1)  Russell  Gordon  Murdoch 


B  -  17  Nov  1965 

B  -  26  Feb  1987 
B  -  22  Mar  1989 
B  -  05  May  1992 

B  -  08  Aug  1967 

B  -  23  Jul  1996 


M  -  18  Jul  1986  to  Marcella 


M  -  22  Aug  1987  to  Shannon  Michele  Gordon 
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Coles,  Brandee  Maree    610 

Coles,  Jeremy  Lee 610 

Cook,  Jeffrey  Murdoch 498 

Cook,  Kali 498 

Cook,  Kevin  Thomas 498 

Cook,  Kristi  Molly 498 

Cook,  Michael  James 498 

Cook,  Molly  Murdoch    495 

Cook,  Rusty  Earl 435 

Cook,  Steven  Karl 498 

Cook,  Todd  Charles 498 

Corey,  Carol  Ann  Womack 436 

Corey,  Chelsie  Ann 437 

Corey,  Kevin  Lee    437 

Corey,  Kristine  Marie 437 

Crouch,  Devani  Uywan 180 

Crouch,  Heather  Marie 179 

Crouch,  Hilary  Ray 179 

Crouch,  Jolene  Uywan  Tighe 179 

Cummings,  Denise  Reiman    203 

Cummings,  Nicholas  Aaron 206 

Davis,  Jim 685 

Davis,  Nancy  Dawn     564 

Davis,  R.  J 565 

Davis,  Vickie  Whitaker 166 

Dawsey,  Devin  Charles 187 

Dawsey,  Kolin  John 187 

Dawsey,  Mary  Lee  Marsden    187 

Dawsey,  Sunny 187 

Demographics 689 

Descendant  Information    690 

Dodd,  Laurie  Ann 306 

Dodds,  Cammie  Rea    306 

Dodds,  Gina  Aletta 306 

Dodds,  Katie  Agnes 306 

Dodds,  Luann  Agnes  Murdoch 305 

Dodds,  Shawna  Marie 306 

Ferguson,  Arianne  Laree 200 

Ferguson,  Arista  Marie 200 

Ferguson,  Bobbie  Jo 200 

Ferguson,  Brittany  Lesette 200 

Ferguson,  Caroline    199 

Ferguson,  Daniel  Allen 201 
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Ferguson,  Danny  Gene 199 

Ferguson,  Jeffrey  Lynn 200 

Ferguson,  Katie  Lynn 199 

Ferguson,  Kelly  Ray 201 

Ferguson,  Terry  Lynn 200 

Ferguson,  Trent  D 199 

Ferguson,  Trevor  James    199 

Ferguson,  Troy  Gene 199 

Ferguson,  Victoria  Kathrine 201 

Floyd,  Marlene  Blanchard 398 

Freeman,  Chrisopher  James     485 

Freeman,  Elizabeth  Grace 484 

Freeman,  Jonathan  Arthur 485 

Freeman,  Kathryn  Gail      484 

Freeman,  Kimberlee     485 

Freeman,  Kurtis  Wayne    484 

Freeman,  Lauretta  Gwen  Murdoch    482 

Freeman,  Wendy  Marie    485 

Fulmer,  Austin  Tyler 197 

Fulmer,  Jade  Elise 197 

Fulmer,  Jarod  Wyatt 197 

Fulmer,  Jarrett  Wyatt 197 

Fulmer,  Joshua  Timothy 197 

Fulmer,  Tobin  Bartley    197 

Fulmer,  Zachary  Beau    197 

Gallegos,  Claudia  Kay  Lee 138 

Gardner,  Andrea  Blanche    179 

Gardner,  Breeann  Leigh    179 

Gardner,  Christelle  Uywan    179 

Gardner,  Jo  Anne  Blanchard 390 

Gardner,  Jordan  Justin  Randell 397 

Gardner,  Randell  Ferron 394 

Gardner,  Sony  a  Heather  Crouch 179 

Garrett,  Brandon  Earl 465 

Garrett,  Brigham  Earl 461 

Garrett,  Cassidy  Rae    466 

Garrett,  Clyde  Raymond 

History  of 408 

Garrett,  Cody  James 466 

Garrett,  Jamie  Carol  Weierman    462 

Garrett,  Jennifer  Megan    465 

Garrett,  Jessica  Ann 465 

Garrett,  Tressa  Isabell  Murdoch 

Birth  of  their  children 405 

Early  years 401 

High  School  years    403 

History  of 400 

Later  years 408 

Marriage  to  Clyde  Raymond  Garrett  .  .  404 

Memories  of  Grandma 410 

Genealogies 


James  Murdoch's  Father    1 

James  Murdoch's  Mother 3 

Gibson,  Aleisha  Diane    269 

Gibson,  Brian  Mark 269 

Gibson,  Eric  Thomas 269 

Gibson,  Jeffrey  Curtis 269 

Gibson,  Kevin  Clark 269 

Gibson,  Michele  Elizabeth 269 

Gibson,  Scott  Ryan    269 

Gibson,  Stephanie  Ann  Hall 269 

Gibson,  Stephen  Douglas     269 

Glover,  Dennis  Orden 166 

Godby,  Aubrey  RoseMarie    273 

Godby,  Andrea  Marie     273 

Godby,  Daniel  Niel    273 

Godby,  Natalie  Kay  Hall 273 

Godfrey,  Christopher  Lee 474 

Godfrey,  Craig  Douglas    473 

Godfrey,  James  Murdoch    475 

Godfrey,  John  Edmund 474 

Godfrey,  Martha  Lucille  Murdoch 

Life  Story 467 

Godfrey,  Ralph  Orville 471 

Gunnell,  Lindsey  Michelle 273 

Gunnell,  Matthew  Kirk 273 

Gunnell,  Sierra  Renee 273 

Hall,  Ashley  Kay 272 

Hall,  Bradley  Clayton 274 

Hall,  Brent  Richard    279 

Hall,  Brian  Curtis    280 

Hall,  Christopher  Jon 272 

Hall,  Gregory  Alan    271 

Hall,  Helen  Winona  Murdoch 266 

Hall,  McKenzie  Brooke 273 

Hall,  Michael  Scott    273 

Hall,  Monica  Leigh    279 

Hall,  Rebecca  Yvonne    273 

Hall,  Steven  Michael    280 

Hall,  Stewart  Douglas 270 

Hall,  Vanessa  Bradleigh    275 

Hall,  Victoria  Jane     275 

Hamblin,  Ashley 318 

Hamblin,  Jonathan  Rex 318 

Hamblin,  Sandra  Lynne  Berger 317 

Hamblin,  Sarah  Ruth    318 

Hamblin,  Tyler  Gene 318 

Hamilton,  Aaron  Lyon 526 

Hamilton,  Emily  Wren 527 

Hamilton,  Larry    525 

Hamilton,  Lori  Ann  Reiman 192 

Hamilton,  Ryan  Taylor 526 
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Hamilton,  Suzanne  Lyon 523 

Hammon 

Early  history  of  our  Hammon  ancestors  613 
Hammon,  Heber  Chase 

and  Martha  Priscilla  Christensen 

History  of     650 

Hammon,  Levi 

and  Polly  Chapman  Bybee 

Arriving  in  the  Valley 638 

"Crickets"     639 

Departing  for  Salt  Lake  City 635 

Exodus  from  Nauvoo    633 

His  last  days 646 

His  obituary    647 

History  of 631 

Homesteading  in  Idaho    645 

Move  to  Hooper 643 

Settling  of  Bear  Lake  Valley 642 

The  Utah  War 640 

Hansen,  Eric  James 503 

Hansen,  Jorgen  Neal    503 

Hansen,  Marilyn  Murdoch 502 

Hansen,  Rachel 503 

Hardy,  Alisa  Carey  Nekzel    196 

Harrigfeld,  Hope  Ann 571 

Harrigfeld,  Lori  Diane  Bolland 571 

Harris,  Christopher    197 

Harris,  Julene  Marie  Neitzel    197 

Harris,  Shelisa  Marie 197 

Heinz,  Judith  Ann  Murdoch 341 

Heinz,  Richard  John 343 

Hemming,  Suzanne    349 

Hill,  Megan  Sue  Marsden    185 

Hill,  Tyler  J 399 

Histories 

Ancestral    1 

James  Murdoch 1 

John  Murray  Murdoch  and  Ann  Steele  .   20 
Holbrook,  Clara  Marie  Murdoch 

Life  history 573 

Holman,  Dawn  Mary  Reynolds 341 

Horman,  Patti  Rue 348 

Horman,  Taylor  Ashlyn    348 

Hunt,  Jacqueline  Lea  Berger    321 

Hunt,  Jefferson  Chase 321 

Hunt,  Margaret  Loren 321 

Hunt,  Walker  Reed    321 

Hunt,  Wayne  DeLynn     321 

Ivers,  Alicia  Dawn     416 

Ivers,  Allison  Kae    416 


Ivers,  Gary  Donald    415 

Ivers,  Jennifer  Nichole 416 

Ivers,  Julie  Beth    416 

Ivers,  Tammara  Kae  Merrill    414 

Jenkins,  Bonnie  Jean  Marsden    181 

Jenkins,  Chad  M 182 

Jenkins,  Laurel  Lynn    182 

Jenkins,  Mark  William    184 

Jenkins,  Samantha  Rose    182 

Jenkins,  Zane  Paul     182 

Johnson,  DeeAnn  Marsden    188 

Johnson,  Hailey  Anne 188 

Johnson,  Joyce  Neitzel    196 

Johnson,  Lauren  Anne    188 

Johnson,  Nathan  Guy    188 

Johnson,  Shannon  Marie  Ferguson 201 

Johnson,  Ty  Curtis 188 

Kawano,  Aimee  Ruth 315 

Kawano,  Evan  Franklyn    315 

Kawano,  Jalene  Marie    - 315 

Kawano,  Jolyn  Murdoch 315 

Kawano,  Katie  Ann    315 

Kawano,  Patrick  Gene    315 

Kawano,  Tina  Lee 315 

Kawano,  Weston 315 

Keck,  Sasha  Rachel    197 

Kidd,  Alan  Lee 137 

Kidd,  Ashley  Tara 135 

Kidd,  Christopher  Clark    133 

Kidd,  Clark  Bruce 131 

Kidd,  George  Curtis 137 

Kidd,  Haley  Marie     133 

Kidd,  Heidi  Joe 133 

Kidd,  Kassandra  Lee    133 

Kidd,  Katherine  Jae    133 

Kidd,  Lisa 136 

Kidd,  Marilyn  Mearl  Lee 128 

Kidd,  Michael  Lee 135 

Kidd,  Nicholas  Tyler    136 

Kidd,  Robert  Lee 134 

Kidd,  Zachary  Aaron 135 

Landis,  Daniel  Craig    193 

Landis,  Jeremiah  John    193 

Landis,  Jeshua  Philip    194 

Landis,  Jonathan 194 

Landis,  Rachal  Teryn 194 

Larsen,  Curtis  John    278 

Larsen,  Marsha  Lynn  Hall 278 

Lee,  Andrew  Robert 120 

Lee,  Bryan  DeMott    125 
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Lee,  Ellen  Elaine  Murdoch 

Biography 109 

Death  of  her  Father,  Robert  Rue   ....  110 

Final  Days    Ill 

Marriage  to  Claude  Lee 110 

Remembrances    Ill 

Rembrances  by  her  son,  Robert  Rue  .  .  114 

Lee,  Gwen  Jensen 118 

Lee,  Jacqueline 121 

Lee,  Jared  Thomas 127 

Lee,  Jordan  Kevin 121 

Lee,  Kevin  Murdoch    120 

Lee,  Logan  Griffith    121 

Lee,  Richard  Garrett    126 

Lee,  Robert  Jensen 119 

Lee,  Robert  Rue    117 

Lee,  Garrett  Solomon     126 

Legg,  Cody  Ryan    446 

Legg,  Jacob  Fischer 446 

Legg,  Kayla  Ruth    446 

Legg,  Ricky  Burton 446 

Legg,  Theresa  Ruth  Schmitt 445 

Loertscher,  Collin  Elias    196 

Loertscher,  Gracie  Manon 196 

Loertscher,  Quincy  John 196 

Loertscher,  Shelisa  Michele  Maher 196 

Lyon,  Cecilia  Anne  Williams 520 

Lyon,  Glade  Marvin 

Autobiography 517 

Lyon,  Jack  M 520 

Lyon,  John  Aubrey    522 

Lyon,  Katherine  Mearl  Murdoch 514 

Marriage  to  Glade  Marvin  Lyon    ....  515 

Remembrances    516 

Lyon,  Matthew  Williams 523 

Lyon,  Rachel  Alynn 523 

Mackay,  Ashley    501 

Mackay,  Gary  Drew 501 

Mackay,  Kyle  M 501 

Mackay,  LaRae  Murdoch    500 

Manning,  Alexander  Michael 196 

Manning,  Rhyse  Francis 196 

Marotz,  Logan  Dennis    567 

Marotz,  Reeca  Marie  Davis 567 

Marquise,  Betty  May  Murdoch 

Life  history 574 

Marquise,  Christian  Eric 578 

Marquise,  Damien  Michael    582 

Marquise,  Dennis  Geoffrey    582 

Marquise,  Derek  Matthew 581 

Marquise,  Dustin  Andrew 580 


Marquise,  Gregory  Thomas 579 

Marquise,  Ian  Mark 578 

Marquise,  Jonathan  Richard 579 

Marquise,  Kalleen  Angela 582 

Marquise,  Michael  Albert    583 

Marquise,  Richard  Anthony 577 

Marsden,  Dustin  Curtis 185 

Marsden,  Gary  John 184 

Marsden,  Gichin  Steve    187 

Marsden,  Helen  Marian  Reiman 180 

Marsden,  Jordan  Graham    185 

Marsden,  Steven  R 186 

Marsden,  Tyler  John    187 

Martin  Handcart  Company 

Criticism  of 14 

Distress  on  the  Wyoming  Plains 47 

Late  start    46 

Rescue  of 49 

Rescue  party  arrives 48 

Martin,  Katianne  Marie 567 

Matesen,  Ann  Marie  Murdoch    291 

Matesen,  Brock  Leishman 293 

Matesen,  Thomas  Allan 293 

Maughn,  Brooke  Yvonne 207 

Maughn,  Greer  Reiman 207 

Maughn,  Kara  Lee  Reiman    207 

Maughn,  Mica  MarJean    207 

Maughn,  Yvonne  Reiman    206 

Maxfield,  AnJannette  Marie  Winkle 454 

May,  Bret  Earl    153 

May,  Clint  Bruce 153 

May,  Colter  Bruce 153 

May,  Danette    153 

May,  Douglas  Ammon 153 

May,  Faye  Diane  Murdoch    151 

May,  Jeffrey  Dirk 153 

May,  K.  Hunter 153 

May,  Robert  Bart 153 

McKendrick,  Ladonalee  Miskin    326 

Merrill,  Beau  Tai 424 

Merrill,  Brooke  Elizabeth    419 

Merrill,  Bruce  Evan 421 

Merrill,  Cammeron  Lamoine 418 

Merrill,  Celynn  Carter 421 

Merrill,  Dillon  Rhet 423 

Merrill,  Gerald  Todd    424 

Merrill,  Geraldine  Garrett 412 

Merrill,  Katie  Sue    426 

Merrill,  Keirsten 426 

Merrill,  Kelsey  Elaine 426 

Merrill,  Korbin  Casper 426 
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Merrill,  Kristina  Claire 418 

Merrill,  Kyle  Garrett    426 

Merrill,  Landon  Wynn    423 

Merrill,  Lisa  Kay  Dixon 418 

Merrill,  Macey  Elizabeth     420 

Merrill,  Michael  Aaron 418 

Merrill,  Michael  Lamoine 417 

Merrill,  Shelley  Elizabeth  Charlton 420 

Merrill,  Tanner  Jordan  Finau    419 

Merrill,  Taya  Marie 424 

Merrill,  Terry  Kent 419 

Merrill,  Tosha  Macae 423 

Merrill,  Micaela  E'venette 420 

Mesa,  Gloria    145 

Miller,  Cody  Verl    531 

Miller,  Scott  Lyon 532 

Mills,  Joshua  Davis    566 

Mills,  Sherry  LaRae  Davis 566 

Misken,  Gerrianne  Murdoch    324 

Miskin,  Adrina 325 

Miskin,  Aliena    325 

Miskin,  Corbet  RTel 325 

Miskin,  Darien  Dayn    325 

Miskin,  Garon  Cordell    326 

Miskin,  Janica  Adrienne    326 

Miskin,  Kyler  Cordell 326 

Miskin,  Troyce  Brandon 326 

Mitchell,  Heziakiah 
and  Sarah  Mallinson 

History  of 655 

Mitchell,  Kay  Lynn  Tighe 173 

Moffat,  Lindsey  Chante  Gardner 395 

Moffat,  Ryan  Craig 396 

Morris,  Andria  Mae 513 

Mower,  Bart  Joseph 174 

Mower,  Jamey  John 173 

Mower,  Jeremy  James    173 

Mower,  Kelly  Jay    173 

Mower,  Kevin  DeLayne    173 

Mower,  Lynden  Brett 174 

Mower,  Macey  Joleen 174 

Mower,  McKay  la  Delay  nie    174 

Mower,  Mellissa  Christine 174 

Mower,  Tressa  Breann 174 

Murdoch,  Agnes  Simonson 

Life  History    262 

Marriage  to  Brigham  Dallas  Murdoch  .  263 

Move  to  America  and  Idaho 262 

Murdoch,  Alan  Reed    511 

Murdoch,  Alicia  Ann 606 

Murdoch,  Alta  Blanch  Hillam 


History  of 330 

Murdoch,  Amanda  Louise 289 

Murdoch,  Amber  Tanielle 339 

Murdoch,  Andrew  Kirk 313 

Murdoch,  Angie    162 

Murdoch,  Aubrey  Marie 160 

Murdoch,  Ben  Hal 598 

Murdoch,  Blake  Guy    160 

Murdoch,  Bonnie  Leigh    313 

Murdoch,  Brad  Michael    162 

Murdoch,  Bradley  Kay 503 

Murdoch,  Brandon  Gerald 494 

Murdoch,  Bray  don  James    494 

Murdoch,  Breanna  Mickelle 494 

Murdoch,  Brett 499 

Murdoch,  Brett  Howard    494 

Murdoch,  Brigham 

Arrival  of  Blanche,  their  first  child  ....   61 

Autobiography 80 

Brig  and  Louannie  move  into  Ashton    .  .   73 

Biography 57 

Called  to  be  Bishop 65 

Death  of 74 

Death  of  his  wife  Blanche  Alexander    .  .   59 

Marriage  to  Blanche  Alexander 58 

Marriage  to  Martha  Louannie  Hammon  .   61 

Move  to  Rupert 68 

Moves  to  Farnum 60 

Plays  for  Dances    60 

Return  to  Farnum  from  Rupert    69 

Visits  Ashton  Area  for  First  Time    ....   59 
Murdoch,  Brigham  Dallas 

A  Tribute  to  my  Father    250 

Begins  work  at  Midway  High  School    .    218 

Bellows  Project 243 

Death  of  their  son  Ronald 226 

Death  of  Winona    238 

Early  years  in  Farnum 209 

Goes  to  School  in  Moscow 71 

Going  to  University  of  Idaho  at  Moscow  215 

Going  to  work  for  Moorman's 230 

Graduates  from  the  University  of  Idaho    218 

High  School  years    214 

History  of  Brigham  Dallas, 

Winona  &  Agnes    209 

Marriage  to  Agnes  Simonsen 240 

Marriage  to  Winona    221 

Meets  Winona  Lee 221 

Move  back  to  Farnum 213 

Move  to  Emmett    223 

Move  to  Grant,  Idaho    237 
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Move  to  Lima,  Montana    232 

Move  to  Rupert 211 

Move  to  Ucon 225 

Playing  Football  at  the 

University  of  Idaho 216 

Retirement  and  new 

business  making  bellows 244 

Teaching  FFA  at  Sugar  City 241 

Teaching  Junior  High  Shop 

in  Idaho  Falls 241 

Their  first  farm    226 

Murdoch,  Brittany  Ann 494 

Murdoch,  Brittney  Dee 288 

Murdoch,  Brooke    494 

Murdoch,  Brooke  Lynne 158 

Murdoch,  Bruce  Cameron 337 

Murdoch,  Bryan  Howard 492 

Murdoch,  Bryan  Matthew 494 

Murdoch,  Bryan  R 612 

Murdoch,  Bryson  Edward 494 

Murdoch,  Cassie  Rae 612 

Murdoch,  Chantel  Jeanine 314 

Murdoch,  Chase  J 323 

Murdoch,  Christopher  David 311 

Murdoch,  Christopher  Dean 594 

Murdoch,  Connie  Gay    340 

Murdoch,  Dallas  Earl    281 

Murdoch,  Daniel  Ray 607 

Murdoch,  Darrell  Dean 334 

Murdoch,  David  Clayton 285 

Murdoch,  David  James 285 

Murdoch,  Debbi  Lee  Coppersmith 510 

Murdoch,  Dena  Lynn 336 

Murdoch,  Diedre  Marie    313 

Murdoch,  Fawn  Marie    611 

Murdoch,  Faye  Tanner 

Biography 148 

Murdoch,  Gilbert  Dean 

Final  thoughts    587 

History  of 584 

Marriage  to  Zelma  Darlene  Johnson  .  .  585 

Move  back  to  America    586 

Move  to  Mexico 586 

Time  in  the  military    585 

Murdoch,  Gilbert  Fritz 593 

Murdoch,  Gregory  L 611 

Murdoch,  Guy  Garrett 

Death  of 148 

Early  Years 147 

Feelings  about  his  family 148 

History  of  Guy  Garrett 

and  Faye  Murdoch    147 


Marriage  to  Faye  Tanner 147 

Retirement  years    148 

Murdoch,  Hailey  Marie 612 

Murdoch,  Hal  J 597 

Murdoch,  Hannah    602 

Murdoch,  Haunz  J 314 

Murdoch,  Holly 313 

Murdoch,  Isabella  Crawford 

Biography 37 

Early  Family  History 35 

Marriage  to  John  Murray  Murdoch  ....   38 

Obituary  and  Funeral 40 

Murdoch,  Jake  Ray    288 

Murdoch,  James    314 

Murdoch,  James  Dallas 284 

Murdoch,  James  Howard 

Early  years 477 

Life  history 476 

Marriage  to  Lauretta  Grace  Hillam  .  .  .    479 

Military  years    478 

Retirement    481 

Years  at  Ricks  College    480 

Murdoch,  James  Scott 337 

Murdoch,  Jason  Paul    284 

Murdoch,  Jennifer  Danielle 312 

Murdoch,  Jo  Elana 314 

Murdoch,  John  Brady 302 

Murdoch,  John  Brigham    299 

Murdoch,  John  Murray 

Arrival  in  Utah    25 

Birth  of    6 

Black  Hawk  Indian  War 28 

Children  of  John  Murray 

and  Ann  Steele  Murdoch 31 

Children  of  John  Murray 

and  Isabella  Crawford  Murdoch  ...  41 

Conversion  to  Gospel    7,  20 

Death  of  his  Children    24 

Death  of  John  and  his  wives    29 

Finding  his  Oxen    26 

Gift  of  Poetry    21,22 

Gift  of  Tongues 21 

Golden  Wedding  Anniversary 29 

Immigration  to  Utah 7,  21 

Johnston's  Army    27 

Landing  in  America    23 

Ordained  a  Patriarch 29 

Persecution  for  living  law  of  Polygamy  .  28 

Settles  in  Heber  Valley    27 

Takes  Isabella  Crawford  as  second  wife     28 

Trip  West 24 

Wee  Granny's  Trip  West 26 
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Jon  Paul 511 

Jonathan  Wayne 594 

Jorilee 302 

Joseph  Phelan 314 

Joshua 158 

Juan  Trinidad    601 

Judy  Ann  Sease 511 

Julie    284 

Julie    303 

June  Melia 314 

Kaden  Neil 288 

Kateland  Elisabeth 289 

Katie  Victoria 158 

Keah  Jewel 314 

Kendall  May 612 

Kenneth  D 313 

Kenneth  Scott 512 

Keshia  Dawn 285 

Kristen    499 

KrystalKay    611 

Kurt  Thomas     338 

LaVaughn  Hansen    560 

Lily 603 

LizaJanel 314 

London  Ann 605 

Lynn  Ray 


History  of 608 

Murdoch,  Mallory 602 

Murdoch,  Mandy  Kay 160 

Murdoch,  Manual  Travis 604 

Murdoch,  Marcia  Jean    340 

Murdoch,  Martha  Louannie 

Autobiography 86 

Courtship  with  Brigham 90 

Death  and  Funeral    75 

Life  after  Brig  died 74 

Memories 88 

My  Birthright    93 

Murdoch,  Mary  Murray    5 

Murdoch,  McKenzie 337 

Murdoch,  Mearl  Garrett 

Biography 103 

Death  of 106 

Death  of  her  husband,  Robert  Rue   ...    105 
Marriage  to  Robert  Rue  Murdoch    ...    104 

Marriage  to  Sam  Smith    105 

Murdoch,  Melissa    499 

Murdoch,  Michael  Alan    161 

Murdoch,  Michael  Dwaine 312 

Murdoch,  Michael  James 284 

Murdoch,  Michael  Sean    313 

Murdoch,  Michael  V 611 


Murdoch,  Michaela    337 

Murdoch,  Mildred  May  Norskog 513 

Murdoch,  Nicole  Jane 504 

Murdoch,  Nicole  Marie 511 

Murdoch,  Paul  Michael 157 

Murdoch,  Ray  Dallas 288 

Murdoch,  Reed  Chase 

Death  of  his  son,  Tommy 308 

Early  years 307 

Gathering  evidence  against  a  rum-runner  308 

History  of 307 

Marriage  to  Ruth  Grover 307 

Murdoch,  Reed  DeLynn 310 

Murdoch,  Reed  Douglas 311 

Murdoch  Reunions     680 

Murdoch,  Richard  James 498 

Murdoch,  Richard  Kent 158 

Murdoch,  Robert  Allen 509 

Murdoch,  Robert  Guy 155 

Murdoch,  Robert  Murray 

History  of  Robert  and  Zelta  Murdoch  .  163 

Murdoch,  Robert  Paul    156 

Murdoch,  Robert  Rue 

Biography 99 

Birth  of    58 

Death  of 101 

Death  of  his  Mother    99 

Listing  of  his  Children 107 

Marriage  of  Brig  to 

Martha  Louannie  Hammon 100 

Marriage  to  Mearl  Garrett    100 

Murdoch,  Rod  Tyler 291 

Murdoch,  Roger  Thomas 290 

Murdoch,  Ronald  Lee 265 

Murdoch,  Ronald  Thomas 334 

Murdoch,  Royce  John 290 

Murdoch,  Russell  Gordon 612 

Murdoch,  Ryan  Kent    289 

Murdoch,  Sarah  Anne 313 

Murdoch,  Sarah  Hansen 

Baptism  and  marriage 552 

Last  days    553 

Last  years 543 

History  of  her  ancestors 556 

Life  Story 548 

Settling  in  Thistle,  Utah 550 

Trip  to  America 548 

Murdoch,  Scott  Brigham 303 

Murdoch,  Scott  Dallas    284 

Murdoch,  Shannon  Makenna    504 

Murdoch,  Shelby  Lucille 289 

Murdoch,  Sheydene 286 
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Murdoch,  Shilo  Lee 611 

Murdoch,  Sophie  Elizabeth    598 

Murdoch,  Stacey 499 

Murdoch,  Steven  Delynn 311 

Murdoch,  Steven  DeLynn,  Jr 311 

Murdoch,  Thomas  Albert    323 
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